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THE SCAR 

CHAPTER I 
HOW THE YOKEL MET THE LADY 

IT was one of the first wann days of early spring, when Virginia 
farmers are too busy in the fields to think of travelling or 
receiving visitors. The master of Sandy Bend Station, standing 
near the platform as the train approached, reflected upon this, and 
likewise upon a broken fence which required his immediate atten- 
tion at home. The three dingy passenger cars showed no sign 
of movement in their aisles as the engine slowed down and stopped, 
and the conductor did not appear at any of the doors. Convinc- 
ing himself that there was nothing to require his further presence, 
the station-master locked^up his office, yawned, and, with his hands 
in his pockets, strolled away. 

No sooner had he gone than there occurred the most remark- 
able event in the history of Sandy Bend since it had been a stop- 
ping point on the main line to Richmond* A woman, with that 
distinguished bearing which even to the country mind bespeaks 
a great metropolis, alighted, while the baggage-master was dis- 
charging the two largest, finest, newest trunks ever seen in Suffolk 
County, Virginia. The girl was the subject of comment for some 
weeks after ; but the trunks passed into the l^ends of Sandy Bend. 

She was evidently unaccustomed to the ways of a country 
station. Hiram Twigg, leaning over the counter in his shirt- 
sleeves, confided this opinion to Jasper Larkson, the blacksmith, 
who nodded assent from his seat on a barrel of Hiram's special 
brand of superior flour. Having agreed on the fundamental 
pri^piple, the two remained silent, pending developments. 
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When the train had gone, the girl stood for a moment, holding 
a costly alligator-skin bag in her hand. She cast her eyes about 
her, as though seeking somebody. Then observing that her 
trunks had been thrown carelessly upon the ground, wrong side 
up, so as to damage the varnish and threaten ruin to the con- 
tents, she ran up the four steps leading to the raised level of the 
station-house, and tried to open the door of the waiting-room. 
It was locked. At another door marked Station Master, she met 
with no better luck. With a gesture of vexation, she came down 
the steps and started across the rails. 

" I do believe she's comin' here ! " exclaimed Jasper Larkson 
from the flour barrel. 

"Shell find all she can want from dress lengths to best plug 
chewin' tobacco," replied the proud proprietor of the establishment 
She was indeed drawing near, and a few minutes later her tall 
graceful figure, set off to good advantage by a perfectly fitting 
tailor-made suit, appeared framed in the doorway of the shop. 

" Can you tell me where the station-master is ? " she asked. 

" I reckon he's in his house, the little yaller one over yonder," 
said Hiram, with a wave of the hand. '* If he ain't there, I reckon 
he's gone out, an* if he's gone out, I don't know no more about 
him 'n you do." 

The girl glanced in the direction indicated. To her it seemed 
a long distance to the station-master's house ; the road was deep 
in sand, and her shoes were of delicate French kid. 

'* There must be somebody in chaige of the station," she pro- 
tested 

"Looks like yo' trunks was," volunteered Jasper Larkson, 
grinning. 

The girl's lip curled with contempt, and she was turning to go 
when she remembered the sandy road, and stopped. 

'' Do you know if Mr. Hadleigh has come in to the village? " 
she inquired. 

** Well, I reckon not, less'n it's in the spent. Ain't you know 
he's dead?" 

The girl started. 

"When did he die?" she gasped. 

" Goin' on fourteen year, less'n it's fifteen*— eh, Jasper ? " 

The girl laughed. 
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** Oh," she accUimedt '* I don't mean him I I am speaking of 
young Mr. Hadleigh." 

The two cronies exchanged amazed looks, and winked at each 
other. 

<< I do believe she means Dick/' said Hiram, choking at the 
thought. 

*^ She surely don't mean Ruth' \ " snickered the other. 

''I do mean Mr. Rutherford Hadleigh/' said the girl, anger 
brii^ng a deeper glow to the red flush of her cheeks. " I asked 
you if he had been in to the village." 

''Now you're talkin' sense/' remarked Hiram easily. ''Yes, 
he's been in. Two weeks back, for sowin's, wa'n't it, Jasper?" 

The girl drew herself up. 

" I did not solicit your opinion of my conversation, nor do I care 
what Mr. Rutherford Hadleigh did two weeks ago," she said 
freezingly. " I spoke to you, because there seems to be no one 
else in this God-forsaken place. If this be a specimen of Virginia 
courtesy, I should have done better to stay in the North." 
With this, she resolutely strode back to the station, and sat on 
the steps. 

Hiram and Jasper, in speechless astonishment, followed her 
with their eyes. 

" Well, of all the fiery little Yankee pieces 1 " ejaculated Jasper 
at length. 

" I'll be gol-darned if she ain't right," declared Hiram, pulling 
himself together. " You'd oughter be ashamed o' yourself, Jasper 
Larkson, to speak so to a foreign lady come to ole Virginny an' 
throwin' herself on our hospitality." 

" Me ! " screamed Jasper, his wrath rising. " Hiram Twigg, 
you know before eternal judgment you said " 

" I said foot," concluded Hiram elegantly. '* Argiiin' with me 
won't help now. I do believe it's her the rich lady Ruth' Had- 
leigh told me they was expectin', an' I'd clean forgot all about. 
Come along, Jasper, an' fetch up the little manners you've got. 
Remember you're talkin' to a lady, an' not hammerin' nails in a 
mule's hoof." 

Covering their heads with those broad-brimmed spherically- 
crowned straw hats which are as typical a part of American 
country life as is the blouse among the peasantry of continental 
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Europe, Hiram and Jasper approached the girl, who sat with her 
back towards them. Hiram elected himself spokesman. 

" Axcuse me. Miss " he began, and paused for encourage- 
ment. Receiving none, he tried again. 

** Please, Miss Austin," he said. 

"Van Osten," she corrected, forgetting her injured sensibilities 
in the annoyance it invariably caused her to hear her name mutilated. 

" Well, Miss van Osten," resumed Hiram, " if you're the lady 
Mis' Hadleigh's expectin*, Jasper an' mell be glad if we can help. 
If you'd 'a' mentioned her, it'd *a* been all right. We don't often 
see strangers here, an' don't always know how to take 'em. If 
Ruth' Hadleigh's long in comin' an' you be gettin' hungry, you 
can have some crackers an' sardines in the store. I've got the 
best brands." 

** But surely there must be an hotel ? " the girl said. 

''I reckon the store's as much hotel as Sandy Bend's got," 
grinned Hiram. " When you're ready, just come along. Miss — 
Miss van Oss. Well, if here ain't Ruth' Hadleigh ! Hello, Ruth' ! 
You're expected ! What you mean, sir, by keepin' a lady waitin' 
this 'er' way ? How'd you manage to creep up so's nobody heard 
the buggy-wheels ? " 

" I had to drive the blind mare, an' she's scared o' the train 
whistle, so I tied her down the road a bit," said Rutherford Had- 
leigh, a lank country youth clad in coarse, ill-fitting clothes. Miss 
van Osten shuddered at the prospect of driving a blind mare, and 
of walking " down the road a bit " to reach the conveyance. She 
held out her hand to Rutherford, and, had he been more observant, 
he would have thought her greeting cold. 

** Sorry I was so long ; couldn't help it. Mr. Hiram, if you'd 
lend me a hand, we'll get these trunks up on the platform, an' 
when the station-master comes along nex', you ask him to let 'em 
in the baggage-room. I'll come an' fetch 'em with the ox-cart 
between now an' nex' week." 

This last statement reduced Miss van Osten to a condition 
verging on blackest melancholia. She looked drearily over the 
ploughed fields of the surrounding country, bare of trees and with 
scarcely a house in sight 

" Fool that I am ! " she groaned in spirit. " What sort of an 
adventure have I embarked in ! " 
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The road through which they drove was hemmed in on either 
side by fields whose intolerable monotony was emphasised rather 
than broken by an occasional grove of sickly pines, or the nude 
trunk and limbs of a great tree killed by belting, and left to stand, 
grim sentinel of death, alone in the encircling waste. Here and 
there a space of land had been cleared by felling the trees and 
allotting to time the task of rotting the stumps until the ground 
should be arable. They passed a wrecked plough, abandoned like 
most of those that devote themselves too long and too faithfully to 
the public service, to perish, forgotten, by the road-side. Not far 
away a tall pillar of red brick rose from a pile of ashes, the erst- 
while chimney of a vanished home. And always silence, without 
sign of life, save where the blind mare drew Eleanor van Osten 
and her companion in an aged vehicle whose gouty wheels at 
every turn threatened dissolution from a dropsical body. 

Two mile-posts had marked their slow progress, and not a 
word had Miss van Osten spoken. Rutherford Hadleigh's oc- 
casional remarks, vapid in themselves and couched in igncn^nt 
language, had gradually ceased. Presently Eleanor van Osten 
broke the silence. 

" I suppose the house is beyond the next bend ? *' 

"My, no!" exclaimed Rutherford cheerfully, "We've got 
seven miles more. We will come to a house by-and-by, though," 
he added. 

"A house?" repeated Miss van Osten, laying stress on 
the A. 

" Yes — the Stoltons'. Awfully nice people, the Stoltons ; first 
class, you know. They've kep* up their place as we can't keep 
up ours. They say Uncle Billy Stolton did some queer things 
when the Northern troops were round here ; anyway, he's almost 
the only planter who's got money left. Grandfather was ruined 
with the rest." 

"Is that the way you talk about your relatives?" inquired 
Eleanor van Osten, amused. 

•* Oh, he's no relation — ^not really, you know. We just call 
him Uncle Billy Stolton because of Aunt Bessie. She married 
him, you know." 

" But if he married your aunt *' began Eleanor. 

*' Why, she wasn't my aunt ! We just call her so, because our 
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folks have always been so intimate, an* we call her son Peter an' 
her daughter Laura our cousins, an' ** 

" And talk slander about her husband Billy,*' terminated Miss 
van Osten quickly. 

He merely smiled and said, " If nobody 'd ever talked worse of 
Uncle Billy Stolton, I reckon he wouldn't mind ". 

His simplicity was genuine, and the girl grew more tolerant. 
After all, his features were good, and his face might have been 
almost handsome had it been more intelligent. 

'* So we shall pass the Stoltons' place," continued Eleanor, find- 
ing the conversation not so uninteresting. " And then ? " 

'< Oh, then that's all for about a mile an' three quarters, an' 
then we'll come to Oakdale." 

"I suppose your neighbours are on the other side?" the girl 
ventured. 

" Oh, on t'other side, the nearest's old Benny Benton's mill, 
four miles off. The Stoltons are the only proper neighbours 
we've got." 

Eleanor van Osten shuddered. The depression, which had all 
but fled, crept slowly back. 

" They're the only proper neighbours," Rutherford continued. 
"Then we've got the negroes, of course They've got little 
places all round." 

"Is — ^is it safe?" faltered Eleanor, her heart sinking. At 
home she had often held forth enthusiastically on the theory of 
the negro, but at the prospect of being surrounded by specimens 
of the living article, stories of pistols and razors, heretofore dis- 
credited, came to her mind with peculiar vividness. 

"Oh, they're all right," laughed Rutherford. "They've not 
forgotten all Grandfather Ellis did for 'em, an' besides, they know 
we haven't got anything worth stealin*. Come up, Sal ! I wish 
I could have driven Dick's mare Coquette, but he needed her in 
the field. This one don't go so bad for a blind mare, though, 
does she, Miss van Osten ? Don't stumble when the road's clear, 
and ain't afraid o' nothin* 'cept train whistles." 

In truth, the marks of breed were unmistakable ; the l^s wa'e 
well shaped, the action was good, and the coat glossy. But the 
girl was in a mood when what appears to one's self as celestial 
resignation, translates itself for others in general fault-fioding. 
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All she saw in connection with the mare was a harness in which 
bits of twine played as important a part as leather. Her short- 
lived good-humour was gone. 

Eleanor van Osten was of those who, from sheer vanity, should 
never under any circumstances betray annoyance. While not 
affecting classical perfection, her features were regular and happily 
proportioned, refinement and intelligence rendering the &ce as 
noble as it was beautiful. The mould of her cheek and chin was 
exquisite ; her forehead was broad and smooth ; her complexion 
was &ultless. But her nose was perhaps too sharply cut; her 
lips were too straight, though she had learned to hold them in an 
imitation of the curves they lacked; and her eyes, large, soft 
and brown, were marked in the comers by strange hard lines. 
Her charm of expression and her art of piling her chestnut hair 
ordinarily softened these defects, until they became the human 
element saving her from the cold lovelessness of an ideal statue. 
Yet the slightest sign of displeasure would suffice to transfigure 
her in an instant, so that even her attractiveness would fade. 
Such was the case now, as she sat silent with her hands knit 
tc^ether. . . . 

Eleanor was saying to herself it would have been far wiser not 
to come. It had all been most absurd. Simply because she had 
taken an idle interest in young Rutherford Hadleigh — who like 
herself was visiting the Edsons in Richmond and whom she had 
pitied for his ignorance and helplessness — the boy*s mother, who 
had never seen her, had invited her to spend two weeks on the 
Hadleigh plantation before returning to New York. At first 
surprised to the extent of indignation, Eleanor had been informed 
by Lois Edson, her school friend, that such things were customary 
in the South. The Hadleighs, Lois had explained, had been 
among the wealthiest of the land as well as the most distinguished, 
and so had the EUises — Mrs. Hadleigh was an Ellis. But they 
had lost everything except the plantation, which was the old Ellis 
place and belonged to Mrs. Hadleigh herself. It had been one 
of the famous estates, though now in ruin from neglect Did 
Lois know the Hadleighs well ? Eleanor had asked. Oh, every- 
body knew everybody, or else nobody, in Virginia, Lois had 
answered ; of course she knew the Hadleighs ; but she had never 
met any of them save that dreadful bore Rutherford, and if the 
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others were like him, she sincerely hoped he would be the last. 
After supplying which pleasant information, Lois had strongly 
urged her friend to go. 

** You'll find it awfully interesting— just a little taste of it ! As 
a steady diet " 

" Oh," Eleanor had said, " to hear about their woes, and what 
they were before the war, and the rest ! " 

" They're not the sort of people to talk that way," Lois had 
reassured her. ''I told you they were Hadleighs and Ellises. 
Besides, they have too many other things to think of. Try it. 
You won't be sorry." 

"Then why is it you always decline Mrs. Hadleigh's invita- 
tions?" 

" That's different." 

Instead of discouraging her, this had aroused Eleanor's curiosity. 
She wrote to Mrs. Hadleigh saying she would come. 

Now, only stinging regret for having allowed herself to be placed 
in such a position, remained after the trials of her arrival at Sandy 
Bend and her drive with Rutherford. She could not decide where 
the principal responsibility lay ; upon them for asking her, or upon 
herself for complying. She compromised by forgiving neither 
them nor herself. The very fact that she, a total stranger, was 
deliberately intruding upon them, would suffice to make them 
hate her; and she hated them in advance. 

The sinuous road twisted about for the hundredth time, and, 
without warning, they came in sight of the house. Eleanor had 
pictured to herself a great white colonial mansion, with fluted 
columns, smiling with broad green-blinded windows on extensive 
lawns and flower-beds. She saw a summary wooden structure, 
able to boast as much architectural beauty as a soap-box, standing 
amid a handful of stunted oak-trees. In the few minutes that it 
took to reach the cross-bar fence which marked the enclosure, to 
pass the unsteady gate and drive through dead leaves and fallen 
twigs to the house, Eleanor felt her last illusions vanish ; and with 
heart heavy as lead, she alighted from the buggy and mounted the 
three steps to the porch. 

A woman clad in a dress of rusty black had hurried to the door 
on hearing the sound of wheels. Her face, though drawn by 
mental suffering, retained a serenity which raised it above the 
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physical beauty that she had never claimed. Her pale blue eyes 
shone clear in jspite of a few surrounding wrinkles, and her cheeks 
were smooth though burned and slightly freckled. About her 
head a mass of hair, once black, was bleached almost white before 
the time. 

" You are welcome to Oakdale, Miss van Osten«" she said, with 
old-fashioned ceremoniousness, holding out her hand. In taking 
it, Eleanor noticed that it was roughened by work. 

** Mrs. Hadleigh ? " she said interrogatively. '' So good of you I 
You .do not know what pleasure it will give me to be with you. 
Are you sure I shall not be in your way ? " 

" No guest has ever been in our way," answered Mrs. Hadleigh 
simply, leading her in. 

''She is refreshingly original," Eleanor was commenting inwardly, 
when the thought was diverted by the strange aspect of the room 
into which she had followed her hostess. Such incongruous 
furnishing she had never seen. A square piano, finely carved, 
contrasted painfully with six cane-bottomed chairs. On the 
mantel a pair of candelabra, of wrought brass and richest cut 
glass, was equally out of place between two vases of commonest 
country shop pattern. The walls were whitewashed, and the 
curtainless windows admitted rays of sunlight which mercilessly 
accentuated every detail. 

Eleanor was nursing her wounded sense of the artistic, when 
she became suddenly aware that some one else was in the room. 
Of all things, the most peculiarly unpleasant to Eleanor van Osten 
was to be observed in a moment of abstraction. The present 
offender was a man, which made the occurrence all the more 
objectionable. 

'* My son Dick," said Mrs. Hadleigh as he came forward. 

Eleanor looked him full in .the face, expecting to gain her re- 
venge by disconcerting him. His features were sharper than 
Rutherford's, bis figure was better, his clothes, though badly cut, 
were nevertheless worn with a certain air of distinction. His 
expression bespoke character and intelligence, and he met Miss 
van Osten's gaze so fearlessly, seeming to sound deep into the 
secrets of her soul, that it was she, not he, who became em- 
barrassed, and her eyes were the first to fall. 

"Perhaps you would like to go up to your room at once? 
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I shall show you the way, and then dinner will be ready/' said 
Mrs. Hadleigb, leading her up to the second storey. 

Left alone, Eleanor looked about her. A lordly wardrobe 
with shattered mirrors, a four-posted bed with badly cracked 
pillars and sides, a washhand-stand and a backless chair, f<OTmed 
all the furniture. Eleanor dropped her hand-bag on the carpet, 
less floor, and sat violently on the bed, which moaned ominously* 

" Oh ! oh ! oh 1 " she waQed, " I shall die if I stay in this hole 
a week ! And that horrid man saw me with my hair undone ! " 

She started nervously at the sound of a knock cm the door. 

" Oh, what is it ? " she called. 

** It's me/' said Rutherford blandly. '' I heard you rappin' on 
the floor, an' I came to see what you wanted." 

The absurdity of * translating the fall of her hand-bag as a 
summons, and of despatching a young man to answer it, struck 
Eleanor' so forcibly that her good-humour returned. After all, 
she had come hither to seek novel experiences, and it would 
never do to be disgusted by an excess of originality. When she 
appeared in the dining-room, it was with smooth hair and com- 
posed smile. 

As she surveyed her hosts at table, Eleanor inwardly commented 
that something could be made of Dick. His conversation showed 
him to be fairly educated, and his bearing was marked by perfect 
ease. He even had too much assurance. It would have been 
only proper for a country youth to feel disconcerted before a 
society woman, and instead, Eleanor was the one to be uncom- 
f(Mrtable under his scrutiny. 

*' You will not have any pork, I suppose. Miss van Osten ? " he 
said. " Here is chicken. Pork seems to you a queer taste, I 
don't doubt; but it's just what we farmers want. We hate 
chickens, eggs and milk, you know. See too much of them, and 
get too little solid nourishment from them. Now in pork there's 
a vast amount of nourishment to the cubic inch. Perhaps I 
shouldn't have explained that, for you'll be shocked at the way 
I eat. I've been in the fields since sunrise, and Rutherford made 
us all late for dinner. I hope he apologised to you for not having 
reached the station in time." 

He was observing the waves in her hair, as if recalling its dis- 
order when she arrived. She was relieved when a snarhng retort- 
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from Rutherford to the effect that he *' didn't need watchin' over 
like a babj/' drew away the attention from her. Meanwhile, her 
plate had been heaped with fried chicken, potatoes and beans, a 
glass of fresh milk and another of well water had been placed 
before her ; and she pretended to devote herself to these. The 
truth was that a three-pronged steel fork tormented her with the 
taste of the metal and the harsh grating against teeth accustomed 
to silver. Then, there was an oil-doth instead of linen on the 
dining-table, and the dishes were served with pewter spoons. To 
make matters worse, a splendid silver sugar-dish, sole remnant 
of the once abundant family plate, asserted itself before Mrs. 
Hadleigh, rendering oil-cloth, steel and pewter still more odious. 

The furniture of this room was as incongruous as elsewhere. 
To Eleanor's right stood an ancient mahogany sideboard, low, 
broad, with massive doors and smooth columns, such as a city 
connoisseur would purchase at any price from a fashionable anti- 
quary. Near it on one side was a kitchen safe with pierced tin 
front, and on the other a kitchen chair with an amputated leg 
and a diseased back. The chairs doing service at the table were 
in little better condition, and the table itself was of deal. 

^'You are not eating?" said Mrs. Hadleigh, percaving her 
guest's listless eye roaming about the room. '' Virginia air will 
soon bring back your appetite, and ypu must look your best to 
receive the young men of the county when they call. They are 
all anxious to know the young Northern lady we have been ex- 
pecting." 

Eleanor looked up in surprise. 

''Anxious to know me? I should have thought preju- 
dices " 

''Only those who did not suffer have prejudices," said Mrs. 
Hadleigh. "You are in a ruined country which has accepted 
the inevitable.'' 

Eleanor felt strangely moved. 

" I did not know it was that way," she said. Incongruities no 
longer jarred upon her. The silver sugar-dish with the pewter 
spoons, the princely sideboard with the kitchen safe, all that sur- 
rounded her was significant of past and present ; the desolation 
which had revolted her appealed now to her in its frill strength 
of pathos. 



CHAPTER II 

HOW A MAN CANNOT FIGHT AN ATMOSPHERE 

"'T^HE Dale of Bounty" it had been called familiarly; but 
X that was long since. Then, a broad avenue led through 
noble oak-trees from the tortuous roadway to the dwelling-house, 
gable-roofed with clap-board front broken by thirteen windows 
in two straight rows, seven above, and six and a door beneath. 
Austerely plain, it yet breathed an air of cordial welcome Acre 
on acre the land stretched away, planted in cotton or tobacco or 
com, with ever and anon a patch of forest in unmarred wildness. 
To the left, a race-course where the lord of the manor and his 
frequent guests were wont to try their blooded horses ; to the 
right, a river, both banks in the domain, where those of a more 
quiet nature might try their luck with hook and line ; before, the 
grove which had won for the plantation its baptismal name of Oak- 
dale ; behind, an orchard which in all Virginia was unsurpassed. 
Now, the name <' Dale of Bounty " had fallen into disuse, nay, 
into oblivion, save with the owners of these bygone splendours. 
The old house still looked with its thirteen windows upon the 
grove, but the panes gleamed grimly from the unpainted walls, 
and the ancient trees had gone, to be replaced by a stunted 
second growth. Shorn of a field here, a wooded patch there, 
the plantation now boasted scarce five hundred acres, of which 
not a tithe was tilled. Where race-horses had won and lost 
fortunes which were as trifles for their owners, cotton plants now 
reared their white-boiled heads; where guests had pressed in 
merry sequence, a widow and her two sons now alone remained ; 
where scores of slaves had tilled their master's fields and tended 
their mistress's household needs, three negro families huddled in 
wretched huts now represented domesticity. 

(12) 
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The house was pretentious only in size. A porch, just wide 
enough to frame the entrance, gave access to a broad deep hall 
having to the right a great square room still pompously called 
parlour, and to the left a dining-room of similar dimensions. The 
parlour windows looked to either side, on grove and on orchard ; 
the dining-room, lighted only fipom the grove, opened at the rear 
on a second hall connected with a wing which caused the house 
to assume the shape of a truncated L. The architect evidently 
had no sense save that of line, and even this spasmodically. The 
main hall was disfigured by a steep narrow stair ascending 
awkwardly to the bedrooms, while in the second hall a broader 
stairway rendered the dwarfed and more conspicuous one super- 
fluous. In the inner angle of the L, carefully concealed, nestled 
the spacious verandah which would have lent dignity to the grace- 
less fa9ade. 

So long as the splendidly proportioned rooms had been filled 
with fine furniture and treasures of art, the crudity of the plan 
had not been apparent. But one by one the bits of old plate and 
the ancestral portraits had been sold for a dollar or two, to buy 
bread ; piece by piece the rare old furniture had collapsed from 
age and neglect, and had been relegated to the cellar, until the 
hand of a ruthless negro transferred the century-old mahogany to 
the kitchen stove, where it did not bum as well as yellow pine, 
but had the advantage of costing less pains to cut. In part, it 
bad been replaced by articles of the simplest nature, and where 
absolute necessity did * not call for these, the house was bare. 
Upon loss of slaves had followed loss of crops and of cattle ; then 
had come deterioration of property, then want veiging upon 
beggary. 

No ; they had never had to beg their bread. For that, Harriet 
Hadleigh thanked God humbly, in the spirit of one who would 
have drained the bitter cup to the dregs if so it had been ordained, 
bending her once proud spirit to crave help from any quarter. 
That the succour had come to her, was a cause of ever renewed 
thankfulness to the Source of all mercies. 

Her £ither had died from that which is called a broken heart 
and is in reality the lack of courage to live. Poverty and sufier- 
ing he might have endured, but he could not stand by and ^ee 
disint^;rate inch by inch the estete which had been his ancestors', 
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and which he identified with his very existence. Inheriting as an 
only child, Harriet Hadldgh gave the management to her husband 
who struggled bravely until he was stricken down, one day, his 
hand on the plough. Heart trouble, the doctor said, to which he 
had long been subject, and from which only rest could have saved 
him. Gazing in his white calm face as he lay for the last time on 
his bed, Harriet read the story of toil and suffering, selfmbnegation 
and final self-sacrifice, which comprised for him the period men 
are wont to call the prime of life ; and she dared not repine. 

Upon Harriet in her inexperience devolved the cares of the 
planUition. The few n^oes she could employ spent their days 
idling in the fields. The crops failed, of course. Her last penny 
went to pay the wages due for work undone. The place was 
already mortgaged for every dollar it was worth. She was without 
means, without resource. The morning came when she baked 
her last handful of flour for her two boys, sharing the bread be- 
tween them and refusing what they offered her. And when they 
had eaten, and clung to her crying because they still craved food, 
she raised her eyes in mute appeal to Heaven, and fell upon her 
knees clutching one helpless child in each arm. Her prayer was 
answered while she knelt A neighbour, learning her necessity, 
had sent relief. From that hour the sentiment of God's 
providence was ever with Harriet Hadleigh, unswerving through 
subsequent trials. 

Upon the momentary assistance followed other more lasting, 
bringing no hope of deliverance, but assuring bare Uvelihood. 
An old slave (^ her father's, who had become owner of a little 
house and a plot of land which he used to till for his master, 
came with his savings to "young Miss," and begged her to con- 
sider it a loan, since a lady could not take presents firom a '* pore 
nigger/' but whenever she paid it back it would be all right. 
She accepted the faithfiil n^o's help, and he appointed himself 
overseer, engaging hands on his own responsibility and taking 
the boys to the fields that they, too, might learn to work. When 
the elder brother was experienced enough to be left in charge, 
Jake Ellis went quietly back to his chimney-corner, saying he was 
*' gettin' ole," and '' wanted to res'," and '' Marse Dick could now 
take care o' him ". 

Harriet Hadleigh had drilled herself to a stoic resignation pre- 
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served by foil, entailing a weariness which numbed the mind and 
veiled memories on which she dared not dwell. The nature of 
this stoidsm was not understood by those about her, often not 
understood by herself. To some it seemed indifference, to others 
moral courage, to others yet, the sum of Christian resignation and 
faith. She would say that she had passed through the ordeal of 
fire, and was hardened. But at times when a foreboding seized 
upon her with sickening intensity, she saw the truth more clearly. 
Driving home after a day in town or from a mere visit to a neigh- 
bour's, her heart would beat quidcly as she neared Oakdale, and 
would almost stop with apprehension before the house came in 
view. She expected to see her home wrapped in flames or already 
crumbled to ashes, leaving them without shelter. When it would 
loom up with each warped shingle on the roof, each unpainted 
board on the walls safe as she had left it, she would offer to God 
her thanksgiving for having spared her. If this dread was always 
with her, others oppressed her only when her thoughts had dwdt 
upon herself. Then grim visions rose before her, taking form 
from any outward expression. The most familiar sounds were 
causes of terror. Those voices calling in the fields meant Didc's 
sudden death ; those carriage wheels in the road meant foredosore 
of the mortgage. Yet her nerves were strong, her reason was sound. 
What preyed upon Harriet was the conviction that all which had 
gone before was only a preparation for the supreme martyrdom. 
Hence her outward quietude, clinging to every moment of a present, 
fiightfiil certainly, but less fiightful than the fiiture. 

The blights that followed in the gory footsteps of war had 
included not alone agricultural, industrial and economical ruin. 
The proud race sprung from ancient and admirable settlers had 
undergone changes like the once beautiful land. In Suffolk 
County boys of ten were put to the plough among negroes, and 
raised like them without an opportunity for education or an idea 
of the elements of civilisation. The advantages of ancestry are 
great where they serve as foundation for further progress in the 
scale of humanity. But if it takes three generations to make a 
gentleman, it requires less to mar one. And the blue blood which 
from childhood on has known only coarseness and ignorance, 
has cause to envy the red blood of the anonymous pioneer who 
has sought to improve himself. 



16 THE SCAR 

Dick Hadleigh had fought desperately to avoid sinking with 
the falling level of his country. Vague recollections of a period 
when conditions were less wretched and life was less hopeless 
came occasionally to sustain his self-respect or to open distant 
perspectives of ambition. Agriculture was a closed chapter in 
Suffolk County; stock-raising required too much initial capital. 
Emigration offered, he realised, his sole opportunity. He clung 
to Oakdale, to all that it meant. Yet he did not cling blindly^ as 
did his mother. Keeping silence so as not to distress her before 
the fulness of time should come, he dreamed from boyhood to 
make a way for himself in a living land, where he could assure 
peace and comfort for her. The greyness which surrounded 
them left no hope there, he knew} a man cannot fight an atmo- 
sphere. He knew, too, that education was essential, and he 
prepared himself against the day when his chance might come. 
He had learned to read and write at the little country school. 
For his companions there, and even for his brother Rutherford^ 
this knowledge acquired between the ages of eight and ten sufficed^ 
followed as it was by the practical lessons of farming. But Dick, 
despite his extreme youth, appreciated the load that lay upon his 
shoulders, and he had already formulated his plans. After days 
spent in the fields, the boy would devote his evenings to conning 
musty volumes left from his father's University years. Untrained 
and unaided, it would take him weeks or months to acquire what 
is taught in a few days at school Yet by much perseverance he 
gained ground. The passing years increased his courage and 
determination. At fifteen he wrote for the catalogue of a small 
but famous Virginia college, and found that he had mastered 
many of the requirements for admission, while on the other hand 
much of his work had been lost. Nothing daunted, he changed 
his course and studied on. 

And with all this, no respite from manual labour ; the sowing, 
the tending, the reaping, on which daily bread depended, could 
not be neglected. Nor yet encouragement for mental develop- 
ment ; that issue seemed to others unattainable. His mother, 
touched by the environing greyness, thought his efforts futile ; his 
younger brother, lacking his force of character, openly scoffed at 
them. Still Dick strove on. He reached his twentieth year before 
the slightest possibility of^an education appeared; Then, aft^ s^ 
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£urly sucoessfal crop, he consulted a friend of his grandfather's. 
Peyton Howard, in Howard County, and Billy Stolton, in Suffolk 
County, woe the only planters in that region who had remained 
wealthy. But whereas Stolton was an interloper concerning whom 
little was known — ^too mudi, some alleged — Howard belonged 
to an old Virginia family, and enjoyed the respect and confid^ice 
of the community. To him Dick frankly appealed for help» the 
mere sum needed for travelling expenses, a suit of clothes, iriioet 
and linen enough to live in strictest economy for two years, and 
to hire a man to do the work at Oakdale. Mr. Howard, Dick 
said, could estimate the cost better than he ; let it only be reduced 
to the lowest figure, and let Dick's bond, independent of his 
mother and her land, suffice as security. Peyton Howard had a 
son who had refused advantages lying in the way, and he gladly 
aided Dick. 

During the two years which he spent at college, Dick studied so 
diligently that he won a reputation as a scholar, and by coaching 
earned enough to discharge part of his debt. When he returned 
home with his degree, Mrs. Hadleigh gBLve him formal charge 
of the plantation, on an agreement by which one-third of the net 
profits went to him. He farmed with such energy that, in spite 
of the n^ect which had prevailed in his absence, he succeeded 
in improving the land, and produced not discreditable crops. In 
the three years following, his returns paid off what remained of 
his debt, while his mother's discharged the interest on the mort- 
gage and covered the slight running expenses of the place. Now 
that he was free, he calculated that prosperity might dawn. But 
Fate, which had allowed him to profit thus far, here applied the 
check to remind him that he was, after all, her plaything. The 
value of crops fell. His short-lived optimism faded. The grey- 
ness was folding round them more hopelessly than before* 

The time passed at a distance had opened his eyes to the con- 
ditions about him. He was one with the people, and had lived 
away from them ; he could now judge them from two standpoints. 
He saw men bearing^ illustrious names content to rest on the 
laurels of their ancestors, and falling steadily in the scale of civili- 
sation. He saw a life of working, drinking and flirting. Arduous 
toil in the day, unworthy trifling at night, characterised his sur- 
roundings. He did not censure, even in his inmost soul. He 
a 
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knew that outward conditions had led to this. Serious thought 
was incompatible with manual labour. Yet the very £sict that it 
was comprehensible, intensified the sadness. The vision of his 
youth, to fight for his mother in a distant land, yielded to one in 
which he was fighting for his country. Bravely he threw in his 
lot with those among whom he had been born. When the 
awakening came, they were unchanged; and his ideas were con- 
verging towards theirs. 



CHAPTER III 

HOW THEY FARED WITHIN THE GATES 

Daniel, Daniel, Daniel in de lion lion, 
Daniel, Daniel, Daniel in de lion lion, 
Daniel, Daniel, Daniel in de lion lion, 
Daniel in de lion, Daniel in de lion den I 

The monotonous words, chanted in a minor key by a shrill 
voice, floated in the windows with the rays of the morning sun 
and awoke Eleanor. The chant continued : — 

Jonah, Jonah, Jonah in de wha-ale wha-ale, 
Jonah, Jonah, Jonah in de wha-ale wha-ale, 
Jonah, Jonah, Jonah in de wha-ale wha-ale, 
Jonah in de wha-ale, Jonah in de wha-ale belly t 

" Dat'll fetch 'em ! " This was spoken. A short silence 
followed. Then another voice similar to the first: "Sing 'em 
anoder "• And the history of Daniel was repeated, as well as that 
of Jonah. 

Something told Eleanor that this serenade was intended for her. 
It was not yet seven by her watch, and she had never heard of 
people rising so early. Nevertheless, prompted by curiosity, she 
cautiously opened the window-shutters and looked out. 

Under the trees in the grovQ two little black imps were playing. 
Both looked like boys, with short woolly hair and bare feet. Yet 
both seemed to wear skirts, or remnants of skirts suggesting a 
practical solution to the problem of what would remain of the 
ant-hill if the holes were taken away. 

*' Dar he ! Dar he ! " cried one, pointing to Eleanor. 

" Whar he ? " asked the other, turning and then ejaculating, 
"'Fo' Gawd!" Upon which the two, rolling their eyes and 

' (19) 
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showing their teeth, rushed away, laughing uproariously, and 
vanished behind the house. 

** They were certainly singing English, but they don't seem to 
speak it," said Eleanor to herself. 

The two heads reappeared round the comer of the house, and 
retreated as soon as Eleanor looked towards them. A second 
time they were put forth, and then the bodies followed. 

" G'wan ! " grunted one. 

" G'wan 'self ! " retorted the other, punctuating the order with 
a vigorous kick which was answered by a cuff. Then grasping 
each other by the arms, they chorused, " 'Mawnin', Missy ! " and 
again ran away, shrieking wildly with laughter. 

'' They do speak some English. I must try to talk with them/' 
thought Eleanor. She dressed as hastily as she could without 
the help of a maid, and went down to the yard. 

**Here, children, don't run away!" she called. "You said 
good-morning to me, so I have come to say it to you." 

They surveyed her suspiciously from a distance before approach- 
ing. They were still giggling and nudging each other. 

** How old are you?" asked Eleanor. 

** Sem like she," one child answered. 

" And how old is she? " 

" Sem like me." 

"Twins," commented Eleanor. "And are you boys or 
girls?" 

" Her's a boy," replied one. 

" An' him's a girl," echoed the other. 

The ambiguous sexes left some doubt in Eleanor's mind as to 
their respective identities until, close as they now were to her, she 
distinguished them by their dress. Both had on coarse white 
shirts, their little black bodies shining through the rents, but be- 
low this garment one wore a pair of man's trousers cut short near 
the hips so as to resemble divided skirts, while the other wore a 
woman's skirt cut at the same length and having a long tear which 
made it look like trousers. 

"And what are your names?" continued Eleanor. 

She heard two voices say, " Asberry ". 

"BothAsberry?" 

" Rasberry." 
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'« Oh, then both Rasbetry ? " 

** Him Rasberry, me Asberry/' explained the boy. 

" What language do you talk ? " 

They looked puzzled. 

** You are talking English now, but what were you saying before 
I came down ? " 

They rolled their feet under and swayed from side to side on 
their ankles, with their tongues between their teeth. 

" It was something that sounded like — ^like Da-hee." 

" Whar who ? " came the prompt query. 

" Da-hee ? Wha-hoo ? And what does it mean ? " 

" Yassum," the children said. 

" Surely that is some African dialect," reflected Eleanor. 

" Whar yo' is, yo' limbs o* Satan ? You Asberry I You Ras- 
berry I Ef yo' don' come heah quicker n greased lightnin', uh'U 
woliop de eberlastin' hide oflTn yo' ! " An old man, his dusky skin 
faded to an ashen hue, his hair and beard white as new cotton 
bolls, came slowly up. His knees bent under him at each step, 
and he would have fallen but for a stout hickory stick he carried 
in his wizened hand. At sight of him the children once more 
took to flight. 

'* Dar yo' goes, yo' little debils ! " groaned the old man. " Jes' 
look a' dem nigger, my mist'ess 1 Heah's ole man Jake Ellis done 
tu'n de hundred an' got bof feet an' laigs en de grabe, an' kint 
mek a couple o' ten-year-ole brats mine ! Lor*, Missy, 'tain't like 
de good ole times. You Asberry ! Ain't yo' heah de ole man call 
yo* ! Ef uh don't jes' skin yo' like a libe rabbit " 

•* Oh, please don't beat them ! They are so funny, and I know 
they don't mean any harm ! " pleaded Eleanor. 

llie old man chuckled. 

'' Me beat 'em ? Go 'long, honey, dey knows uh kint, an' dat's 
w'at mek 'em so sassy-like. You watch dei' mammy git atter 'em 
some time, an' see how spry dey'U jump roun' an' mine. Et's 
on'y ole man Jake w'at don't count, dese days. Dem chillun 
done e't up all muh breakrus'. Uh come roun' like uh do ebery 
mawnin' fo' Miss Harry to gib me breakrus' ; she powTul kine to 
me. Miss Harry is, an' ent fergit ole man Jake belong to he pa an' 
he gran'pa 'way back en slabery time, an' use to hole 'em on he 
knee an' tell 'em 'bout Brer Fox an' Brer Rabbit an' nuss 'em 
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Ven he sick. Now ole man Jake's bruk down an' good fur 
nuttin* an's jes' waitin' fer de Lawd to open de Gol'en Gates an' 
call out to him to come long up, Miss Harry mighty kine. An' 
jes' 'cause uh tek muh breakrus' out under de tree to be cool-like, 
an' gits to t'inkin' 'bout de good ole times, an' sort o' dozes off, 
dar's dem two imps o' Satan comes 'long an' eats muh breakrus* 
up. Oh, yas, Missy, ole man Jake'U cotch 'em an' gib it 'em 
good I " And forgetful of his assurance that he could not beat 
them, Uncle Jake hobbled away in the direction which the twins 
had chosen for their exit. 

His departure left Eleanor to her own resources. She walked 
slowly through the grove, and leaned her elbows on the cross-bar 
fence overlooking the high-road. The close still air promised a 
hot day. A man advancing from the left along the road attracted 
her attention. Blue jean overalls, a loose shirt with turned-down 
collar, clumsy square-toed boots and a broad-brimmed hat pro- 
claimed him a farm hand. 

"Nice morning," Eleanor called to him. "Have you had far 
to come ? " 

The ploughman drew himself up in surprise, and instead of 
raising his hat drew the brim down farther over his eyes. 

" Couple o' miles," he answered, stopping. 

"It must have been warm walking," pursued Eleanor. "On 
whose place do you work ? " 

"Mis'Hadleigh's." 

" Oh I and have you been here long ? " 

" Coin' on for some years. I started in right young.** 

" And do you make a living at it ? ** 

" Not much of a livin', but I reckon I'm gettin' along. Treated 
me right decent, Mis* Hadleigh has. If 'twa'n't for a good-for- 
nothin' son o' hers called Dick, things *d go pretty straight." 

"You surprise me," said Eleanor. " I thought it was he who 
ran the place." 

" He tries to. But he ain't much of a success." 

" Do you think you could do better ? " reproved Eleanor. 

" I reckon not," the youth replied, " but I bet I couldn't do 
worse." 

"I think you should be ashamed of yourself, to be in Mr. 
Hadleigh's employment aiid speak of him in this way," said 
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Eleanor. ''I know him, and don't find anything wrong with 
him." 

The broad-brimmed hat fell to the ground* 

''Thanks for the good character," said Dick, in his natural 
voice. '' I knew you wouldn't recognise me wearing farmer 
clothes and talking farmer English." 

'' It was cruel ! " expostulated Eleanor. '< Suppose — suppose 
I had said just the opposite ? " 

" Then it would have been just twice the fun. Shall we go up 
to the house for breakfast ? If you had been in the fields since 
five o'clock, you would be hungry too." 

" Ah, you have been overseeing the work ? " 

"Overseeing?" repeated Dick. "I've been ploughing. One 
would never get anything out of these n^proes unless one worked 
with them. I even find it a good rule to talk like them. They 
understand it better, and it shows them I'm not stuck-up. I've 
not travelled much, but I can speak three languages — English, 
Virginian axid negro ! Negro talk is really interesting, I think ; 
I have found in it the strangest classical reminiscences. For 
instance, 'ax' and 'axed,' which a negro will invariably say for 
'ask' and 'asked,' is pure Queen Anne English." 

" I myself have observed that * I reckon ' was Norfolk dialect," 
said Eleanor, hastily adding, <' of course, I was no longer alluding 
to negroes." 

" Oh, I never use that, or at least, rarely," Dick reassured her. 
" The very first thing I did at college was to train myself out of 
the habit of saying reckon and dropping my g's. I am sometimes 
sorry I did. So far as I can find out, English is all a fad at best. 
Somebody sets the fashion and his friends fall in line, and those 
who happen to frequent or to admire the district follow in the 
course of time. Lots of our most scorned Southernisms, 'shop' 
for store, and ' yonder ' for there, and even the hated g-dropping 
itself, are good English English. And as for American English, 
I don't see but we have as good a claim to correct tradition as 
other sections. The colonies were settled by the two extremes 
of European population, cream and dregs, nothing between ; and 
down this way we got only cream." Dick looked at his attire, and 
laughed as he spoke. 

" I was talking to the little black twins just now, and trying to 
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understand them," said Eleanor. *^ I believe some of their syl- 
lables are survivals of African bush talk/' 

" When negroes lived in the bushes I doubt they had sense 
^ough to do more than chatter/' Dick answered. " They're not 
more than half human, even now. They have not our heads, or 
arms, or bodies. They walk with a long sweep of the leg muscles, 
knees slightly bent and feet held flat, which nobody ever saw in 
a man. No man ever used his hands the way they do. If you 
or I wanted to pick up a light object, we should take hold of it 
with the ends of our fingers, shouldn't we? Wdl, a negro 
wouldn't, and a monkey wouldn't. There's a typical one over 
yonder. I'll get her over here, and you watch her. Hit 
Julia!" 

A negro girl of fifteen or sixteen was crossing the yard, her 
arms akimbo, a bucket balanced with easy grace on her head. 

" Is that the milk? Give Miss Eleanor a dipperfiil." 

** I thought you talked the dialect with them? " said Eleanor. 

'' With the field hands, yes ; but it wouldn't do in the house. 
Our whole existence with these people is made up of petty 
observances which come naturally to us, but which drive to 
distraction the stranger who tries to learn them«" 

"And how about those who will not learn?" said Eleanor 
coldly. 

" They either go home, or go mad ; there's no other choice," 
concluded Dick. 

The girl had approached with the peculiar gait described by 
him, and swung the bucket to the ground. 

** He'p yo'se'f," she said, with the inflexion thanks to which a 
negro can transform every word into an affront. She was of the 
pure African type, receding forehead, flattened nose, thick- 
cornered lips, projecting teeth and protruding chin. Her skin 
was exceptionally dark and polished. Her eyes were small, 
brown, and almost Oriental in their veiled cunning as they 
watched Eleanor suspiciously. 

'' Take the dipper and give Miss Eleanor some," continued 
Dick, as if she had not spoken. 

The girl's eyes rolled sidewise, her chin went up. Then she 
stooped, seized the dipper as it hung from the edge of the bucket, 
plunged it in the milk and offered it to Eleanor. 
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Miss Tan Osten had only time to notice that the negiets took 
up the dipper not with the tips but with the inner surface of all 
her fingers. 

** How good it is," said Eleanor, prudently putting her Ups to 
the left side of the dipper which promised some chance of im- 
munity. " You take good care of your cows.*' 

The girl tossed her head. 

** My pa he was a African king/* she declared irrelevantly. 

<* Really ! " exclaimed Eleanor, in unfeigned amazement 

" An* Ise a princess,'* the girl went on, raising her chin a de- 
gree higher than would have been deemed possible. 

** Indeed ! And how did you happen to come to America ? " 
asked Eleanor, profoundly interested, while Dick stood by in 
amused silence. 

''My pa he come ober for to 'ble^e Maussa Christophea 
Columbius," said Julia in measured tones. 

" Wha — at? " Eleanor's breath was taken from her. 

" Maussa Christophea Columbius he didn't hab no money for 
to come ober an' diskiber America, so he comed to my pa an' 
say he be pow'ful much 'bleeged if my pa he come too. So my 
pa he say it ent mek no nebermine to him, an' he comed right 
long ; an' nex' day dey Ian' 'pon tap Edisto, en de rice-fiel', an' 
my pa he say he specks dis a pretty good Ian' an' he guess he'll stay. 
Yessum ! Heah I be ! Ise comin', Miss Harry 1 " Julia's quick 
ear had caught her mistresses voice before the others were con- 
scious of it, and she sped away, the bucket on her head, gliding 
smoothly, stealthily, and with surprising swiftness towards the 
house. 

" There now, what did I tell you ? " demanded Dick triumph- 
antly. 

•* It is singular," admitted Eleanor. " But the causes may be 
rather individual than general, and in any case, I do not see why 
they should be made a reproach. Where is this girl from ? " 

"South Carolina. Didn't you hear her talk of Edisto? She 
came here a year ago, thinking she would reach the North and 
make a fortune. Walked part of the way, got lifts on country 
carts, stole rides on freight trains, and I don't know what all. 
When she got here, she thought she had done enough, and she 
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settled down with an old coloured woman up the road who took 
her in one night." 

*' Poor girl ! I must talk with her/' said Eleanor. '' Has she 
any relatives?" 

"I don't know; I doubt if she knows. And 111 bet she 
doesn't care." 

" Allow me to say that your prejudices revolt me." The re- 
sentment which Eleanor van Osten had felt against him at their 
first meeting returned a thousandfold. 

Dick was calm and amused. 

" Yes, I am prejudiced. I am so used to negroes that I can 
see all their faults, and like the good in them just the same. It's 
absurd, isn't it ? Of course, we should consider people entirely 
good or absolutely bad." 

'' Perhaps you could point out to me the faults of the old negro 
I saw with the twins ? " Eleanor's voice was icily satirical. 
"He appeared to me an ideal character. I suppose I was 
mistaken ? " 

" Yes, you were mistaken. Uncle Jake has his faults, or rather 
his fault, and it's a big one. Nobody who pushes charity to such 
an excess can be ideal. He encourages too much sin among 
others who learn they can abuse him." 

In spite of herself, Eleanor's harsh feeling began to wane as it 
had the day before. 

" I am glad to hear you talk that way. I knew that you had 
been kind to him. He told me so." 

" We kind to him ? " Dick stopped, and went on with warmth : 
" We should not be at Oakdale to-day, if it weren't for Jake Ellis. 
He lent us his savings, he gave us his services, he saved us from 
ruin, yes, from beggary ! All we had done was to treat him kindly 
when he was a slave ; all we did afterwards was to pay back the 
money we owed, representing the least part of the debt. All we 
can do now is to give him a crust of bread, and he is grateful for 
that, and thanks us who owe everything to him I " 

" Then you think him the equal of a white man ? " 

"I shouldn't do him the injury to say it," responded Dick 
heartily. "He is a hundred times better than the best white 
man I know." 



\ 
\ 
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He had so far exceeded her own ideas that Eleanor found not 
a word to say. 

''I thought we were going to the house?*' she suggested, 
gathering up her skirts. 

" We'll have a cold breakfast if we don't," assented Dick, shak- 
ing himself from the fence and following her as she walked. 

"And it seemed to me I was getting up too early," she re- 
marked. ** It shows how much a city girl has to learn ! " 

With characteri^ic thoroughness, Eleanor van Osten lost no 
time in beginning a methodical study of the conditions social and 
economical which surrounded her. She regarded this visit to 
Oakdale as an opportunity, and these she never neglected. Her 
hosts looked on in amusement at the girl's eagerness to under- 
stand this point of farm management or that question of local 
customs. There is nothing which causes the country mind so to 
feel superiority as contact with the city mind. In the same spirit 
as that of the urban who sneers at the simplicity of peasants and 
the grossness of their labours, the rustic scorns the artificial life 
of those who pass their time slothfuUy within town doors. If 
there be a difference between the two aspects, it is that the city man 
is often exasperated by the country man*s crudities, whereas the 
latter feels only a lofty pity for the former's ignorance of sowing 
and harvesting. While Eleanor, conscious that she herself be^ 
longed to a higher sphere, observed with abstract interest the 
habits of the masters of Oakdale, these thought that the knowledge 
which they good-naturedly imparted would be for her a source of 
considerable improvement. 

What impressed her most was the rigidity of the customs which 
ruled life and thought. Suffolk County, Virginia, had certain tradi- 
tional ways of doing each thing, and suggestions of better methods 
were put aside as not worth consideration. Eleanor was compelled 
to admire Mrs. Hadleigh's housekeeping. On the first day that she 
had passed under this saddened but hospitable roof, Eleanor had 
wondered how people so restricted in means could live so well 
and receive guests. Then she had learned that living cost them 
practically nothing. Mrs. Hadleigh herself cared for the house, 
and in the kitchen was aided by a young negro girl who contri- 
buted her unskilled services for the privilege of sharing the meal 
when finished. The table was supplied from the plantation. Mrs. 
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Hadleigh raised vegetables and chickens, had milk, butter and 
^;gs, smoked hams and bacon, and made lard and even soap for 
household use. With the exception of flour, nothing which 
appeared in the dining-room had to be bought; and this was 
obtained by exchanging dairy produce at a rate which was really 
exorbitant, but less ruhious than the demand for cash would have 
been. Clothing was obtained in like way by bartering, save for 
winter underwear, which Mrs. Hadleigh knitted out of wool clipped 
from sheep kept by Dick. So far as its application was concerned, 
this management was masterly. Yet when Eleanor, with Northern 
ideas of model farming, mentioned the good results attendant on 
this new method or that of obtaining more eggs or better butter, Mrs. 
Hadleigh showed polite interest under which scepticism reigned 
so profoundly that she could not be prevailed upon to make 
any experiments, even where no expense was entailed and little 
trouble. 

In the fields, Eleanor noticed that it was much the same. Here, 
she was ignorant, and could only seek information. One of her 
queries, as to the way of planting broom^straw, remained a pro- 
verb in the county. But Dick subscribed to a weekly paper 
dealing with farm topics, where theories were thrown out and 
their results, based on the applications of capable men, were 
in due time given. Reading for diversion after his work was 
finished, he would laugh aloud at every innovation proposed, and 
hold up to contempt those who pretended to have profited 
by it. To Eleanor, who frankly admitted that she understood 
nothing of the conditions in question, only the fimne of mind 
excluding ail progress was apparent. Yet unversed as she was, 
one new idea turned to ridicule by Dick struck her forcibly. For 
several years complaints had been heard throughout this section 
of Virginia that pea-nuts, which had formerly brought prosperity, 
were deteriorating in size and quality, until they were now being 
raised almost at a loss. A man ifrote to say he had found that 
the nuts were planted too thickly, thus choking one another and 
dwarfing growth while facilitating the spread of decay. " Take 
heap ^^^ amount of land for your usual amount of planting, and 
manl'H^ have four times the result," he wrote, and continued 
'he precise figures of his past and present experiences. 
'• worth trying? " said Eleancn*. 
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'* When you go to fenning, if you try all the notions of people 
who don't know what they're talking about, you'll come to grief 
pretty quick," laughed Dick. 

''But why not try the experiment? Take an acre, and sow 
only half as many pea-nuts in it as usual ; you can judge the 
effects there without running risks with the rest of your crop, if 
risks there are." 

" There's work enough to keep us all busy without playing with 
experiments," answered Dick the unconvertible. 



CHAPTER IV 

HOW A HEART MAY BE DOUBLY TROUBLED 

IN the race-track field Dick was following the plough. As he 
reached the end of a furrow he rested a moment, raising a 
grimy hand to push back a straw hat from his damp brow. His 
face was flushed ; in the loose collar of his cotton shirt his neck 
was throbbing. 

"Hoo! RuthM" he called. 

He was looking towards the thin patch of trees which bounded 
the field to the west, sole remnant of a once noble wood. He 
waited a moment ; then, with an impatient twist of the shoulders, 
he clucked to the mule. 

"Come up, Bess ! We won't be lazy, eh, old girl?" he said, 
drawing in the reins and starting back on the next furrow. At 
each step his clumsy shoes sank to the ankles in the loose soil, 
and he pulled them out with an evident effort. When he reached 
the ditch on the other side, he stopped to press his hand on his 
heart, and a sickly pallor crept round his mouth and under his 
eyes, in ghastly contrast with the sun-burned cheeks and neck. 
He swayed for a moment, then mastered himself, and started on 
another furrow. 

Some three-score times he crossed the field in the wake of the 
gleaming ploughshare. The sun was sinking; in the distance, 
across the river, negroes chorused on their way to the house. 
They had finished their day's work. Dick had done more than 
his share, but his task was not yet ended. Urging on the mule, 
he turned furrow after furrow until, in the falling night, he reached 
the edge of the road. Too tired to feel even relief, he unhitched 
the rope traces and swung himself on the mule's back. 

Rutherford was lolling on the front verandah when Dick came 

(30) 
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up after putting Bess in her stall. At sight of his brother, Ruther- 
ford moved shyly and tried to conceal a violin on which he had 
been scraping. 

" I was waiting for you down in the race-track field," Dick said 
quietly. 

" Well, I reckon you waited," replied the other in a sulky tone. 

" Have you seen to the turkeys the fox was after last night ? " 
Dick pursued. 

"No." 

" Have you seen to the peas ? " 

"No." 

" Or to having Sal shod ? " 

"No." 

"Rutherford, what have you been doing all the afternoon?" 
burst out Dick, losing patience. 

Rutherford shrugged his shoulders, and putting his violin in 
position began to p^y "Arkansas Traveller". Dick cast him 
a scomftil glance and went into the house. 

" Hoo, mother, how long before supper? *' he called. 

" Ten minutes," answered a voice which he did expect to hear, 
as a fair young girl appeared in the door of the dining-room. She 
held a lamp whose flame, yet dim in the half-light of the undead 
day, glowed softly on her bright face and golden hair. 

"You here, Laura?" he cried. 

" Now say such a thing never happened before ! " she laughed. 
" Of course I never come over when % know Aunt Harry needs 
me I " Suddenly she grew serious. " You are tired, Dick," she 
said, scanning his face earnestly. 

" I don't feel tired now — now that you have relieved mother," 
he answered, giving to his sentence a conclusion very different 
from that originally intended. He had perceived that Eleanor 
van Osten was close beside them. 

Since the moment of their meeting that afternoon, Eleanor had 
been displeased with Laura Stolton. Laura was a Dresden shep- 
herdess, fresh and dainty, whereas Eleanor depended upon strong 
contrasts and colouring. Laura was naturally charming, and 
Eleanor*s effect would have been naught without bearing. Laura 
wore a dress of white muslin over blue, with baby ribbons, and 
looked cool and exquisite, while Eleanor was still condemned to 
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her stiff travelling-dress^ no one having found time to go for her 
trunks at Sandy Bend Station. And Laura, apologising awk- 
wardly for having allowed five days to pass before calling, had 
betrayed too clearly that she had not wished to come. To all 
these excellent reasons for disliking Miss Stolton, Eleanor found 
another added. The perfect ease and indifference on Dick's 
partj which Eleanor had interpreted as mere boorishness, were 
now revealed as the result of love for Laura. The new light 
which came into his eyes^ the warmth in his voice as he saw 
Laura ; the abrupt change when he became aware that they were 
not alone^ left no doubt as to his sentiments. To be long in 
effecting a conquest, was nothing for Miss van Osten ; to be left 
aside for a stupid country girl, was intolerable. Eleanor glanced 
down in disgust at the dress which she had learned to loathe. 
The strains of Rutherford's violin brought a suggestion with them. 
Eleanor allowed herself to display embarrassment, as if feeling 
that her presence was not desired. Upon this, Dick and Laura 
immediately grew constrained. Knowing that the harmony of 
their love scene was destroyed, Eleanor passed out into the 
grove. 

"I congratulate you," she said to Rutherford. " That is the 
first useful, elevating thing I have seen you do since I have been 
at Oakdale." 

" Dick was mad about it," the boy remarked. 

'^That is hard to understand^ for he went to college, and should 
appreciate music. It seems strange that you, who have not had 
his advantages, should have finer sentiments than he." 

" Don't it, now ? " cried Rutherford, delighted. " I know I'm 
too good for this sort of life. I feel it, you know. Ever since I 
was in town. Don't you remember how I was there? I can't 
get used to all this, somehow. It's so — so country ! " 

"Oh, the country is all very well for many people; only it 
offers no opportunities where there are ambitions. One must do 
so much to obtain so little." 

Rutherford listened, spell-bound. Her words were helping 
him to condense the vague thoughts filling his mind of late, 
which had translated themselves in laziness and general unreason- 
ableness without his being able to grasp their precise meaning. 

"The worst part is»" continued Eleanor^ "that one falls into 
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a groove and forgets all the better things lying beyond. If I had 
been told a week ago that I could wear one dress for two days, I 
should have said it was impossible. And yet I have had only 
this one for five days, and it is the ugliest I own. If it had not 
been in the country, I doubt that I could have endured it. But 
I feel that my nature is changing with it." 

She looked wistfully over the landscape. 

'* Do you want your trunks as bad as that ? " asked Rutherford 
quickly. "We didn't know; we thought that dress was fine; 
and the horses and mules have been so busy " 

"Oh, I know ; it does not matter." 

" I*U tell you what I'll do, though. I'll drive the ox team over 
to-morrow. Never mind if it does take all day. I thought of 
that already, and mother wouldn't let me, because she said I was 
needed toa But I don't know now if I would work if I was 
here ; I'm sure I wouldn't." 

"If it interferes with anything ^" began Eleanor. 

"It won't, though; didn't I say I wouldn't work to-morrow 
anyhow? Course I can go." ^^ 

" Rutherford, you cannot believe how grateful I should be. 
Eleanor's voice was low and rippling. " This country is so beauti- 
ful, and you are all so kind to me, that I should be very happy, 
if only I had my clothes. Somehow, I am not myself in this stiif 

horrid dress." 

"You shall have them," said Rutherford resolutely. 

And Eleanor, having gained her point, returned to the house, 
unmindful of the dangerous seed she had sown in the boys 

mind. 

At supper Mrs. Hadleigh anxiously watched her elder son. 

" You look tired, Dick," she said. " And your breathing s not 
right. You might do as I ask, and see the doctor. I know 
gomethmg's wrong with your lungs." 

" My lungs are all right, mother," he answered. 

" Well, I hope Rutherford helped you to-day more than he did 
yesterday," continued the mother. "I don't know what seems 
to have come over him. Did you go to the fields this afternoon, 

Kutherford?" ^. 

The younger of the two boys had feigned inattention, ine 
direct question, however, could not be avoided. 
3 
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"I was busy bringin' up the sheep," he muttered. 

" For pity's sake, Rutherford, you don't mean to tell me you let 
your brother turn up the whole of the race-track field alone ? ** 

Rutherford, stung by the reproach addressed to him in Eleanor's 
presence, drew himself up melodramatically. 

" I'm sick o' work ! " he declared. " Why should I always stay 
ploughin' like a negro ? Why can't I see the world an' have my 
chances like other people? There's Dick went to college; why 
can't I ? If now he's got an education he thinks it's fun to stick 
here trampin' after harnessed mules an* chasin' stray sheep, that's 
his look-out But you bet I'd know how to do something better 
if I'd had his luck." 

*' If you can find anything better to do than looking after your 
mother, you'd better go ahead and do it — ^provided it's not fiddling 
on the firont steps," Dick said scornfully. 

"Oh, it's all right for you to preach, you who've had it all 
your own way, an' everybody made sacrifices to send you to college, 
an 

" Rutherford," interposed the other, " you know as well as I 
do who paid for my schooling. The money was lent to me by a 
friend of my own, who thought my word sufficiently good security. 
And he was right, for I repaid every penny, and when " 

"Oh, yes," snarled Rutherford, " now throw it in my face that 
you paid my railway ticket to spend two weeks in town with the 
Edsons. Much it cost you, an' much good it did me ! " 

" I think you are right there," remarked the mother. " It has 
not done you much good. You used to help along here and do 
your share of the work ; but when you were a little boy you did 
more than you do now, and it's all since those two weeks in 
town." 

" Well, I don't mind sayin' it was the trip to town as changed 
me. I'm too good for this sort o' thing. Ain't I now, Miss 
Eleanor ? " he said, seeing that he wa5 getting the worst of the 
argument. 

" Oh, of course," answered Eleanor, with a smile which passed 
unnoticed by all save Laura, whose blood boiled. " Talents are 
indeed wasted in the country nowadays," she went pn, profiting 
by the opportunity to monopolise the conversation. "That is 
unless you like the primitive. I love the primitive ; there is so 
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much genuineness in it ! Take primitive art, for instance. Don't 
you admire the early Flemish painters, Miss Stolton ? " 

"I — I don't know them," faltered Laura, while Dick, without 
understanding precisely what early Flemish painters were, felt 
vaguely surprised that Laura, who had been educated in Richmond 
and had read not a little, should be found absolutely wanting,. 

"Really?" said Eleanor, seemingly innocent while inwardly 
exulting over her victory. " Well, take life, then. I am sure you 
are more sincere here than we are in town." 

" Quite possibly," said Laura, tasting the sweets of revenge. 

** Because, you see, you can retain the primitive instincts which 
are dulled in us by continual culture," piursued Eleanor, who 
had foreseen Laura's answer. '' What we must acquire by long 
study, you have direct from nature. You, Mr. Hadleigh, must 
realise what a privilege it is to be in constant touch with nature. 
In the fields from morning to night ; seeing the plough turn up 
the treasures of the earth ; hearing the winds breathe their secrets 
to the trees — ^is it not delightful? " 

"I had never thought about that," said matter-of-fact Dick, 
passing the muffins to Laura before he offered them to Eleanor. 
** Nature may not be the same seen through a plate-glass window 
or between a pair of plough-handles." 

" Yes, there is a difference, with the advantage for the plough- 
handles. Perhaps you don't know how to use your eyes. Will 
you let me come to the field with you some day ? " 

Eleanor had mortified Laura and interested Dick; she con- 
sidered that she had accomplished enough for one evening. 

" Dick," said Laura, as he drove her home in the moonlight, 
" Aunt Harry sees you are not well, and it worries her that you 
won't take care of yourself." 

" I take such care as I can," he answered evasively. 

** So long as you don't know what the matter is, how can you ? 
I wish you would be reasonable, Dick. It would be so easy to 
have yourself examined. If anything is wrong, you will know 
what to do ; if there is not, why should we suffer for you ? " 

" I may know more than I want to tell," he said, softened by 
the tone of solicitude in her voice. 

She started, and he would have given worlds to retract his 
sentence. 
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"So you have seen somebody ? And you are very ill? And 
you have told no one? Oh, Dick ! " It was almost a sob. 

" Laura," he said gently, " I should not have said so much ; I 
had made up my mind, oh, so firmly ! to keep my secret — ^and at 
one word from you, I betray it ! " 

" And— it is the lungs ? " 

"No." 

" I did not think you would tell me a falsehood, Dick," she 
said reproachfully. 

"Do you want to know the truth, Laura? I have said so 
much that you may as well know the rest. Yes, I have been 
examined. You remember that I went to town last week with the 
cattle. I called on Dr. Croman. My lungs are all right, but there 
is a valve wrong in the heart." 

He paused. 

" Go on," said Laura. 

" He told me that if I kept up my field work I should be a dead 
man. I asked how long I had to live. ' That depends on yourself,' 
he said. * Husband your strength, and you may live to eighty ; but 
every severe fatigue, every strong emotion will lessen your chance. 
At the first great effort, moral or physical, you will die.' I sup- 
pose it is as well to know the truth ; I can pay attention, since I 
must work on." 

" But surely " exclaimed Laura. 

" How can I stop ? " Dick said gloomily. " You know Ruther- 
ford as well as I do. He can't take my place ; he can't super- 
intend the plantation and manage with three negro hands where 
twenty wouldn't suffice. Rutherford may be only two years 
younger than I, and he may have the health I have not ; but he 
lacks enterprise and responsibility, and I nearly said common 
sense. The crops would fail, the place would be sold, and 
mother would find herself without a roof over her head, I know 
she would bravely face this for my sake; that she would insist 
on my sparing myself. But it would only be forcing a struggle 
between our wills, besides casting another load on her grief- 
stricken heart. There was only one way out of it — to keep it from 
her. I know you won't betray me; and Dr. Croman has pro- 
mised not to. And there is my little story," 
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Laura tried to speak, but her voice only found expression in a 
broken sob. 

" Laura/' he whispered, *' you don't mean that — that you — that 
you care?" 

'' Oh, Dick ! " was all she could say, and in another moment 
she was crying like a child against his arm. He felt faint with 
agitation. Had he kept to himself his love for her, fearing to lose 
her friendship, when she was ready to listen ? 

" And — and you loved me ? " he faltered. 

She shrank back, startled, raising her head. 

" Oh, Dick, you don't understand ! I don't love you that way I " 

** I should have known," said Dick mournfully, '* that a man 
without a chance for life should not attempt to speak." 

** Ah, Dick, you don't know me, if you think that could make 
a difference. If I had cared so little, would I have cried on hear- 
ing what the doctor said ? It is only that I don't care that way. 
Remember how I have been brought up with you ; how we played 
together as children ; I have known you that way, don't you see ? 
You were always my best comrade, you understand me and I 
understand you ; but don't you see how different it is ? " 

*' Not for me," he said slowly^and with pain. *' Do you know 
how long ago it was that I learned to love you ? I was twelve 
years old and you were nine. You were my comrade then, and 
have been since, but it is not different, as you say. After my 
poor father's death, there was a day when starvation faced us at 
Oakdale, when not a chance for succour or life was left ; and at 
that instant, when despair was with us three, a miracle was per- 
formed — one of God's own angels came down to us, bringing the 
relief of which we had lost all hope. Your mother, Laura, had 
heard of our necessity, and had driven over with provisions which 
you brought up to the house. It sounds commonplace enough, 
expressed that way, doesn't it? But to me, the tale of Elijah fed 
by ravens in the desert, at which unbelievers profess to scoff, was 
less miraculous. You know the rest of the story, Laura ; how all 
went well from the hour you came ; you looked an angel to me 
then, and you have been an angel ever since. I had to love you, 
and oh, I so hoped that you would love me I " 

Laura put out her hand, and laid it on his arm. 

" Dear Dick, forget what you have said to-night You cannot 
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mean it — forget ! and let us be the good comrades we have always 
been!" 

They were now opposite the Stoltons' house and Coquette was 
turning in the drive when Dick reined her sharply back. 

" Only one word, Laura. Do you love anybody ? You should 
tell me that." 

Her eyes met his fearlessly for a moment, but as in the brilliant 
moonlight he tried to read her soul, her lashes fell. 

'' Drive me to the house, please, Dick," she said softly^ And 
Dick, groaning in his wounded spirit, obeyed. 



CHAPTER V 

- HOW MAN MUST YIELD WHEN WOMAN FLATTERS 

" 73 UTHERFORD,! where are you going with that ox 

IV team?" 

Mrs. Hadleigh, standing on the rear verandah, an apron tied 
to her waist, raised a hand to shield her eyes from the merciless 
glare of the sun. 

" Jus' down the road a bit," answered Rutherford, as he swung 
himself on the boards which, placed lengthwise upon two axle 
beams, formed a substitute for a four-wheeled cart. ** Come up, 
cow ! " 

*'They don't need the team where they're working to-day. 
You put those oxen back in their stalls." 

" Can't," cried Rutherford doggedly. " 'Tain't for the field. 
But I've got to go." 

'* I tell you to put my oxen back." Mrs. Hadleigh's voice was 
hard and imperative. 

"You've got to lend 'em to me to-day," was all Rutherford 
said, driving on at the slow pace of a yoke of oxen chewing the 
cud as they walked. 

" Dick ! " 

Having finished breakfast, and about to return to the fields, 
Dick came in answer to his mother's call. 

" Dick, that boy must learn once for all to obey my orders and 
yours. 1 say he shall not take those oxen out to-day. Don't 
mind what he says or does ! He shall obey i " A tinge of wrath 
was in the words. 

"I'm afraid, mother, we'd better let him go." Dick looked 
irresolute and foolish. 

" I don't care what you're afraid of, I say he shall not go. If 
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you abet him in his trifling, no wonder I lose control. The team 
is mine to do what I please with, and neither his nor yours." 

'* I am your manager, and have some authority in such ques- 
tions," said Dick. " Rutherford is going with my consent." 

"Where?" 

"To Sandy Bend." 

" And why, for pity's sake ? '* 

" To get Miss van Osten's trunks." Dick had grown calm and 
defiant. 

" But I told her it would be several days before we could send," 
exclaimed Mrs. Hadleigh, aghast "She understands that our 
farm work is the first consideration." 

"Yes, from politeness she would never have said how badly 
she wanted her things. It is a duty we owe our guest, to do what 
little we can for her comfort. I told Rutherford he could go." 

Never before had Dick taken a decision without consulting her, 
or opposed her expressed wish. A vague resentment against 
Eleanor as the cause of this seized Mrs. Hadleigh. She sus- 
pected designs on the girFs part, and redoubted her influence. 
A hundred little incidents, which had passed unnoticed, came 
back to her mind, each invested with peculiar significance. '* I 
must watch the girl," she said to herself. And the girl deserved 
watching even more than Mrs. Hadleigh suspected. 

It was late at night when Rutherford returned with the trunks. 
The following morning Eleanor appeared again in her tailor-made 
suit. Dick's eager look of expectation as she entered the dining- 
room, his evident disappointment when he saw her, confirmed 
her impressions of his character, and promised well. He had an 
inborn sense of the beautiful, which she might develop. Laura 
would, by contrast in matters of dress alone, lose part of her hold 
upon him; and subtlety would accomplish the rest. If Dick 
preferred Laura to her, it was firom lack of education. Eleanor 
regarded it her duty as his superior to enlighten him. 

Miss van Osten waited until after the midday dinner, and then 
went up to her room and surveyed her dresses one by one. It 
might be dangerous to surprise him by a sudden display of gor«> 
geousness. Refinement tempered by simplicity would do better. 
She selected a pearl-grey ^tamine, the bodice opening at the front 
on a fall of foam-like lace, the skirt sweeping down in embrac- 
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ing toIJs to a half-train. The hat was a coarse crimson straw, a 
sheaf of field flowers marking the crown, the brim stretching out 
to unprecedented limits. In a milb'ner's window it would have 
been daring, almost preposterous. On Eleanor's head it was the 
acme of art, softening the brilliant beauty of her face, and lending 
colour to the cool sobriety of her gown. As the mirror reflected 
her image, Eleanor van Osten was thoroughly satisfied with her- 
self. After taking a step or two to make sure that the hem of her 
skirt would rise just enough to reveal the frill of a lace petticoat 
and the tips of two grey kid shoes, she went down in quest of 
Mrs. Hadleigh. 

The mistress of the house was in the kitchen, baking bread for 
supper. 

" How good it smells ! " said Eleanor, her delicate nostrils 
sniffing the air. " I never knew what bread could be, until I 
came here. I wish we could get our cook to make it. But she 
never would. The arrogance of servants is inconceivable." 

<'Oh, it's quite natural/' said Mrs. Hadleigh, scraping noisily 
with a knife an iron pot in which she had cooked the hominy for 
break&st. " You see, the poor things feel they must fight to con- 
quer a position. To my mind, the chief advantage in being a lady 
is that one can aflbrd to do anything." Filling the pot with water, 
Mrs. Hadleigh took a flat-iron from the stove and set to work on 
some newly washed shirts. 

" In which field is Mr. Hadleigh to-day ? " inquired Eleanor. 
She knew perfectly well, but she had wished Mrs. Hadleigh to 
appreciate her costume. 

" To the left of the wood, over the ditch, from the race-track 
field. You are surely not going as you are ? There are brambles 
all the way." 

** Oh, I think I can manage ; I often wtar this in the morning. 
Thanks!" 

" But— that watch ? " Mrs. Hadleigh indicated a little marvel 
of old-fashioned Swiss enamelling and diamond-setting, which 
glittered upon Eleanor's chest. 

" My watch ? " Eleanor repeated in surprise. " It is pretty, is 
it not ? Have you seen one like it ? " 

" I mean you cannot go with that." 

<' Oh» it is safe." Eleanor alluded to the fastening. 
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" It is as much as your life is worth. I beg you to wear the 
plain gold one you had in your belt.'* 

''Why, I wear that only with my travelling-dress. I always 
have this one on." 

"You must not display jewels here," said Mrs. Hadleigh 
firmly, '* Our negroes are not accustomed to seeing gems, and 
might be incited to crime." 

'' Oh, I can take the risks/* smiled Eleanor. 

" Then I cannot. I must beg you to leave that watch here." 

" But my dear Mrs. Hadleigh " began Eleanor. 

" Miss van Osten, I request you as a matter of personal courtesy to 
me, never to wear or show jewellery while you are under my roof.*' 

** If you put it in that light, of course I cannot refuse," said 
Eleanor, trying to conceal her vexation. ** I suppose it will be safe 
if I leave it with my rings in my trunk ? " 

''Provided the trunk be locked and no one suspect its con- 
tents. I hope you have not many such things ? " 

"Oh, no, I left them all at the bank. I have only five or six 
rings and a few pins. Do you really mean that I must never wear 
any of them here?" 

" Not unless you want our throats to be cut in the night by 
negroes." 

" I don't believe them capable of it," retorted Eleanor. " You 
yourself have told me they were mere children." 

" All the more reason for not leading them into temptation," 
said Mrs. Hadleigh. " I am much relieved by your promise to 
respect my wishes." 

Eleanor unpinned her watch and slipped it into her pocket as 
she left the kitchen. It was absurd, of course, but she must 
yield outwardly, at least, before the prejudices of her hostess. 

She picked her way carefully through sand, pine-needles and 
bushes to the field where Dick was ploughing, unconscious of her 
approach. 

" Look out over yonder ! " she heard him call to a negro. 
" Don* yo' know dat mule ain't used to de traces ? Dere she 
goes ! Head her off, you Jackson ! Dat's de way I Mine yo' lines 
better nex* time, Sam ! Look a* Jackson*s 1 " 

" Jackson's mule's a-steppin' along nice," grunted Sam, as though 
to vindicate himself at the expense of his mule. 
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"Wdl, I reckon Jackson's steppin' along too," replied Dick 
gaily, pulling his plough round and opening another furrow. 

Straight before him on the other side of the field, against a 
screen of foliage, Eleanor stood in her grey dress and crimson 
hat, the most radiant vision he had ever beheld. The earth 
seemed to spin for a moment under his feet 

" I always promised to call on you," she said, her voice soft 
and mellow yet ringing clear through the field. " Are you at 
home?" 

Dick dropped his reins and ran to her. He was in a species of 
trance, and could not speak. Eleanor knew that his own emotions 
would carry him farther than any effort on her part. 

'* Oh, but you must not interrupt your work ! I came to see you 
plough!" she said. 

" Not with you here. Let me " 

" Then we shall say this was a civility call ; five minutes, you 
know. Time's up. Good-bye I " 

She swept away with a smile and a nod, leaving him enthralled. 
She had intended to soil her light shoes or to tear her skirt by 
accident, to impress him ¥rith her utter indifference to such trifles. 
But before the excess of his admiration, she refrained from any 
shock which might break the spell. 

Wise enough to adapt her pre-arranged plan to circumstances, 
Eleanor's instinct of generalship likewise led her to appreciate the 
value of following up advantages. Her conscience smote her as 
she thought of her hosts' rude clothes in comparison with her own, 
but she had gone too far to draw back. She came down to supper 
in a Nile green evening gown of clinging silk, without ornament 
of any kind. The whiteness of her throat and chest was dazzling 
in the setting ; her face assumed Raphaelesque perfection. 

At sight of her Dick caught his breath, then paled, then 
flushed. 

His gaze travelled fi-om her neck to her arms. Eleanor, with a 
woman's quick intuition, understood. He had never before seen 
a low-cut dress, and he was shocked. She had compromised 
her victory by attempting a rout 

"Oh, I must have dropped my scarf on the stairs," she said 
composedly, and vrithdrew. Rutherford dashed after her with a 
lamp to help in the search, which she gravely encouraged until, 
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having examined every corner of hall and stair, she said the scarf 
must be in her room, as it undeniably was. She returned with a 
piece of Venetian Point cast about her shoulders and falling to her 
elbows, rendering her exquisite skin all the more effective in its 
partial concealment. Dick was relieved, and the adoration crept 
back into his eyes. 

On leaving the table, Eleanor went to the parlour and took her 
seat at the piano. It was a decrepit old instrument. With years 
and n^lect, the touch had grown uneven, the ivory had gone 
from several of the keys, two strings were broken and others were 
so loosened that a common chord often sounded resonantly in- 
harmonious. She had written to a friend that when a family piano 
got into such a state of health, the only merciful course was to 
chloroform it. To play upon it was agony to her. Yet each 
evening she had roused the echoes of the house with its moans. 
Preferring the brilliant compositions of Beethoven and of Liszt to 
show the fineness of her technique, and operatic selections to give 
full opportunity to her well-trained voice, she had perceived that 
both categories were above the limitations of her instrument and 
of her audience, and she cheerfully improvised on familiar airs 
which she loathed, and sang popular songs which she had not 
previously condescended to include in her repertory. 

To-night she resolved to venture into the domain which she 
had forbidden to herself. Dick's soul had awakened to one ex- 
pression of art, that of physical beauty ; perhaps he would not 
be insensible to true music. She was sufficiently acquainted with 
the piano to know which notes were false ; a few were just half a 
tone flat, so that by transposing when she came to them, the 
sounds could be preserved. Running her fingers softly over the 
keys, she drifted into Chopin's Preludes. Such music was new to 
Dick ; the weird minors, the subtle modulations, the quick transi- 
tions thrilled him. 

Then she sang. Her voice was of such wonderful quality, that 
it had resisted even the training of one of the world-famous teachers 
in Paris, the place of places to acquire style in singing and to lose 
the wherewithal to sing. He or she who can resist, becomes the 
consummate artist. But thousands sink in the process. 

Eleanor had selected a song the words of which were her own, 
as well as the music, composed to bring out every dramatic and 
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emotional element in her voice. Save for the refrain, not a theme 
was repeated ; it was rather a poem in music than a song. 

A seed once lived in a cosy nook. 

In a nice wann bed 'twixt the earth and the sky. 
But there came a day when the wild wind shook 

That seed to the ground, and there left it to die. 
Oh, that nook was my country, the seed it was I, 
That lay homeless and sad when no succour was nigh. 

Down from the tree-tops swift darted a bird 

That picked up the seed and flew off to the west. 

To take it to happier lands, he averred. 

Where its talents and labours would profit at best. 

Oh, that bird it was Fate, and the seed it was I, 

And it swept me away with a sob and a sigh. 

Bedded deep in the earth on a far distant wold. 

The poor seed was chilled!with the damp and the cold. 

When lo 1 a bright sunbeam came down from above, 
Bringing fire and courage, and heart, life and love. 

Creating a soul for the seed that was I — 

And that beam, my beloved, was the light in thine eye I 

** My, but that's great ! " said Rutherford. 

Eleanor shivered under the revulsion of feeling, and went 
rapidly out on the verandah. A moment later Dick was beside 
her. 

" I — I " he began, and broke off, adding simply, " Thank 

you." 

The two stood silent in the blackness of the night 

'' I — I think you must have guessed the only ambition I ever 
had." Dick's voice was quivering. ** I dreamed that if I could 
get away from here, I might do something. But Fate did not 
carry me off. It bound me down. You have sung not what my 
life is, but what it might have been." 

** Your life ? " said Eleanor, " It is mine. I don't know why 
it always seemed to be myself; I have written and composed 
many other songs, but none mean to me what this one does." 

" ' Bringing life and love,' " repeated Dick. " Ah, yes, but 
fire and courage must come too. Those I cannot have." 

" So long as you say you cannot, of course you cannot," said 
Eleanor. 

" It's not a question of words." Eleanor had seated herself on 
the uppermost step^ her back against a column. Dick sat near her. 
" It's a question of life — ^no, of existence," he continued. " Fire 
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helps to work, and courage to endure, but both dull with work 
and endurance when time brings no limit. Had you known me 
three years ago, you would have heard me talk differently. I be- 
lieved in everything, then." 

" Are you a sceptic ? " asked Eleanor. 

"No; what's the use? Religious thought is a circle round 
which the mind works. In childhood we are taught elements of 
Christianity m their bsolute application ; in after life we reject 
them ; later we come to accept in the symbol all that we had cast 
aside in the positive ; and in the end we return to our simple early 
faith. At collie I knew some men who called themselves ad- 
vanced ; they talked about an Original Cause ; they talked about 
the irresistible laws of nature ; and they raved with indignation 
when any one mentioned an organised religion, while they were 
trying to organise one themselves. So I said to myself, * What is 
the use of studying so much only to become blinded to the fact 
that they believe the same as I except on broader lines? It*s 
easier to become broad in the beginning.' That's why I say 
religious thought is a circle. You may think it a funny sort of 
theology, but it's life as I see it." 

He reflected for a while, and resumed : — 

" By believing in everything, I meant that I used to think will 
and energy could create circumstance. Now I see that it's cir- 
cumstance which creates will and energy. That's the lesson not 
only of my life, but of history. Life offers rewards for some and 
not for others ; the first miay refuse what is put before them, but 
the rest may not find what is not for them." 

Noting the depth of the religious strain in him, Eleanor played 
upon it. 

" If Paul was contented in his lot, does it not show that there 
may be compensations for others also ? " 

" Perhaps." His eyes, fixed upon hers, dilated suddenly. 

*' How cool it is growing," said Eleanor, rising. " I must go 
in." 

Her victory was complete. 



CHAPTER VI 

HOW TRIUMPHS LIGHTLY WON MAY BE CHEAPLY HELD 

AS Rutherford had said, there was scandal attached to the 
name of Laura's father. He had arrived, no one knew 
whence, in the train of the invading army. He had grown fat, no 
one knew how, in a wasted country. And while men of position 
and refinement were offering their hand in marriage to Bessie 
Prentice, the belle of the county, he, unknown, uncouth, un- 
principled, had won her. Why had Harrison Prentice, aristo- 
cratic in birth and in tastes, loving his country, adoring his only 
child, consented? To this question two answers were given. 
One — and this was generally circulated — was that, surprising a 
plan for an elopement, the father had insisted upon an immediate 
and public marriage. The other — ^and this was generally be- 
lieved — was that Harrison Prentice had found himself in the toils 
of Billy Stolton, and, to save himself from ruin, had sacrificed his 
daughter in her own eventual interest. Harrison Prentice, broken 
in strength and in courage, went speedily to the grave. Elizabeth 
Stolton, from a light-hearted girl, became a sad, reserved woman. 
And Billy Stolton, casting aside all semblance of respectability, 
gave free vent to his natural spirit of debauchery. His wild 
drunken cries, breaking the stillness of the midnight woods, were 
as familiar in the surrounding country as the hoot of the screech- 
owl or the call of the raccoon. His ill-omened face was seen 
wherever there was money to gain or youth to corrupt. More 
than once, there had been an agitation started to drive him from 
the county, and only respect for his wife, who was a Prentice, 
caused him to be spared. 

To Laura, the consciousness of an unworthy father had come 
early, with the cruel vividness of youthful impressions. She had 

(47) 
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seen her mother sit night after night, pale and anxious, waiting ; 
she had heard her father return with strange voice and unsteady 
feet, and once she had met his glazed eyes and had fled back, 
quaking, to the bed which she should not have left. The under- 
standing of the cause came only later; but from that moment she 
knew that there was a tragedy in her mother's life, in hers, and 
that they two must cling together for protection and consolation. 

Under this shadow her nature developed, her heart losing none 
of its tenderness, her ways retaining all their charm, her mind its 
brightness, while character ripened under sorrow, rapidly trans- 
forming the attractive child into a fine woman. Peter, Laura's 
senior by two years, had inherited his fisither's temperament ; and 
his mother, powerless to control him, watched with ever-growing 
horror his vitiated tastes reveal themselves one by one. In Laura, 
she knew, was her one hope ; and in the girl she centred all her 
affections. Having suffered in herself until personal pain could 
no longer affect her, she looked forward with dread to the pos- 
sibility that Laura might love unfortunately, and in the hope of 
sparing the girl that torment which had fallen to her own lot, she 
did not encourage visits from the youth of the neighbourhood. 
True, many of them were her equals in birth; but with the 
exception of the Hadleighs, they were not her daughter's equals 
in training. 

This attitude on his wife's part met with little sympathy from 
Billy. Not belonging to a very desirable class himself, he natur- 
ally scorned class distinctions ; and furthermore, her eclecticism 
kept away from his house many who might have proved useful in 
the schemes dear to his heart. The subject was a sore one for 
both ; sharp words had been exchanged, coarse oaths uttered on 
his side, scalding tears shed on hers. Yet neither yielded. For 
each a principle was at stake. With her it was pride, with him, 
greed. To become the largest land-owner in the region, sur- 
passing the princely planters of yore, was Billy's design. Like 
most of those who profess contempt for rank in others, to attain it 
was his supreme ambition for himself. 

Considering Billy Stolton's opulence, the matter was not as 
simple as it might appear. He had methods of his own, in which 
honest open purchases played no part. Time counted little with 
him; a quarter of a century had been devoted to perfecting 
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certain arrangements which only at the expiration of that period 
had borne fruit. Numerous had been the means conceived for 
adding to an estate which, in the beginning, he had fraudulently 
obtained from his wife's father. Under Reconstruction, theft was 
too ordinary for devious ways to be required. In more recent 
years, notes of hand had proved effective with numerous small 
land-owners. Debts for the acquisition of dubious horses from 
his stables had likewise been remunerative. Negroes had also 
contributed materially to his broad scheme for enrichment He 
had been the first in the county to encourage the acquisition of 
real estate by negroes, saying that he appreciated the advantages 
of the system. The negroes, he declared with theoretic wisdom 
borrowed from abroad, were lazy, shiftless, dfshonest, merely 
because they lacked ties of all descriptions and were unaccustomed 
to responsibilities. Make little independent farmers of them, 
and they would soon develop the same fine qualities which dis- 
tinguish the whites, and become valuable citizens for the county, 
raising the value of land by their individual industry, and forming 
the most beautiful peasantry in the world. These doctrines he 
preached not directly to the negroes, whose distrust would have 
bafHed him, but at his own table in addressing his family or any 
chance guests. So the negro boy or girl in attendance, or other 
negroes listening behind the door, thought to surprise his con- 
fidential opinions, and repeated them as such in the kitchen and 
stables. The consequence was, that negroes began approaching 
him on the subject, soliciting pecuniary aid which they would 
have rejected defiantly had he proffered it. To some, he gener- 
ously sold morsels of his own land verging upon other plantations, 
and told the negroes with a wink that the farther boundary line 
was not very clear. To others, he advanced sufficient money for 
the purchase of a plot of ground within the estate of some im- 
poverished neighbour, and not conveniently accessible by any 
regular road. In the first instance, the farther boundaries were 
invariably transgressed and the original concession sometimes as 
much as doubled at another's expense. Billy Stolton well knew 
that little attention would be paid to the petty negro land-owners, 
whereas any such step on the part of a prominent planter would 
promptly have been detected and checked. In the second in- 
stance, a natural path, equally unnoticed, would be cut through 
4 
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some patch of trees or uncultured field to put the negroes in easy 
communication with their old friends on the Prentice estate. 

As Billy Stolton, versed in negro character, had foreseen, their 
inborn shiftlessness had undergone no radical change. The pride 
of property owning and thus finding themselves on a parity with 
their former masters, had provoked such debauchery in drinking 
and gambling, that all had lost in advance the price of the crops 
which they might or might not make. The distant prospect of 
selling after the long tedious processes of sowing, tending and 
harvesting, did not appeal to them as the immediate orders of a 
master had done ; and the first enthusiasm once past, their fields 
received but desultory attention. Billy ere long had all his debtors 
completely at his mercy. Yet he magnanimously refrained from 
closing down upon them. With successive years dollars wrung 
from the negroes paid off the capital as well as the interest of 
their debt, although, not suspecting this, they were grateful to 
Billy for not turning them out. This last step came only after 
the statute of limitations enabled him to claim as due to him by 
the negro all that the said nq^ro had appropriated from the 
neighbour. By that time, also, the rough foot-path in the other 
category of farms, having attracted no attention and elicited no 
protest, had become by law a road, detracting from the value of 
theiand which it crossed and enabling Billy to purchase for an 
insignificant sum the entire space thus mutilated. 

Such methods had succeeded in all directions save one. The 
Hadleighs', the finest plantation in the county, had withstood 
his attacks. Attempts to morsel it or to draw its owners beyond 
their financial depth, had failed. Even one strip of land which 
Billy particularly coveted, long and narrow, extendmg at the 
rear of the pines from his place to the Hadleighs' and forming a 
portion of the Ellis estate, had eluded him. Billy deftly com- 
municated the investment fever to the Ellis n^roes, offering them 
the money to buy sections of land from their masters. But old 
John Ellis warned the negroes of danger, and they heeded him, 
their confidence in him never having been shaken by betrayal. 
After Ellis's death, when the affairs of the plantation became 
more straitened and the Hadleighs would have been willing to 
sell under any conditions and at any sacrifice, Billy desisted, con- 
sidering them at his mercy. Mr. Rutherford Hadleigh, finding 
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no possible sale, arranged a mortgage with a Philadelphia business 
man. A stroke of the pen had put the estate beyond Stolton's 
baleful power, Mrs. Hadleigh knew Stolton's treacherous nature 
and after her husband's deaths when Stolton came to her with soft 
words, she was unmoved. 

" I own I felt bad about that Philadelphia deal ; 't wa'n't fair to 
call in strangers when an ole friend like me was waitin' to help 
you," Stolton whined. "I tole Hadleigh so, an' spoke right 
sharp to him, an' never saw him ag'in because of it. But you 
remember, Harriet, Billy Stolton's always there to help you out 
of a hole." - 

** Thank you. Cousin Billy,'* was what she said. " I shall re- 
member." She could not forget that his wife had saved her 
children from starvation, and silence was that which would wound 
him least. Instinctively Mrs. Hadleigh avoided him, fearing 
equally to speak some word which might give offence, or to fall 
into one of the traps which he was constantly setting to surprise 
the secrets of har affairs. She perceived that he hoped for some 
imprudence opening the way to an ingenious interpretation of the 
law, by which she herself and the mortgagee might be duped while 
the property slipped into Stolton's hands. 

Open complaint was not heard among Stolton's victims ; but as 
time passed a sullenness which boded no good made itself re- 
marked whenever he appeared in certain quarters. His name, 
too, underwent a significant modification when pronounced out 
of his presence. The negroes started it by swallowing the letter 
T, so that it sounded like "Stolen". The word was passed 
round, and excited the hilarity of white and black. Finally the 
negroes took to calling him "Marse Stolen" to his face. He 
swore at the first few who attempted it. 

" My name's Stolton, you ! " he would cry. 

"Yas, Marse Stolen," the negro would always reply with an 
infantine smile. 

"Not Stolen— Stolton, you dunderhead!" Billy would say. 

" Uh ent say yo' is stolen, Marse Stolen," the negro would 
rejoin. 

" But say Stol-ton ! " 

** Dat's w'at uh done say — Marse Stolen ! " 

Billy decided it was physical defect or mental limitation, since 
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they all argued in the same way with the same words. But he 
was an outsider, and there were subtleties which he could not 
grasp. 

Eleanor van Osten's dislike for the Stolton family was so ex- 
treme that she had with difficulty been induced to return their 
calls. This civility accomplished, a sorer trial presented itself 
in the form of an invitation to supper. Eleanor recalled with a 
shudder the collective visit paid to her by the youths of the 
neighbourhood, giving her an insight into Suffolk County society. 
Rough and uncouth, with awkward mannersfand atrocious clothes, 
they had sat against the parlour wall keeping silence save when 
they cracked jokes in undertone with Rutherford and occasionally 
tramped noisily out to the verandah for a dipperful of water from 
the ever-ready cedar bucket. Rust had eaten three holes in the 
bottom of the tin dipper, so that the unwary were baptised sum- 
marily ; and to judge by the snorts of laughter echoing in the 
darkness without, this was the most pleasantly exciting feature of 
the evening. The languishing conversation was kept up by the 
united efforts of Mrs. Hadleigh, Laura and Dick, as the hours 
dragged on until one of the visitors declared it was " time for him 
to be trottin'," and the others shambled in his wake to unhitch 
their horses at the barn. 

** Need we go to the Stoltons* ? " said Eleanor coaxingly to Mrs. 
Hadleigh. *' I like so much better to be quietly here with you." 

" You flatter us," remarked Mrs. Hadleigh dryly, thinking of the 
intrigue with Dick which Eleanor's being ** quietly " with them 
had rendered only too successful. " But I am afraid I must ask 
you to go. The Stoltons are my only intimate friends about here, 
and it would be unfortunate to slight them. If you wish, we shall 
all drive to Jerusalem for meeting, Sunday afternoon, and go 
from there to the Stoltons*." 

Jerusalem Church stood some five miles to the west of Oakdale, 
and, from the fact that it was open for service two Sundays of every 
month, it was much frequented by the pioysly inclined of the 
neighbourhood. On the morning of each first Sunday and on the 
afternoon of every third, long files of vehicles, breaks, buggies 
and country carts, filled with wooden chairs, would animate the 
roads leading to the place of worship ; and society, before and 
after prayers, would profit by the chance to exchange views on the 
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season's prospects, and gossip as to Sister So-and-So's new dress 
or Brother What-d'y-call-em's unorthodox attitude at the last re- 
vival meeting. Jerusalem was, strictly speaking, a Methodist 
church, but it welcomed to its pews all denominations on its 
privil^ed Sundays. When its doors were closed, its congregation 
profited by the hospitality of the Baptist Church, six miles away, 
and open only on the second Sunday ; or the Presbyterian church, 
forming a triangle with the other two, and open every fourth 
Sunday. There was also an Episcopal church, twelve miles dis- 
tant, in which service was held once every three months, the rare 
privilege of attending which was so eagerly sought^ that on that 
day, whatever the Sunday, the Methodist, Baptist or Presbyterian 
church, as the case might be, was abandoned, all the country folk 
putting up luncheon in hampers and driving over to St. John's for 
the day. It might have been expected that this promiscuous 
church attendance would have resulted in that universal brother- 
hood for which all sects clamour, by which they mean that each 
is ready to receive the erring others into its fold, provided it need 
not sacrifice a single one of its own principles in the process. And 
this might all the more readily have been, since the various 
ministers, addressing incongruous multitudes whose sensibilities 
must not be offended because of the pennies required for the con- 
tribution box, dared not expand upon questions of their respective 
forms of orthodoxy. A safeguard against heresy was, however, 
found in the dinners and suppers given after each pastoral visit 
by one of the faithful, and presided by the appropriate minister in 
the presence of the leading lights of his congregation. Then, 
over the dish of pork or the chocolate cake and tea, damnation 
would be hurled forth like Jove's thunderbolts on the heads of 
the neighbours hospitably welcomed in church that day, and 
whose pews would receive return visits on the Sunday following. 
The church was a huge barn-like structure of unpainted boards 
fresh from the saw-mill near at hand. The benches were filled 
with country people in their Sunday attire, and as Eleanor went 
up the aisle at Mrs. Hadleigh's side she saw to her right women 
in cheap print dresses, gaudy ribbons and frightful hats, and to 
her left men in black suits whose manifold creases testified to the 
infi^uency of their services. In accordance with the usage, Mrs. 
{{adlei^h and Eleanor took their places amon^ the women, while 
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Dick and Rutherford, having tied their horses, remained with the 
men. 

The prayers were interminable, and Eleanor had repeated re- 
course to her handkerchief in order to suppress a yawn. Her 
calm was for a moment disturbed by noticing Laura, in the choir, 
wearing a white muslin with pink ribbons and a hat trimmed with 
rosebuds, making her look cool and charming. From the comer 
of her eye Eleanor reconnoitred Dick. Oblivious of all others, 
he was watching her ; and as she herself appeared to exceptional 
advantage in an ^ru lace over blue silk, she no longer worried. 

When, the last prayer said, the congregation filed out, Dick 
was the first to drive up with his buggy to the church steps. 
Eleanor, from the door, saw how strongly her spell was upon him, 
and, obeying an impulse, she turned to Laura's brother who had 
timidly spoken to her. 

" Why, yes, Mr. Stolton, I should be very pleased to have you 
drive me to the house," she said. 

Flushing crimson with pride, Peter ran off to get his buggy, calling 
to Dick, " Miss van Osten's goin' with me. You take Laura." 

Dick followed the pair with jealous eyes while Laura, unaided, 
took her place beside him. Eleanor, exulting in her fresh victory, 
chatted gaily with Peter, while Dick, alone with the girl he had 
loved so madly, sat moody and silent. 

Deacon Springs, who had officiated at the church, and Joe 
Joyce, of whom Mrs. Stolton did not altogether approve, but 
whom she was occasionally compelled to admit as a fiiend of 
Peter's, were expected for supper with the Hadleighs and Eleanor. 
Billy's means enabled Mrs. Stolton to manage her house on a 
becoming scale. The rooms were carpeted, the furniture was new 
and in good taste. As the guests for the evening were ushered 
into the dining-room, Eleanor van Osten noticed, with a sigh of 
relief, that there was a cloth and even an embroidered centre-piece 
with a vase of flowers on the table, and that at each place were 
forks and spoons of silver. 

Eleanor flirted outrageously with Peter on one side, while Billy 
Stolton on the other pressed her with obsequious attentions which 
she hardly deigned to notice. Straining his ears, Dick could 
catch here and there one of Eleanor's gay words, as he cursed 
Mrs. Stolton for considerately putting him next to Laura. The 
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Deacon, meanwhile, was holding forth in the high colourless voice 
peculiar to the deaf, resounding dully amid the conversation of 
the others. 

*'No, Sister Stolton," he was saying, "I don't believe in *em. 
A man who has led an evil life can't change it in a minute. An' 
that's all death-bed repentances mean. Just as the ear o' com 
that starts out right an' keeps straight will be good when the 
harvester comes, so those who lead good lives will be saved at the 
Day o' Judgment. An' just the same as the little ears that start 
out wrong or rot on the way will be left in the field, so the wicked 
shall be damned. When the harvester comes, can the bad ears 
say, ' We're sorry,' an' grow fat an' be gathered in with the rest ? 
No, my brethren," his voice assumed its pulpit tone and he rapped 
on the table for silence, addressing the assembly. "No, you know 
they can't An' if you're sinful, you can't get on your death-bed 
aii' change all your past by wishin'. You've got to save your souls 
while it's time." 

" I know you'll be glad to hear, Brother Stolton," he continued 
in a conversational tone, " that my revival over at Shoreham was 
a triumph for the Lord's cause. The first day, I hadn't been 
preachin' ten minutes before six people were shoutin' happy, an' 
in three hours I'd saved thirty-nine souls I " 

"But," said Eleanor, her voice so clear that it reached the 
Deacon in spite of his deafness, " I thought an evil life could not 
be changed in a minute ? " 

The Deacon seemed vexed. 

" If you were of the flock you would understand," he answered 
reprovingly. "I said repentance couldn't change a man's life. 
But gettin' shoutin' happy at a revival meetin' is sacred in the 
sight of the Lord ! " 

Meanwhile Peter's insipidity bad been oppressing Eleanor. 
He had taken most of the evening to relate how Joe Joyce had 
just paid fifty dollars for a buggy without a top, and how he, 
Peter, knew where he could buy a better one with a top for sixty 
dollars, and he was going to do it, too. 

" Did you ever get shouting happy, Mr. Hadleigh ? " she said 
to Dick in feigned seriousness. 

" I did — ^^when you said you'd drive home with me," interposed 
Peter. ' 
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** I should say that Dick was shouting unhappy, just then, to 
judge by his expression," laughed Laura, to Eleanor's amazement 
that she should treat the matter so lightly. 

*' My children I " exclaimed Mrs. Stolton, horrified at such ir- 
reverence. 

Dick flushed. 

" I — I was thinking of the way things are usually done here," 
he explained lamely. " You see^ when one fellow drives a girl 
anywhere, he always drives her home." 

" Oh, you fibber ! " cried Peter. " How about when you took 
away Rosie Warton firom me at the Overland picnic ?" 

" That was at Overland," Dick answered^ not unadroitly. 

"You must teach me your customs," said Eleanor. "How 
can a poor ignorant New Yorker know ? Mr. Stolton," this to 
Peter, " it was all your fault. Why did you ask me to drive with 
you?" 

" I thought you asked me ! " said Peter waggishly. 

" It was force of attraction, I should say," laughed Laura, ¥rith 
a teasing glance at Dick. 

Eleanor was more and more perplexed by Laura's calmness, 
her manifest indifference to Dick's enthusiasm for another. Joe 
Joyce, from the end of the table where Mrs. Stolton had placed 
him for safe-keeping, twisted his head so that the flowers in the 
centre should not hide Laura from him ; upon which Laura moved 
as though to screen herself behind them. A new thought struck 
Eleanor. Could •this be the clue to the mystery? Abruptly, 
inexplicably, Eleanor lost all interest in Dick. The conversation 
flagged, and when spoken to she answered in monosyllables, 
absently crumbling bits of bread in her fingers. 

Eleanor had expected Dick to make a declaration as he drove 
her back to Oakdale, and his agitation as they started left no 
doubt in her mind. Yet she rather wished to avoid it, now. 
The understanding which she fancied she had surprised between 
Joe Joyce and Laura> and the latter's now evident indifference 
to Dick, had caused a complete revulsion in Eleanor's own senti- 
ments. Dick was no longer interesting; and at every opening 
which he sought, she baffled him, taking as much pleasure in this 
sport as she had in leading him on during the previous days. 



CHAPTER VII 

HOW THOSE WHO MOST DESERVE MAY LEAST RECEIVE 

IT was surprising to see how many and how varied were the 
occupations with which Eleanor filled the days that followed, 
and Dick vainly sought to create an opportunity which she ever 
denied. With the field work left to care for itself, he hung about 
the house watching the woman he loved, insanely jealous of each 
word she spoke to any but himself, profoundly miserable when he 
lost her from sight, now thrilling with the thought of declaring to 
her his passion, now shrinking in spirit firom the outcome. As to 
the nature of this, he did not deceive himself. He, in his poverty j 
his ignorance, could not aspire to such charm, such beauty, such 
wealth. But he knew that in the life of ceaseless longing which 
awaited him, the recollection of that supreme moment would be 
his only solace. His offer made and rejected, he would at least 
be face to face with the bare truth. To hear that one has been 
condemned and to remain in helpless anticipation, is surely worse 
than to read one's death-warrant. The mystic veil of uncertainty 
seems to conceal horrors more grisly than the glaring light of £act 
reveals, and in the depth of gloom a dim ray of hope turns the 
darkness darker by contrast. 

** Miss vau/Osten ! You are not going alone ? " 

She was leaving the house, and walking towards the road. She 
looked back. 

"Going? Where?" she said. 

Dick stood confused. 

" Anywhere,*' he answered simply. 

** Since you are so bad at guessing, I shall tell you I am going 
to see Uncle Jake. Is not Oakdale safe for a little stroll on the 
last day of one's stay ? " She spoke archly. 

(57) 
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He disappeared into the house, and Eleanor continued on her 
way. She had not taken a dozen steps when she found him 
striding beside her. He had merely gone for his hat. 

" Oakdale is fairly safe," came his belated reply to her question. 
" But walking alone is not always agreeable." 

" Not always — only sometimes," she said. 

Her tone perplexed him, 

** Is this the always or the sometimes ? " he demanded, amazed 
at his own boldness. 

** You seem to be making it the exception," she observed. 

His courage failed him. 

" If you mean that you prefer that I should leave you " he 

began solemnly. 

** One would think it really mattered," said Eleanor, with a light 
laugh. 

He halted, cut to the quick. Eleanor swept on. In the second 
that he remained there, hesitating, he lost his only chance. The 
two weeks which she was to pass at Oakdale were at an end. 
When she returned to the house night would be upon them, the 
family would be gathered together, first at supper, then in the 
parlour. Early in the morning Rutherford, at Eleanor's own 
request, was to drive her to the station. The thought of this 
blinded Dick with jealousy, and prompted him to overtake her. 
Then he told himself that it was not a liking for Rutherford, but 
dislike for himself, which influenced her; and his resentment 
yielded to deep despondency from which he made no further 
attempt to rise. 

Eleanor, meanwhile, was following the grass-grown edge of the 
road, her trailing skirts held daintily raised, her head thrown 
back that the fresh breeze might blow full upon her face. At 
times she would smile unconsciously or sing a fragment from 
a song ; then she would grow serious. She was amused by her 
duel of words with Dick. Yet she told herself that had he less 
easily allowed himself to be overcome, she would have respected 
him more. A woman is never displeased by a victory over a 
man ; but if his defeat ends in a stampede, it is not flattering for 
her powers of charming. She saw in Dick a stupid love*sick boy 
beaten back by the first resistance. The privations which had 
crushed his spirit and broken that pride which, in lord or beggar, 
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is noble if rightly placed, were not in her experience ; and their 
results were beyond her understanding* 

It had not taken Eleanor long to discover that Uncle Jake was 
by far the most noted figure in Suffolk County. His age, his 
opinions, his peculiarities^ were a familiar subject of comment in 
every kitchen and parlour of the region. He claimed to be more 
than a hundred years old, and there was none to gainsay him. 
Mrs. Hadleigh's memory went back nearly half a century, and 
represented him then as he was now, aged and bent Dick 
boldly asserted that he must be near the two hundred mark, 
because he used Queen Anne English, in a few respects, at least 

** He sleeps seven-eighths of the day," Dick said, " so if he had 
been bom two centuries ago, he would have lived only twenty-five 
years. Now I come to think of it, he must go back to Elizabeth, 
at the very latest." 

To her own discomfiture, Eleanor had learned Uncle Jake's 
habit of much sleeping. Walking in the road one day with the 
firm alert gait of young womanhood in its full vigour and splen- 
dour, she saw Uncle Jake before her halting under the weight of 
years and infirmities. In a few minutes she had overtaken him 
and was at his side greeting him. He did not answer, and as she 
looked in his face she perceived that his eyes were closed and his 
lips were shaping unuttered words as he plodded on. 

" Uncle Jake! " she called. ** Do you not hear me? What 
has happened ? " 

He did not heed. Pending paralysis, thought Eleanor, or 
insanity. Something had to be done. She took him gently by 
the arm. At her touch he stopped, shook convulsively, and 
opened his eyes. 

" How d'y. Miss Ellen," he said composedly. The leaden eye- 
lids closed again, and he resumed his walk. Eleanor realised that 
he was merely sleeping. 

" He will surely be killed that way," she lamented on reaching 
Oakdale. ** Suppose a cart were to come his way? " 

" So they do, continually, and he steps aside," said Dick. 

'' He cannot wake as readily as that, for I had to call several 
times before he paid attention." 

** He only hears what he is listening for. If you had noticed 
his feet, you would have seen them following a wheel-rut so that 
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he never swerves. He can go on mechanically that way for miles, 
and then the first cart or buggy rattling in the distance will wake 
him. He ploughs sound asleep, rousing at the end of each furrow 
just long enough to turn the mule ; and his lines are always cut 
straight as a die. He catches more fish than anybody in the 
county, yet he falls asleep between bites." 

"One day," volunteered Peter Stolton, who happened to be 
there, " he was shoein' a horse in dad's stable* an' he fell asleep, 
an' went roun' shoein' all the horses in turn, though they were 
already shod, an' he had a pair o' shoes on each hoof o' every 
horse an' was jus' startin' in on a third set when I come along an' 
stopped him." 

Those present laughed uproariously, and Eleanor understood 
that this was considered wit in Suffolk County. 

The log cabin in which Uncle Jake lived was a lonely hut 
standing close by the road. The boards of the floor were so 
loosely put together that chair-legs were apt to slip through them, 
to the confusion of guileless occupants. The unceiled roof showed 
the strips to which shingles had been nailed, not so carefully but 
a patch of blue sky could be seen in places on fair days, with 
corresponding streams of water when it rained. Unsmoothed 
planks swinging on improvised hinges of leather served as door, 
and there was no window. For all furniture, were two hickory- 
bottomed chairs, a dresser, and two rude beds, one small, conse- 
crated to Uncle Jake, and the other larger, but none too wide 
to accommodate Jake's daughter Rosella with her husband and two 
children. 

Uncle Jake, sitting alone in the dark chimney-comer, woke up 
as Eleanor came to the door. 

** How d'y, Missy, an' 'scuse a pore ole broken-down nigger ef 
he don' git up like he oughter 'fore a lady. How's Miss Harry? 
Muh laigs is gotten so shaky uh kint git up to de house like uh 
used to could." 

" I came to teD you good-bye, Uncle Jake, I am going home 
to-morrow." 

** Yo' won't see disher ole nigger ag'in w'en yo' comes back, 
honey." 

" I shall not come back, Uncle Jake. It is good-bye to every- 
body at Oakd^le." 
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"Shoo, now! Yo' want fo' mek out yo* knows more'n ole 
nigger ? Listen, chile. De spring won't be roun' ag'in 'fore 'n 
yo' be back to Oakdale, de ole Dale o' Bounty, dey used to call it. 
Twon't be no Dale o' Bounty fo' you, chile. Law, Miss Ellen, 
ef you saw all I sees, you'd git out mighty quick an' not come back 
tell Jedgment. Oh, Lawd, ha' mercy on disher sinner ! " 

The old man's shrivelled face was illuminated. Eleanor 
shivered superstitiously. She had heard of the gift of divination 
among negroes. 

" Oh, nonsense. Uncle Jake ! " she said, more to reassure her- 
self than to contradict him. 

His shrunken eyes kindled, and his sparse white beard bristled. 

" Yo' ent beliebe ole nigger? Uh tell yo' uh see deat' ! " 

Eleanor was startled. 

" For me ? " she cried involuntarily. 

" Ent good fo' ole nigger talk too much," he said, and closing 
his eyes, he fell asleep. 

Eleanor, matter-of-fact and sceptical in all questions above 
her comprehension, was strangely impressed, and sank into the 
hickory-bottomed chair opposite that of Uncle Jake. She was 
gazing abstractedly into the fading embers on the hearth, when 
the old man's daughter came in. Rosella stopped on the thres- 
hold, surveying Eleanor as if astonished; and then, without a 
word, busied herself with a saucepan left unwashed from dinner. 

Eleanor supposed the woman awed by the honour of a visit. 

" I came over to tell you good-bye," she said encouragingly. 
" I am going to-morrow." 

" Done know so sence yistiddy," grunted Rosella, relapsing into 
silence. 

Eleanor, not to be outdone, cast about her for a subject of 
conversation. Attracted to the dresser, she noticed that it was 
a piece of old colonial furniture, polished mahogany mounted with 
wrought brass. 

"Why, I had not seen this before. What a beautiful thing 1 
How did you happen to get it?" 

"Ent us got's much right t' own t'ings ez mos' folk?" the 
woman broke out aggressively, shaking her hands dry and putting 
her arms akimbo. " Ent my pa give money fo' Mis' Hadleigh 
buy bread?" 
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'* But, Rosella/' said Eleanor, at a loss to understand, ** I only 
meant ** 

'' Reckon uh got de ole man supper fo' see too. Reckon uh 
ent got no time fo' jawin'," said the other. 

Eleanor sprang to her feet. 

'' I shall certainly not keep you." 

Rosella muttered a phrase alluding to "Po' white trash" 
which roused Uncle Jake. 

" You Rosella ! You go 'long wid yo' sass ! Miss Ellen, don' 
yo' tek on fo' what he say. He ent reason'ble-like sence he been 
to de new-fangled nigger-school up to town. Dey's all no-count, 
dese days. Go 'long, chile, don' stay out late fo' catch chills. 
An' w'en yo' gits up to yo' Yankee frien's, tell 'em ole man Jake 
say disher t*ing dey is call eddication is done play de debil wid 
niggers ! " 

Frightened by the old darky's sinister though vague prophecy, 
mortified by Rosella's insolence, Eleanor retraced her steps to the 
house. Concerning the prophecy, she kept her own counsel, 
partly because her hosts seemed implicated, partly because she 
was ashamed of the impression it had made on her. But the 
story of Rosella's conduct she poured out to Mrs. Hadleigh. 

"I had been most polite," she concluded, "and thought to 
please her by commenting on that superb dressing-table." 

** She misunderstood, and took the remark for a reproach. I 
know the beauties of that table, for it was in my room here when 
I was a girl ; but I have always been careful not to see it when I 
go to Jake's." 

" You gave it to her ? " 

*« No, I did not give it." 

*« Then they stole it?" 

** They would not consider it stealing, or rather, they would not 
call it by their equivalent, * t'iefin' '. Taking money or jewellery 
or silverware, or anything valuable, is * t'iefin',' and a heinous 
offence ; but provisions, clothes, furniture, or anything for ordin- 
ary personal use, is fair game for the negro, and its appropriation 
is called ' stealin',' which means simply taking. That is why a 
perfectly honest negro will say gravely, * Steal victuals ent t'iefin' ; ' 
for them, all the difference between righteousness and sin separates 
the two words and the two actions. That dressing-table, which 
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was handsome and not essential to one's daily life, and which 
furthermore was removed while the Northern troops were in pos- 
session, comes perilously near the * t'iefin' * line, and that is why 
Rosella resents allusions to it." 

"Even then," objected Eleanor, "there must be something 
more. She would not speak to me when she came in. I was 
sitting quietly by the hearth " 

" But I had warned you never to sit with them ! " 

Eleanor felt that, with her strong opinions on the subject, it 
would be dangerous to continue the conversation. 

"Oh, I probably did something from the very first which 
offended her, and which I have forgotten," she said, putting the 
blame on herself rather than appear to sacrifice part of a principle. 

The grim set expression of Dick's mouth frightened Eleanor as 
she said good-bye to him at the house door the following morning. 
Her comedy was changing to tragedy. She held his hand in hers 
for a moment longer than was necessary, and pressed it. 

" You have been very kind to me, Mr. Hadleigh," she said. 
" I shall not forget" 

" Remember most, that when a Virginia house has once been 
opened to a guest, it never closes," said Dick huskily. ** You will 
be expected at Oakdale whenever you please to come.'* And he 
left her while his mother was still bidding her farewell, coldly and 
distantly. 

"And all this," thought Eleanor as Rutherford drove her away, 
" because of a dress or two and a little music. If it had even 
been myself that attracted him, I might be gratified at having 
stirred such deep emotion. But to think it started from mere 
theatrical effect ! " 

As they passed the Stoltons' gate Peter rode out on horseback, 
and without a word followed the buggy. 

" Hello, Pete I " cried Rutherford. " Coin' to Sandy Bend ? " 

Pete, whose brow was lowering, did not condescend to reply. 

They had gone perhaps two miles and were crossing a wood 
when the hoofs of Pete's horse clattered sharply, and his voice 
rang out imperatively : — 

"Halt!" 

" Is he hurt ? " asked Rutherford of Eleanor, reining in Coquette, 
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She turned. Pete was upon them, dominating them from his 
saddle. He held in his hand a knife with an eight-inch blade 
which he brandished over Rutherford's head. 

" Move, an' I'll kill you ! " he roared. 

Coquette had stopped, and a long moment passed during which 
no one moved or spoke. 

"What's the matter with you?" Rutherford asked, good- 
humoured through his startled surprise. 

" The matter is, I'm goin' to -drive Miss Eleanor to the station. 
I've got to tell her sumpin'," said Pete. ** You get down out o' 
that buggy." 

" Is that all ? Why didn't you say so sooner? An' why didn't 
you leave your carvin'-knife at home ? " 

" 'Cause I needed it," growled Pete. ** If it'd been Dick, I'd 
'a' used it, too, anyhow. But I won't slice you unless you get 
pig-headed. Hurry up an' clear out, will you ? " 

He brought down the point of his weapon on Rutherford's 
neck. 

" Now you Pete Stolton, don't you get funny." Rutherford 
spoke banteringly. " Keep your knife for yourself, an' ask Miss 
Eleanor if she'd rather have you drive than me." 

" I ain't jokin'. I say I'll kill yo' if yo' don' get down out 
o' that buggy." 

Eleanor put her right hand on the back of the seat and looked 
up at Pete. 

" Why do you want Rutherford to get out ? " she asked. 

" So's I can get in." 

" Why didn't you ask him instead of threatening him ? Do 
you think I should care to go with you after this ? " Eleanor's 
arm was advancing imperceptibly. Pete counted on resistance 
from Rutherford alone, and was not watching her. 

" You'll have to, or somebody'll get killed. I'd rather if it'd 
been Dick, but Rutherford'll do." 

Raising her hand as if to rearrange her hat, Eleanor deftly 
wrenched the knife from Pete's grasp. Rutherford brought the 
whip down on the little mare and she darted away. 

'* Is he mad or intoxicated? " asked Eleanor. 

"Neither," said Rutherford. "He's been queer sometimes 
ever since he had part of his face paralysed last year." 
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''And does he often ride out armed like a highwayman ? " 

" I reckon he hasn't tried that before. Fact is, he's pretty far 
gone on you, Miss Eleanor. He said that night we had supper 
at the Stoltons', he'd kill anybody who cut him out with you." 

" You don't mean that he seriously thinks he's in love with me ? 
That boy ? It's too absurd ! I am sorry now I denied; him the 
chance to talk. I could have cured him in five minutes. Ruther- 
ford, drive back to him. If he has such insane notions in his 
head, he may indeed try to do some mischief." 

" Oh, Miss Eleanor, please don't ! He might get ugly with 
you, this time. I can manage him. I'm glad I was along, 
though, and not Dick, or there'd 'a* been trouble." 

These last words decided Eleanor. 

" Turn back," she said resolutely, folding the murderous knife, 
and putting it in her hand-bag for safety. 

They found Pete where they had left him, sitting sulkily in his 
saddle. 

"Coquette ran away," explained Eleanor. "Rutherford says 
if you wish he will change places with you." 

Pete's face cleared instantly as he luustened to comply. 

Rutherford, riding behind the buggy, could hear nothing of 
what was said. He was only aware that Eleanor did most of 
the talking. When Pete alighted at the station he seemed in a 
serene moodi and gallantly offered to buy Eleanor's ticket and 
attend to her trunks, brought in with the ox team by Buck 
Morrison, Rosella's husband. 

" I have made him believe he is in love with Rosie Warton — is 
that her name? " Eleanor announced triumphantly to Rutherford. 
" Do carry on the good work and encourage him. I told him I 
was going to keep his knife as a souvenir, and he was tremendously 
flattered. It is too dangerous a toy for a silly boy like him." 

The train whistled in the distance. 

" Miss Eleanor " — Rutherford was blushing violently — ** I've 
tried not to, but I just can't help tellin* you, I — I think you're 
the most beautiful lady I ever — I mean that I think if-— Miss 
Eleanor, if I wasn't such a fool of a country bumpkin who hasn't 
got the right to say any such things, I'd tell you " 

Pete broke upon them. 

'* Here it comes ! Got all your things, Miss Eleanor ? There's 
.5 
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the ticket an' the checks. Hurry up, the train don't stop more 'n 
two minutes at this station.*' 

''And the only one who did not get his chance to speak, was 
the only one who really cared," said Eleanor to herself, as the 
swiftly revolving wheels carried her away from Suffolk County. 



CHAPTER VIII 
HOW TRUTHFUL WORDS MAY FALSELY SOUND 

DURING the summer which followed Eleanor van Osten's 
visit to Oakdale, Dick's condition grew steadily worse. 
The livid spots were more marked round his pinched mouth with 
its colourless lips ; his nose, which had been only clean-cut, stood 
out sharply from his sunken cheeks ; the deep blue eyes, which 
had been his best feature, were now dull, now feverish. His 
mother urged him to take advice ; he laughed at her fears, and 
repeated his assurance that his lungs were sound. Work went on 
as before, he was in the fields early and late ; but his movements 
had an unwonted slowness, and his thoughts were so far away 
that it became necessary to speak to him twice before an answer 
to the simplest question could be obtained. All that seemed to 
interest him was the arrival of the mails, a biweekly event which 
caused him to go with much regularity to Mr. Crabbe's post-office, 
four miles distant, instead of depending as formerly upon neigh- 
bours to bring the rare Oakdale letters with theirs. Only the 
post-master himself and Dick knew the secret of mysterious little 
parcels which arrived from time to time, and which Mr. Crabbe 
must under no circumstances mention to anybody. The truth 
was, that his heart had behaved so strangely, and he had recognised 
symptoms so serious, that Dick had written to Dr. Croman, of 
Paulsville, for advice, and was really under treatment. He might 
have found medical help near by, from Mr. Peyton Howard's son, 
who practised in the r^on. But here detection would have been 
risked. Still he kept silence, quieting his mother's solicitude while 
surreptitiously taking medicines and following the instructions 
given in letters. He exhausted his ingenuity in the search for 
hiding-places where his mother would not discover the evidence 
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of this pious deception. One day Mrs. Hadleigh came and told 
him how, in cleaning out a forgotten corner of a cupboard in his 
room, under some old books she had found a box of pills used by 
his poor father. And Dick stood by sympathetically while his 
mother, shedding copious tears, stored away this sacred relic in a 
vase on the parlour mantel. 

Mrs. Hadleigh attributed the aggravation in Dick's condition to 
his disappointed love for Eleanor ; and observing the frequency 
of his trips to the post-office, she concluded that a correspondence 
was passing between them. Mrs. Hadleigh had never liked the 
girl, about whom there was an air of not insincerity, perhaps, but 
artificiality which revolted a nature as open and true as Mrs. Had- 
leigh's. The little manoeuvres of Eleanor, her dress, her ways, 
her attitude now encouraging, now repelling, betrayed the practised 
flirt. "She cannot seriously wish to entangle him," said Mrs. 
Hadleigh to herself, "so why should the boy suffer?" Indeed, 
there was no conceivable reason why a young woman as wealthy 
as Eleanor van Osten, and occupying a position as enviable among 
the old Dutch families of New York, should marry a penniless 
Southern farmer. It was clear that she merely wished to make 
another victim to her vanity, and Mrs. Hadleigh, considering the 
matter in this light, decided that it was best to speak frankly with 
Dick, and bring him back to reason. 

•* Not again to the post-office ? " she protested one day as she 
saw him directing his steps to the barn. " What are you expect- 
ing?" 

" Business," he answered. 

" I should like to know what business there could be without 
my knowing it?" 

" I've got my sheep." 

"Which are not worth the horse-shoes you are wearing out 
driving to Mr. Crabbe's. Come here, Dick, I must speak to you." 
; She led the way to the parlour, and he followed with uncon- 
cealed reluctance. 

•'You had better let me go, mother. We can talk later, and 
I'm losing time now." 

She faced him, drawing herself to her full height. She was dye 
feet ten, and well-built ; uneasy as he was in mind, Dick looked 
admiringly at her as she stood thus before him. 
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** Dicky I have never forced your confidence, but there are 
times when it's a mother's duty to speak. You love Eleanor van 
Osten." 

Dick was silent. 

«< You love her — and she is unworthy of you." 

In the dim light of the room with closed shutters, Mrs, Had- 
leigh could not see his cheeks flush. 

" Do you think that a woman with her tastes, accustomed to 
such a life as hers, could be happy on a farm — and a ruined farm ? 
Do you think she could for one moment consider such a possi- 
bility ? If she has profited by the advantage which her city train- 
ing gives her over country folk like us, and has led you on to 
propose to her, do you think it was because she felt an interest 
in you ? Oh, Dick ! you are not without sense ! You could not 
have believed it I " 

Harriet Hadleigh's indignation increased as she spoke; each 
word that she uttered acted as a lash on her spirit. The resent- 
ment which she had nursed against her undesired guest broke 
forth, as Dick Waited, still silent, before her. 

'* She threw our poverty in our face, with her silks and laces ! 
She turned in disgust from what we could put before her at table 
— food for which you and I thanked God humbly ! She insulted 
Laura, the daughter of my most loyal friend, in my own house ; 
she— my son ! " 

Dick had swayed, and only his mother's quick arm had saved 
him torn falling. She helped him to reach a chair. 

" Go on, mother," he said faintly, passing his hand on his fore- 
head as though dazed and groping for the thread. " Laura " 

Mrs. Hadleigh was on her knees beside him, his hands in hers. 

'* Dick, did you care so much ? Tell me, Dick ; you owe it to 
your mother ; I shall never again speak a word against her ; but 
— has she promised to marry you ? " 

" No," he answered steadily. 

Mrs. Hadleigh's heart leaped for joy. 

" Yet you have asked her ? " 

''No." 

" Then— the letters " 

" On my word of honour, I have never written to her, nor she 
to me." 
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Mrs. Hadleigh tried to collect her thoughts. Could it be that 
he was not in love with Eleanor ? And his emotion ? It struck 
her that this had come when Laura's name had been mentioned. 
She put her hand on his shoulder. 

** Dick, I should not have gone so far ; I know you are not 
strong ; first I should have made sure of my facts. I thought I 
saw my fondest hopes shattered ; perhaps I was mistaken. Dick, 
did you ever know I— did you ever think — oh, Dick, the wife God 
meant for you is not Eleanor van Osten, but Laura Stolton ! " 

" Mother, I asked Laura to marry me, and she refused. She 
loves somebody else." 

"Not Joe Joyce?" 

" Him or another, but not me." 

Mrs. Hadleigh left Dick's side, and, opening a window, stood 
in the sunlight. Her cheeks were drawn, her eyes were weary. 
Dick called himself coward for the blow he had struck, betray- 
ing Laura, deceiving his mother by truthful words which would 
convey a false impression. But he had saved Eleanor. 

With an effort he left his chair, and without a word went from 
the room. A little later, Mrs. Hadleigh heard him driving through 
the gate on his way to the post-office. 

Yet another shock was reserved for Mrs. Hadleigh that day. In 
Dick's absence Rutherford was to have taken his place in the fields. 
At supper, Dick asked how all had gone. 

" Don't know," muttered Rutherford. 

"What?" Dick cried. 

" Now just don't you yell at me, Mr. Smarty," said Rutherford. 
" I don't know how things went, 'cause I didn't go ; an' I might as 
well tell you all right now I've done my last lick o' work at Oak- 
dale. I'm goin' to town." 

He looked defiantly first at Dick, and then at his mother. 

Dick signalled to Mrs. Hadleigh in time to check an outbreak. 
He knew that nothing could be gained by violence with Rutherford. 

"And what do you intend to do in town?" asked Dick 
quietly. 

Rutherford, who had expected opposition, was disconcerted. 

"Oh, I don't know — anything. I reckon I'd like to be a 
journalist. I went to a newspaper office with Jack Edson, once. 
The reporters sat in nice little rooms an' had their coats oflf an' 
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their sleeves rolled up, an' were bavin' a good ole time. That's 
what 111 do." 

Mrs. Hadleigh was mollified by this picture. She thought 
she would like to see her child a brilliant journalist, and some 
day an editor, perhaps. His father had been a clever man ; she, 
as a girl, had had a reputation for wit. Why should not their son 
succeed? 

" Well, Ruth*," she said,' " I don't know but you may be right. 
If it comes hard on us at first, you'll be able to send money when 
they raise your salary, and then we can hire a new hand. You 
won't need much to start with." 

As she spoke she furtively watched Dick, who was as much 
annoyed by her evident readiness to raise money in such a cause, 
as by Rutherford's selfish folly. However, Rutherford's conduct 
of late had let him foresee this issue, and prepare for it. 

"Rutherford," he began slowly, "if you want your chance in 
life, nobody has the right to stop you, now you're of age. I took 
mine, and you may take yours. But I carried myself through, 
borrowing the money and paying it back afterwards. Now you 
know there's not a man in Suffolk County who'd lend money to 
you, and I warn you that I won't be responsible for you again. I 
have never reproached you, as you've sometimes said, with the 
money I got to send you to town; but I've often reproached 
myself, for that short taste of luxury has just about ruined you. 
They are rich folk, and we are poor; they can play while we 
must work. If it hadn't been for me, you wouldn't have gone, 
and you would be content in helping me support mother now. 
Two wrongs don't make a right, and I'll not help you to go back. 
If you want money, sell your cow. She's yours to do what you 
want with." 

"Why, she won't bring more than twenty dollars! " gasped 
Rutherford. 

" Then you will only have twenty dollars to lose," rejoined Dick 
philosophically. 

And so it was done. Mrs. Hadleigh prepared Rutherford's 
meagre wardrobe for the journey; the cow was sold; and with 
the proceeds he started forth to seek his fortune. 

Two weeks passed before Rutherford condescended to give news 
of himself. Then he sent great tidings. 
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" Dear Mother," he wrote, " Ime ingajed to wright on the 
Poast. I new I could suxeed if I came to Richmond. I wright 
my first artical tomorrow on the Historic Trees of Richmond, 
which the Editer said I could use my journalistic nose to find. I 
think this is grate. Nex time you here from me, itU be toreceeve 
a chek. Ask Dick whose come out on top this time, but say I 
forgiv him. Ever your Dutyful son. — Rutherford Hadleigh." 

** Oh, my son, my son ! " cried the delighted mother. " Why 
didn't you try to make a career for yourself too ? See what your 
brother has done — and he has not your brains. You are too 
cautious, too methodical, Dick. And how good of him to over- 
look your opposition to his plans ! " 

Dick re-read the letter. 

** And you think such spelling could pass, mother? " he asked. 

"Spelling? The printer and proof-reader attend to that," 
retorted Mrs, Hadleigh indignantly. " He has the mind, and 
they do the mechanical work." 

*' Perhaps." 

" My son ! " exclaimed Mrs. Hadleigh in horror. " Don't let 
me think you are jealous of your brother's success ? " 

" Jealous of little Ruth' ? No, mother ; he has tried me often, 
for he doesn't see what a serious thing life is, and he has never 
been willing to be taught. Still if he does succeed, and earns 
a name for himself in the world while I'm still following the 
plough with the field hands, I shall be the first to rejoice. But 
oh, mother, have you thought of what it would mean, with his 
ardent nature, if he were to fail after all? " 

" He will not fail," said Mrs. Hadleigh resolutely, repeating 
the words as if her will from a distance could strengthen him and 
fashion events in his favour. 

The next mail brought no cheque from Rutherford, but a week 
later came a letter making no mention of historic trees or the 
Post, and merely saying that he was now connected with the 
Telegraph, to which he was to supply an article on Orthodox and 
Unorthodox Jews. 



CHAPTER IX 
HOW SOULS SORE TRIED MAY FIND THEIR FITTING SPHERE 

THE Strange providence which watches over fools while wise 
men struggle, often in vain, to protect their far more 
precious talents, took charge of Rutherford Hadleigh when he 
arrived in Richmond. Hb apparent absence of definite ideas had 
aroused his mother's fears and his brother's disgust. The truth 
was that, although some inward consciousness prevented him from 
speaking, he had elaborated a plan of action which could not fail, 
he told himself, and which led him to believe that twenty dollars 
was a fortune with which to commence life. He would wait 
until late in the afternoon and would then call informally on the 
Edsons. They had been kind to him before, and would surely 
help him now. They would first ask him to dine with them, and 
would then inquire where he was stopping. He would say 
nowhere, and of course they would invite him to spend a few 
weeks with them. He had dwelt in fancy upon every detail of 
the conversation, until he considered that no variation in the very 
words was possible. 

Leaving his modest cow-hide trunk at the station — the Edsons' 
butler will come for it, he thought — ^he crossed the town until he 
reached East Grace Street. It pleased him to be in Richmond 
again ; he reflected that he was much better here than at dreary 
Oakdale. The neat red brick house-fronts, the paved streets, 
the passing caniages, caused an electric thrill to course through 
him. He went in for a moment to St. Paul's Church, where his 
&ther had attended services during the war, and he said to him- 
self that thereafter he too must come hither and belong to a 
distinct creed. He paused reverently before the pew which had 
been that of Robert £. Lee, and recalled a story that it was 

(73) 
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within these walls the news had been learned that the South could 
no longer hold its own against the overwhelming tide of ever- 
renewed Northern armies. He wondered if this could be a 
prophecy of his own future as well as a page from history, and 
with a slight misgiving he hurried out into the open air. Here, 
the sunshine cheered him, and it was his old confident self that 
crossed the gates into City Hall Park. 

The clocks were striking one, and it occurred to him that lunch 
on a bench under the trees in company with the squirrels would 
be a delightful beginning to his adventures. His mother had pre- 
pared for him a paper parcel of sandwiches and fried chicken, and 
as this was his sole piece of hand luggage, the sooner he was rid of 
it the better. He was not sure if the park ordinances allowed 
picnicking, so keeping a sharp look-out in all directions, he ate 
hastily. Had his mood been less sanguine, he would have had to 
acknowledge that it was not a comfortable meal. As it was, he 
felt relieved when he had finished. Tossing the crumbs to the 
squirrels and thrusting the paper under the bench, he sauntered 
leisurely back to the street. It did not occur to him to seek em- 
ployment at once. Positive that no newspaper would deny him 
the opportunity of showing what he could do, and having an inno- 
cent faith in the result, he passed the afternoon feasting his eyes 
on the attractions of Richmond, which for him consisted not so 
much in the abundant verdure and the pleasing architecture for 
which the West End is noted, as in the contents of shop windows 
and the omnipresence of pavements. 

The aforementioned providence caused events to shape them- 
selves as he had designed, so far as the Edsons were concerned. 
It is possible that his previous visit had not been for his hosts a 
joy unalloyed ; Mrs. Edson may have shuddered at the sight of 
his heavy boots ploughing up her Turkey carpets and marking 
her gilt chair-legs ; Lois Edson may have confided to her several 
bosom friends that he was shockingly illiterate ; and Jack Edson 
may have been more outspoken in pronouncing him a ninny. 
Yet Mrs. Edson did not fail the child of an old friend seeking a 
career with as much chance of success as the canary that profits 
by an open door to flutter away from the cage and perish in the 
first storm encountered. That evening Rutherford Hadleigh 
dined in plenty, and he slept between fine linen sheets in a 
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luxurious bedroom, dreaming of fame and fortune. Next morn- 
ing he awoke believing the battle of life already half won. 

This impression grew so rapidly into conviction, that he told 
himself there was really no necessity for promptness in finding an 
occupation. The first part of the programme having been ful- 
filled so satisfactorily, he surely need not fear for the rest. In his 
sub-consciousdess he may have admitted to himself that he 
keenly enjoyed his present surroundings. And the Edsons' hos- 
pitality had been extended only until he should have found per- 
manent quarters, which would be the natural consequence of 
employment. He had inherited fix>m his wealthy ancestors a 
taste for luxury which, undeveloped while he remained in the 
rugged simplicity of his home, had been aroused by his first visit 
to Richmond, and had soon utterly unfitted him for the country 
life to which he was forced to return. Therefore when at break- 
fast Mrs. Edson, to prove her interest in him, asked to which 
paper he intended applying, he answered indefinitely that he had 
not made up his mind, and must take time to think it over. 
That day was for Rutherford a series of long delightful hours 
whiled away lolling on sofas or in easy-chairs. When Mrs. Edson 
offered him a book, he remarked that he did not care for reading. 
To a broad hint ftom Lois that open air and exercise were more 
beneficial to the health than lounging in the drawing-room, he 
replied blandly that he had spent his whole life taking air and 
exercise, and was now resting from both. He did not force him- 
self on any one, seeming quite content with lonely enjoyment of 
unaccustomed comforts. But his idle presence permeated the 
house, a depressing atmosphere which overwhelmed the rightful 
occupants. 

That autumn Richmond was in a fever of excitement over a 
great amateur performance which was to be presented at the 
Academy of Music for the benefit of a patriotic organisation. 
The dances of all nations, by which was meant dances conceived 
on our own ideas of what the dances of nations should be, were 
to be given in costume. Most of the eligible youth of polite 
circles in Richmond had been bidden to take part, and were 
undergoing a course of instruction conducted by a master brought 
expressly from New York. Lois Edson was to appear in the 
French Menuet de la Cour, Jack was in the Japanese dance, and 
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Mrs* Edson had accepted the responsibility of being chaperon 
for the Swedish dance. From the progress already made, the 
Kirmess promised to be the most brilliant of all the amateur 
ventures staged in a land where these amusements are immensely 
enjoyed by the elect who take part and heartily applauded by the 
multitude whose silver and gold are required for this purpose or 
that* Be it said in passing, that the object of the charity is, on 
such occasions^ of far less importance than the social status of 
the performers. 

The serene self-satisfoction of dancers and patrons was presently 
disturbed by an accident happening to Rob Hartley, of the German 
dance, who slipped in the street and sprained his ankle. The 
doctors said that it would be some weeks before he could walk 
again, and the chaperon of the dance, Mrs, Huntington, was 
confronted with the perplexity of filling his place. No less than 
two hundred and fifty performers were announced, which meant 
that society had already been extensively called upon for young 
persons of irreproachable standing. Of those who remained, 
not one would enlist his services on a tardy invitation. Mrs. 
Huntington, despairing, came to confide her woes to Mrs. Edson, 
who had only sympathy to offer. But an indirect allusion to 
Rutherford Hadleigh's recent arrival caught Mrs. Huntington's ear. 

" Why, Nellie ! " she exclaimed, " give him to me ! " 

'' Tm afiaid he would be too clumsy," answered Mrs. Edson. 
** He's a thorough country boy, and in his whole life has spent 
only two weeks in town." 

" He only knows jigs," put in Lois, 

Mrs. Huntington's spirits fell. 

"That ends it, then, I suppose," she sighed "Who did you 
say he was? Hadleigh? Not Harry Ellis's son? Why, my 
dear Nellie, I must have him, clumsy or not ! Anyhow, mine is 
a country dance, and if he can jig, he can clog." And accepting 
no refusal, Mrs. Huntington rushed off to tell abroad that she 
had found her dancer, who was the son of Harry Ellis and 
Rutherford Hadleigh. 

None of the Edsons dared attend Rutherford's first rehearsal, 
and perhaps it was as well that they spared themselves the 
mortification of seeing his ungainly attempts to follow the agile 
master, and his ignominious fall on the slippery floor. But he 
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could not be replaced, and grace was not an essential accompani- 
ment for wooden sabots, and the name of Rutherford Hadleigh 
was known to every Virginian ; so Mrs, Huntington was fain to 
be content, coaching him between rehearsals and exerting her 
utmost powers to reconcile his distressed partner. 

Rutherford, meanwhile, blissfully unconscious that aught was 
amiss, let the days slip by. Save for the Kirmess rehearsals, he 
had never left the house, and only for meals and bed had he 
vacated the arm-chair which, from all in the drawing-room, he 
had singled out as the most comfortable. In the presence of 
callers his marked inattention or his ill-placed allusions to cattle 
and ploughing were equally intolerable. Mr. Edson said it was 
sinful to abet him in thus wasting himself in slothfulness. Lois 
suggested that they go to the country for a week, as the only 
means of getting him away before he utterly disgraced them. 
Jack advocated the simpler plan of asking him when he was going. 
And to one and all, Mrs. Edson replied that she could not turn 
Harry Ellis's son out of her house. Thus for twelve days the 
situation remained unchanged, and only the sun rising on the 
morning of the thirteenth brought relief.) 

Out of genuine interest in the boy, Mr. Edson had decided to 
speak. He asked how Rutherford had fared with the editors, and 
hearing the expected reply that nothing had been done, he said 
that of course there was no hurry, but when Rutherford was ready, 
Mr. Penhandle, editor of the Post, knew about him and had 
promised him a trial. To Mr. Edson's will, Rutherford yielded 
as weakly as to his own inherent laziness. The editor of the 
Post greeted him pleasantly, and gave him an assignment for 
an article on " Historic Trees in Richmond ". But when at the 
end of the week Rutherford presented himself without having 
gathered a single fact and asked airily for something easier, the 
editor said that he regretted there was no vacancy on the staff. 
In their first interview, Penhandle had judged the mental calibre 
of the youth, and the conclusion had not been flattering. Mr. 
Edson, duly informed, arranged another interview with the editor 
of the Telegraphy but recognised that, before attending seriously 
to work, Rutherford would have to be torn from surroundings 
tempting him to unaccustomed indulgence in dangerous indolence. 
So he pretended to have learned that Rutherford projected taking 



78 THE SCAR 

a room in another quarter of the town, and he delivered a fatherly 
sermon on the subject. 

" Don't do that, my boy," he said. " A young man starting 
life alone in a city should always stay near his friends. There is 
a house in West Cary Street, just a few blocks from here, where 
you may have an excellent room with board at a reasonable price, 
and where you will be watched over by people I know well." 

The subtlety of the subterfuge, together with the unmistakable 
sincerity of the kindness displayed, allowed no suspicion to creep 
into Rutherford's mind. RegretfuUy, but with pride unwounded, 
he left his friends to repair to the boarding-house, which was 
comfortable enough, and would not seem expensive when he had 
his salary. 

With the Telegraphy which suggested an article on the Jews, 
Rutherford's luck was no better than with the Post, if that may 
rightly be called luck which we make or mar according .to our 
lights. Resolved not to be found wanting here, Rutherford had 
borrowed an encyclopaedia from Mr. Edson's library, and had 
copied entire paragraphs, so that he had an article to submit. 
Unfortunately, in transcribing the words he had failed to observe 
the spelling, and the editor of the Telegraphy before finishing 
the first line of the manuscript, added his regrets to those of the 
Post The two editors, happening to meet at the Westmore- 
land Club, exchanged their experiences with the country boy who 
wanted to run a city paper, and they repeated the amusing story 
to their friends, so that the doors of the smaller papers were closed 
to Rutherford when he applied. He left his boarding-house, where 
the terms were now prohibitive, and hhred a scantily furnished attic 
room in a cheaper quarter, taking rare meals in dingy eating-houses, 
the better to husband his few remaining dollars. As the days 
dragged on, he sought with ever-sinking heart for work of any 
kind, as errand-boy, if need be. And when failure met him on 
all sides, he realised bitterly that, of some usefulness in his native 
fields, he was here an outcast. At that moment Rutherford Had- 
leigh's soul began to form. 

Yet through his sufferings there was one vanity to which he 
clung, and which consoled him for the gnawing of an empty 
stomach and the pangs of a wounded spirit. The place in the 
Kirmess was still his, he would appear in gorgeous foncy dress 
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before thousands come to see him, and this glory would last him 
when present reverses were forgotten. With feet sore from tramp- 
ing, with head light from hunger, he would go to the rehearsads 
and bravely dance, feeling that this was worth a supreme effort, 
the one triumph of his colourless life. 

The Mikado, in elaborately embroidered court dress, was paying 
marked attentions to the goddess Diana, in classical gown with 
the traditional bow and arrows. The chief of the North American 
Indians was chatting confidentially with the head priestess of Isis. 
A German peasant had linked arms with a French marquis, and 
a Gypsy maiden had retreated into a comer with a se&ora of the 
Spanish court, while the Queen of the Kirmess, a noted Virginia 
beauty, was kneeling in white silk draperies heavy with gold, to 
arbitrate in an incipient war between a child Japanese and a little 
Sphinx worshipper. It was behind the scenes in the Academy of 
Music, *and in five minutes the curtain was to rise on the Kirmess, 
announced by the daily papers as the greatest fashionable event 
and the most brilliant spectacular production ever witnessed in 
Richmond, consisting of a marvellous international tableau and 
grand march led by the Queen with jewelled crown and sceptre ; 
and dances by Nile worshippers and little Sphinx worshippers, 
prijcstesses of Diana, Japanese court dancers large and small, 
German North Country peasants, Gypsy tambourine dancers, 
Swedish Christmas-eve merrymakers, Spanish wedding dancers, 
French lords and ladies of the eighteenth century, English May- 
pole dancers, Indian braves and maidens. 

In the green-room under the stage young men and girls, in 
costumes of gayest hues, rushed about laughing, talking, rehears- 
ing difficult steps and stealing inqcTisitive glances into mirrors to 
see faces so strange with rouged cheeks and blackened eyebrows 
that their owners scarce recognised them. In the audience no 
less excitement reigned, for in the boxes and orchestra seats 
were gathered the relatives and friends of the participants, and 
above, in the gallery, were those who had come to feast their eyes 
upon the splendours of Society. 

The Grand March had passed off with immense success, a 
dazzling effect of varied costumes shimmering with gems and 
spangles, now blue, now green, now red. now amber, as the 
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calcium lights were deftly cast on them. The Waf-am-Neul, or 
Overflow of the Nile, had been solemnly celebrated by tall dark 
maids in clinging robes with gold circlets and white veils, who 
glided dreamily through a mystic dance, and the little girls who 
represented the Sphinx worshippers had tripped with perfect ease 
and accuracy through graceful steps. The Satsuma Shinto dance 
of the Japanese court had scored a triumph, and one of the little 
Japs in the Titipu quadrille had set the audience in the jolliest of 
moods by forgetting his pre-arranged part in the performance, and 
improvising a highly original war-dance of his own. The curtain 
had fallen for the third time, and its rising on the next feature was 
heralded by the strains of " Die Wacht am Rhein," chanted by a 
chorus of male voices behind the scenes. The German national 
hymn ended, the orchestra attacked the popular air, " Did you 
ever see a fly on the wall?" and the curtain rose on the North 
Country Harvest Dance. 

A couple in heavy wooden sabots stamped briskly out, followed 
by a second and a third. The girls wore the peasant costume of 
laced bodice over a white blouse, with short skirts and beribboned 
kprons ; the men were in baggy knee-breeches and short jackets. 
The step was lively, the music exhilarating ; there was a breeziness 
about it all which elicited a murmur of approbation from the 
spectators. Suddenly, there was a crash of a fall, and a man's 
groan, and a woman's voice crying out On the stands to each 
side of the stage where the members of the dances sat to deck the 
scene while awaiting their turn to perform, there was a commotion 
which betrayed the amateurs. The German couples in the middle 
of the stage, already formed for the first figure, perceived with an 
agony which brought cold perspiration to their brows that a 
couple was lacking. They stopped dazed, casting their eyes 
behind the scenes. There they saw the body of a man, one of 
their dancers, being carried off", while his partner, a pretty fair- 
haired, bright-cheeked girl, stood sobbing in the shelter of a stage 
tree. There was a frightful pause, during which the dancers 
stood in motionless despair ; then the orchestra stopped abruptly 
and the curtain was rung down. 

The audience was all a-flutter, loud voices on every side atoned 
by their clamour for the cessation of music and dancing. What 
had happened ? Some had seen a man fall. Was he dead, or 
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had he broken his leg ? Others had seen nothing. Was it a case 
of disgraceful stage-fright ? Many of the dancers who had already 
appeared) bad reserved seats in the house to enjoy the rest of the 
performance. They were promptly despatched behind the scenes 
to fathom the mystery and report upon it. Presently they re- 
tumed, deep disgust marked on their faces. It was Hadleigh — 
you know, the gawky country chap Mrs. Huntington picked up at 
the last minute ? — who was so drunk that he had keeled over and 
had to be carted out. What an awful shame, wasn't it? It 
didn't matter for the dance ; Allister Gates, of the Swedish dance, 
knew the step for having substituted in the German dance, and 
he was now hurrying into Hadleigh's clothes, and the curtain 
would be up in another second. 

And Rutherford ? Alone, forgotten save for the scorn which 
followed him in the minds of all, he lay inanimate on the boards 
of the green-room, stripped of the Kirmess costume which he had 
donned with such pride. The clatter of wooden shoes above his 
head brought him back to consciousness. After the first moment 
of vague wonder at finding himself thus, he remembered the dizzi- 
ness which had overcome him, and he knew he must have fainted. 
Staggering to his feet, he slipped into his own clothes. His one 
thought was to escape before any witness to his humiliation 
should jeer at him for his mishap or reproach him for having 
brought ridicule on his fellow dancers. As rapidly as his shaking 
legs would allow, he passed out into the street, unnoticed. 

Next morning Rutherford Hadleigh, tottering on feet that 
barely consented to support his emaciated body, rang at Mr. 
Edson's door in West Franklin Street, and was told by the n^o 
butler that nobody was at home. He said that he would come 
in and wait, and familiar a guest as he had been there, John 
thought it would be of no use. A ray of understanding entered 
the boy's confused mind. 

"John, you — ^you don't mean to say they — ^they said they 
wouldn't see me?" 

*« I reckon dat's jes' about it, Marse Rut'erford," grinned John. 

" But, John, why — was it because I fell? I was ill, John; I 
hadn't eaten for two days — I was starved ! I've gotten no work, 
and I'm hungry now, and I've come to ask Mrs. Edson for God's 
sake to give me a piece of bread ! " 
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Rutherford's face was against him, for he had neglected to 
wash away the traces of his stage make-up. Purple cheeks and 
kohl, exaggerating the brilliancy of eyes wild from bodily suffering, 
seemed to confirm the stories gone before. 

John smiled sceptically. 

" De boss sais as you was drunk, and shouldn't cross disher 
t'reshor no mo'," he said. 

The false accusation fell like a blow, beneath which Rutherford 
tottered. So that was the way the world interpreted evidence — he 
was dying of hunger, and they called him drunk ? It did not 
occur to him to clear his honour by forcing an explanation ; he 
was overwhelmed, and humiliated to the dust, he thought but 
of fleeing. He left John standing irresolute in the open door, and 
crept down the steps. Clinging to houses and railings, he made 
his way eastward in Franklin Street. He was weak, and his head 
was light, and he advanced slowly. He had not gone twenty 
yards when somebody running after him thrust a parcel into his 
hand. It was John who, moved to compassion and giving the 
boy the benefit of the doubt, had raided his mistress's larder. 
This was not the first time that John had thus offended ; but never 
had it been in so righteous a cause. 

At Oakdale, Dick, who was unwell, had returned to the house 
earlier than was his wont, leaving the negroes to finish the day's 
task in the fields. He was sitting on the verandah, waiting for 
them to come up and report, when on one of the mules advancing 
leisurely along the foot-path from the wood, he saw a strange 
figure which by dress and bearing could not be a n^o. Presently 
mule and rider were lost from sight behind the bam, and Dick 
was still speculating on the identity of the newcomer when a form 
approached him with face so altered, with clothes so bedraggled, 
that he did not recognise it immediately. 

" Rutherford ! " he cried, springing to his feet. " What has 
happened ? " 

" Nothin'," said Rutherford, hanging his battered best hat on a 
nail in the hall — a ceremony which he had never before been 
known to observe. " I've been at work in the fields." 



CHAPTER X 

HOW HARRIET SOUGHT RIGHT GUIDANCE AND WRONGLY 

FOUND 

ALONG rainless summer had done its dire work. The ears 
drying in the fields on the stripped corn-stalks, after the 
Virginian custom, were small and iU-shapen. The leaves heaped 
in stacks for fodder were thin sapless ribbons. The bolls were 
rare and undersized on the scorched stems of the cotton-plants. 
The pea-vines turned from the ground showed three-fourths of the 
nuts withered at the roots. Even the few fairly prosperous planters 
shook their heads gloomily at the prospects for winter, which to 
others loomed up like impending doom. At the Hadleighs' 
interest was due on the mortgage, hands had to be paid, there was 
flour to be bought, since nothing could be spared for the exchanges 
made in better seasons. Mrs. Hadleigh tried to speak brave words 
belied by eyes red with weeping, while Dick, with pale face and 
tightly pressed lips, toiled doggedly on. 

There was but that — to toil on. It was hopeless, of course. 
Property in the region was falling steadily in value as land nearer 
town, with better railroad facilities, rose. Year by year it was 
more difficult to provide the improvements without which the 
plantation would deteriorate beyond recall. Poverty of soil had 
caused the Hadleighs' crops to suffer even more than others that 
autumn ; next spring, the start would be more difficult than before. 
And the mortgage already represented a sum greater than that which 
the place, in its present condition, would bring at public auction. 

The amount to be raised for the interest on the mortgage was 
not large as money goes, but all resource was lacking. In vain 
Mrs. Hadleigh and Dick consulted night after night by the dim 
light of a country lamp, small-wicked for the less burning of oil. 
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It was doubtful if the com and fodder would suffice for the planta- 
tion cattle, and to sell now would mean the obligation to buy 
later, when prices would be beyond reach. To sacrifice horses, 
mules or steers, would be forfeiting the one chance for the eventual 
redemption of Oakdale. Far-seeing Dick waived these two sug- 
gestions as out of the question. <' We shall have to live then as 
well as now," he said, " and if there's no way out of this, we 
might as well know it right off." Inquiries at the nearest market 
town of Paulsville as to the sale for pea-nuts, proved that not a 
sack could be disposed of. The abundant crop of the previous 
year, superior in quality to the present, was still untouched in the 
storehouses. The cotton and tobacco raised by the Hadleighs 
were not in sufficient quantities to allow an appreciable profit, even 
under the best conditions. The house itself had long since been 
stripped of all that could bring money ; what remained was so 
damaged that no dealer considered it worth transportation to 
town. An offer of five dollars had been made for the sideboard, 
which was only slightly impaired, but the stipulation that it should 
be delivered in Richmond for that price rendered the transaction 
impossible. Even the sugar-dish Mrs. Hadleigh had been ready 
to part from, and had driven twenty miles to Paulsville, to be told 
by a jeweller that it was Sheffield plate and worth only a dollar, 
in spite of the four London hall-marks proclaiming it not only 
genuine but prior to 1784. Sadly as she needed every penny, 
excess of humiliation caused Harriet Hadleigh's spirit to revolt, 
and she refused to sell. 

An appeal to Billy Stolton seemed the only opening that re- 
mained. 

One day when he stopped in passing and asked about crops, 
prospects and general conditions, anent all of which he knew 
much more than any one, Mrs. Hadleigh explained her position. 
Stolton puckered up his face, deepening the wrinkles in his 
waxen cheeks and round his long pointed nose, he stretched 
his lips wide to lay bare his cheaply counterfeited teeth, while 
his lashless eyes, deep-set under projecting brows, sparkled with 
exultation. His physical defects had their commercial value, 
and he exploited them. He was so odiously hideous, that 
Mrs. Hadleigh drew back involuntarily, which movement he 
interpreted favourably as a sign of weakness. 
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" I should say you was in a pretty fix," he commented when she 
had ended her tale. "They'll sell you out, sure." 

Now, Billy Stolton knew full well that the loss of this home was 
the blow which Harriet Hadleigh most dreaded from a fate which 
had spared her no sorrow in the past. The pleasures of her 
youth, the gloom of her after life, had alike hallowed this house, 
a mausoleum to dead hopes. Every memory which it contained, 
whether of joy or of pain, wrenched at her heart ; but without 
these memories, her life would be a blank. She winced as Billy 
spoke, for bravely as a woman may face an unpleasant reality, she 
cannot bear to hear it expressed in words. 

" What good will that do them ? " she said nervously. " It's 
not worth the capital put in it, and there's back interest accumu- 
lated on that. They'd lose half, whereas by waiting " 

"It's like as not they'll lose all," concluded Billy. "Whafs 
property in Suffolk County worth now to what it was ten year 
ago? Ain't it gone down year by year? Ain't it goin' down 
steady still? If I held that 'er* mortage, Harriet, I'd sell out 
quick." 

** I don't doubt you would," said Mrs. Hadleigh in a tone which 
roused him to a sense of his blunder. 

** I mean I would if 'twa'n't your property," he explained quickly. 
*' I'd have to oblige you, Harriet, same like I always done. I was 
talkin' plain business. That's the way men see things. You know 
you can't keep the place up. I've heard Dick say so often, who 
is a good former an' knows what he's talkin' about. Besides, I 
know how things are over to Pine Grove, where I spend more 
each spring than I get back in the fall ; and then I can just keep 
the place up decent. You ain't got nothin' to spend." He stopped, 
puckered his face into deeper wrinkles, and watched her. 

*^ Then let them sell," said Mrs. Hadleigh submissively. ** God's 
will be done." 

This resignation did not suit Billy's plans. 

" Oh, damn ! " he said. " Don't you begin like that You'll 
take to cryin' nex', an' then the'll be no talkin' reason. What's 
God got to do in this show ? " 

" Cousin Billy ! " cried out Mrs. Hadleigh, scandalised. 

"Oh, well, I know how women are. Liz says 'Thank God' 
wb^n the biscuits ain't burned in the oven, an' ' Thank God ' when 
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the cream ain't soured overnight, like she thought He might want 
to go in the bumin' or sourin' business. I don't care. What I 
say now is, how you goin' to pull through ? '* 
" God knows," answered Mrs. Hadleigh. 
Billy shuffled his feet impatiently. 
" Mebbe He do, but that ain't sayin' He'll tell." 
Mrs. Hadleigh gathered together all her courage for the request 
which he had purposely rendered it difficult for her to make. 

" Cousin Billy " — she always used the formal emblem of the 
fictitious relationship, loathing him too intensely to call him 
familiarly by his name — '* if you can't lend me a hundred dollars, 
there is no hope." 

'* Me ! " screeched Billy in feigned amazement. ** Lend you a 
hundred dollars ? An* what on ? On a place you say yourself 
ain't worth the money in it now ? On your ramshackle ole house ? 
On your broken-down furniture? On your spavined mule or 
your blind mare ? For God's sake, woman, what sort o' security 
do you think youVe got to offer a fellow, to ask for a loan of a 
hundred dollars ? " 

"I have nothing," she answered proudly. **But gratitude for 
a loan made to their mother in adversity would be for my boys 
more binding than a legal contract based on securities." 

•' I've got a wife," snarled Billy. " I can't fleece her to empty 
my pockets in yours." 

'' No, because you have left her nothing," said Mrs. Hadleigh, 
stung to the quick, sending full into his eyes a look before which 
he cowered. 

"There, there," he said, striving to regain his assurance. 
" You women take on so, a man can never tell what's comin* nex'. 
You've made me feel real queer, I declare. Gimme a drink o' 
whisky to set me up before we come down to business." 

" My boys don't drink, and there's no whisky in the house, and 
I have no business to talk with you." 

'* Oh, I say, keep your hair on," said Billy in a tone meant to 
be conciliating. ** I was just showin' I had to have some sort o' 
guarantee, an' I was lookin' roun' for one. How about givin' me 
a receipt for two hundred dollars dated twenty year back with 
renewals? Eh? An' I'll take my chances to come into it when 
you f^l set up again." 
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" Thank you, Cousin Billy, I don't care to trifle with figures or 
dates." 

Billy, who had untilnow been sparring, decided that the moment 
had come for his long-prepared blow. He sucked his lips medita- 
tively in over his teeth. 

** I've got it ! " he cried, as if suddenly struck by a new thought. 
** You know that strip o' land where your place reaches over to 
mine ? Tain't good for much, but 111 take that." 

"How?" said Mrs. Hadleigh simply. 

« Never you mind, except when I put in a claim for it with full 
proof it alius belonged by rights to Pine Grove an' not to Oak- 
dale, just don't you make much of a fight before the courts. It'll 
have to be a court thing, you know, to get roun' the mortgagee. 
Write out a paper agreein' to let me win, which nobody but mell 
see, an' the hundred's yours." 

Mrs. Hadleigh rose. 

*' You first suggest forgery, and then theft ? God help me, but 
I believe what I have always heard, that you are no better than 
a rogue." And she swept from the room, leaving him there> con- 
founded, wrinkling his lips over his teeth. Then he ran swearing 
to the tree where his horse was tied, and galloped madly away. 

The frequenters of Enoch Whetstone's bar remarked that after- 
noon that they had never seen Billy Stolton so bad, and that, 
even for him, the quantity of raw whisky he gulped down was 
prodigious. Billy started homewards at sunset, his eyes bloodshot 
and his mind confused beyond remembrance, save for an intense 
resentment, he knew not for what reason, against all that bore the 
name of Hadleigh. Steadying himself with both hands on the 
saddle, he let the horse find its own way, and dozed until he 
reached the drive leading to the house. Then, blurred as was 
his vision, he saw Rutherford Hadleigh and Laura standing 
together in the twilight. Digging his spur into the horse's flank, 
Billy dashed up to them. 

" Damn Hadleigh boy, ger out I " he muttered thickly, lunging 
at Rutherford with his right hand. He lost his balance and rolled 
over, Rutherford helping him to fall gently on the sward. As he 
was struggling to rise, cursing under his breath, Rutherford pushed 
him back. 

" Better stay where you arc, Cousin Billy ! That grass is good 
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as a bed ! " Rutherford laughed foolishly as he spoke. Billy, 
enraged to madness, burst out in the foulest language, Rutherford 
still treating it as a joke while Laura stood rigid with horror and 
shame. Billy, after several ignominious failures,' got to his feet, 
and Laura was taking his arm to help him, when he struck out 
with his fist, and she reeled back. A laugh froze on Rutherford's 
lips; he sprang at Billy's throat, grappled with him, and threw 
him. It was the first time that Rutherford had seen a man raise 
a hand against a woman, and never before had his indignation 
been so thoroughly roused. He lacked that extent of learning 
which in its misapplication may produce a cynic, but his unde- 
veloped brain had been wont to make light of all things. He non^ 
discovered in himself new depths which seemed to change his 
entire life. 

Laura had stood for a moment stunned, and, as she recovered, 
in her pain and humiliation she turned her resentment against the 
witness to this disgraceful scene. 

<< You coward ! " she said to Rutherford, her eyes flashing with 
anger. '' To profit by your strength to abuse an old man ! " 

Billy still lay stupidly where he had fallen, 

** But — but, Laura," gasped Rutherford, " the scoundrel struck 
youl" 

"Scoundrel?" cried Laura. "You dare use such a word to 
me in connection vrith my father ? And he did not strike me I 
I mean he didn't intend to. I came up when he didn't know I 
was by. He " 

" Oh, Laura I " pleaded Rutherford, " I know he didn't mean 
it, I know he is drunk, but ** 

" How kind of you to tell me my father is drunk," said Laura 
scornfully. " So you take pleasure not only in beating old men, 
but you insult women ? Come, father, I think we had better leave 
Mr. Hadleigh to ill-use somebody else." 

Rutherford looked after them, bewildered. Billy's anger was 
naturally accounted for by his inebriated condition ; but whence 
came Laura's resentment against him who had merely defended 
her? Had he been gifted with a deeper insight into character, 
or had he had a longer experience of women, he might then have 
understood Laura. As it was, he made his way sorrowfully back 
to Oakdale. He had returned home a few days before, and bad 
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tramped over to see Laura and take supper with her. He could 
now only forget the invitation, as she had done. He was sur- 
prised by the intensity of his emotion, and the fact that he should 
note it was as unusual as its presence. 

The change brought about in Rutherford by his experiences in 
town had increased Mrs. Hadleigh's sorrow, already heavy with 
financial anxiety and Dick's failing health and lost courage. Of 
what he had endured, he could never be induced to speak ; only 
by phrases dropped at random, gathered together and linked to 
remembrance of the condition in which he came back enfeebled 
physically and sobered mentally, could the truth be surmised. 
His reserve, his profound melancholy, were so different from his 
former reckless nature, that his mother reproached herself for 
having done him an injury in allowing him to leave her. She did 
not perceive that in his despondency there was no bitterness, but 
only realisation of events and conditions as they were. His soul 
was awakening to light, and she mourned the perversion of his 
nature. 

Late in the evening, Mrs. Hadleigh told Dick that, as a last 
resource, she had asked Billy Stolton to lend them enough money 
to save them, and that he had declared himself unable to do so. 
Not a word of coarseness or treachery. Dick listened silently. 
He had no further suggestions to make. It was Rutherford who 
spoke, to the surprise of his mother and brother. 

" There is one way out of it," he said. 

" There's a lot, but they all end in the pit," said Dick. " What 
do you know about such matters ? " 

** Nothin'," said Rutherford humbly. " Only I was thinkin'. 
Mother, didn't you use to have an old friend named Edward 
Leighton ? I know I've heard he was rich and used to be like 
grandfather's own son. Why don't you write to him ? " 

'' I should see myself and my children b^gars first," said Mrs. 
Hadleigh, much agitated, and abruptly leaving the room. 

** Kid, next time you've clever notions of your own, you'd best 
keep 'em to yourself," said Dick. 

Rutherford hung his head, without attempting to retort. 

Edward Leighton ! It was not the first time that his name had 
come up before Harriet Hadleigh's thoughts of late. Increased 
anxiety had compelled more reflection than she bad habitually 
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allowed herself since the petals had wilted from her wreath of 
roses, leaving a crown of thorns ; and rather than dwell upon a 
future which she could not fathom, she had looked back at the 
causes from which conditions had sprung. When Edward 
Leighton and Rutherford Hadleigh started out to fight in the 
Confederate ranks, she had swayed between the two and had en- 
couraged neither; and when either came back at times during 
lulls in the struggle, she would not, for thought of the other, heed 
his passionate words. When Edward Leighton was wounded and 
taken prisoner, and she heard of his sufferings among strangers, she 
told herself that he could have won her. But when Lee surrendered 
to save the handful of men that remained to him, and it was 
known that Edward Leighton's property had in part been spared, 
and Rutherford came in his stained coat of grey and said to her 
father, " Uncle John, I have not a roof over my head ; will you 
take me in?" Harry felt that her fate was sealed with those 
words. Her father had desired her to marry Edward Leighton ; 
but when Harry expressed her wish, he yielded. Edward Leighton 
had then passed out of her life ; and to her father's later repinings 
that Leighton would have had a home and comforts to give her, 
she would answer, " Rutherford brought a man's strength to de- 
vastated Oakdale, and made it possible for us to remain ". To 
follow Edward to the home he offered, it would indeed have been 
necessary to sacrifice Oakdale. The frightful realisation had come 
to her afterwards that it was this reflection, mingled with com- 
passion for the more unfortunate of her suitors, which had prompted 
her to marry Rutherford Hadleigh. Of love, she was inexperi- 
enced ; and what love she had known, had been, she now per- 
ceived, for Edward Leighton. He had returned once to Oakdale, 
not suspecting her engagement, and had noticed her with Had- 
leigh, and had asked jealously, " Miss Harry, is there anything 
between Rutherford and yourself?" Rutherford's health was 
still shaken by his privations, and his heart was weak; Harriet 
feared for him the effect of a scene. She met the other's search- 
ing gaze. " No," she said, " there is nothing." But the false- 
hood once told, her courage forsook her, and the crimson blood 
surged to her cheeks. Edward Leighton mechanically put his pipe 
to his mouth, and a convulsive movement of the jaw broke the stem 
in twain. Without another word he rose hurriedly, went to bis 
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room, threw his clothes together, carried the portmanteau to the 
stable, harnessed his horse to his trap and drove away, never to 
return. She considered it wounded pride which pained her as he 
left her j it was only later that she recognised love. And this was 
the man to whom she must now write for help ? Never I 

Harriet sat in her room, her elbows on the table, her head in 
her hands. Without, rain was falling monotonously, now that it 
was no longer needed. The patter of the drops on the shingle 
roof, the dripping of the eaves, intensified her sense of loneliness, 
her consciousness of the vanity of all things. She had sacrificed 
all for Oakdale, which was now to be ravished from her. What 
mattered one humiliation more, if thereby she might save it ? The 
sound of the rain, unremitting as the adversities of an evil destiny, 
maddened her. Thoughts failed her ; she tried to pray, and the 
words did not come. Putting out her hand, she opened her 
Bible and cast her eyes on the page. Her mother, she re- 
membered, used to appeal thus to God for guidance. She re- 
solved to obey if an indication were offered. Chance parted the 
leaves at the Book of Job, and two lines stood out from the 
rest : — 

"Thiiie own mouth condemneth thee, and not I; yea, thine 
own lips testify against thee". 

She closed the book and clasped her hands on her brow, 
" Thine own lips testify against thee." And immediately before, 
she had admitted to herself that she was perhaps wrong in resist- 
ing an appeal to Edward Leighton. The answer had been vouch- 
safed. 

Her letter was a frank, simple statement of her position. She 
excused herself for thus presuming on an early friendship, but she 
had heard that he had prospered, while her father, who had taken 
such an interest in Edward Leighton, had died in misfortune and 
left her in sorest straits. " For lack of a hundred dollars," she 
went on, " we are about to lose our only shelter, and I venture to 
ask if you could lend me this sum for a year on my personal 
promise to repay, since I have no security to offer." 

The dawn, which gave the signal for her duties to begin for the 
day, found her still seated at the table, looking vacantly at the 
lines she had penned. 

To deceive the boys, she pleaded some necessary purchase 
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which was never made, and drove alone to Sandy Bend to mail 
her letter, thus guarding a secret which would have been whispered 
all over the county had the address of Edward Leighton, in her 
hand, passed under the eyes of local post-master Crabbe. 

Two weeks later an answer came, which Mrs. Hadleigh ner- 
vously let fall as she opened the envelope. With the letter a 
cheque fluttered to the floor. When, in response to their mother's 
call, Dick and Rutherford came, they found her in prayer. 
Taking each by a hand, she drew them to their knees beside her 
to offer up a thanksgiving. Then, too profoundly moved to speak, 
she left them, asking forgiveness in her heart for the injury she 
had done Edward Leighton in fearing that he would deny her. 
Alone in her room, she unfolded the page. 

'< Dear Mrs. Hadleigh/' she read, '' Pray excuse me for not an- 
swering more promptly, but many important matters have occupied 
me. I am quite willing to lend you the sura desired for a year on 
your personal promise to repay — or even for two years, if more 
convenient I shall not require any interest. 

" I remain very truly yours, 

"Edward Leighton." 

Harriet's blood turned to ice. A curt refusal would have been 
merciful, compared to this. The man who had been at her feet 
vowing eternal devotion, the man who had been treated as her 
father's own son, was " willing to accept her personal promise," 
and "would not require interest," on a sum which would not be 
missed from his monthly income ! Harriet moaned aloud. Had 
she read this letter first, she would have torn the cheque to frag- 
ments. Now, since, not knowing, she had accepted it humbly and 
thanked God for it, she had only to suffer this further indignity. 
Her children, after all, were relieved of anxiety ; and once again 
Oakdale was saved. 

But in a new light she saw the words of the text which had in- 
spired her. "Thine own mouth condemneth thee, and not I; 
yea, thine own lips testify against thee." That of which her soul 
accused her, was battling against the will of God. 



CHAPTER XI 

HOW BLOWS THE WIND THAT BRINGS THE GOOD TO SOME 

WHEN Suffolk County found a pretext for giving a picnic — 
and none was ever neglected — the spot chosen was 
always Overland. First of all, Overland was far enough from any 
habitation to allow each youth the enjoyment of a long drive 
thither with the momentary object of his affections. Secondly, 
Overland possessed a platform ready for a dance at any time, 
after a few handfuls of grist had been thrown on and some willing 
shoes had glided until the boards were slippery as wax. True, 
the platform measured only fourteen feet by twelve, so that no 
more than six couples could be held comfortably thereon ; but a 
little or even great crowding often adds to the excitement, since 
a girl does not know when, in the confusion, she ma^ be taken 
round the waist by somebody who is not her partner. Lastly, 
as crowning advantage for Overland, there was a river passing 
near, spanned by a rustic bridge across which lay pine woods 
offering ideal retreats for confidential talks on — the weather. 

The weather had, indeed, become an absorbing topic of con- 
versation, and fear lest rain should sadden the festivities of the 
annual spring picnic and dance had become a haunting oppression. 
After the parched autumn and cold winter, a wet season would 
not be surprising. In all the country churches, vdth one excep- 
tion, prayers for fair weather had been offered up in advance. 
Only Deacon Springs, when requested to join his petitions to the 
rest, had cautiously answered that he would wait for the barometer 
to steady some, before committing the Lord. 

Rutherford Hadleigh, with a violin, was leading the dance 
music, seconded by Reddy Curtis with a flute. As, for the sake 
of appearances, they had to have an orchestra of three. Stumpy 
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Warton was pressed into service with a piece of tissue-paper 
stretched over one of his sister's side-combs. Rosie Warton's 
left-hand hair forthwith came down in straggling wisps on her 
neck, and in answer to gallant jibes she gaily explained that they 
were dancing without a partner. 

Rutherford brandished his violin. 

" Now, then I " he cried. " What'll we start with ? " 

a Jig I " " Waltz I " " Square dance ! " '* Any old thing ! " 
came from all directions. 

Sure of pleasing one faction by whatever he might select, he 
struck up Georgia Camp Meeting. But the dancers waited 
helplessly. 

" I kint dence without stompin*," said a plaintive voice. 

The musicians, seated in chairs borrowed from a family cart, 
their feet resting on the bare earth, had forgotten the most im- 
portant part of their duties, where country dancers were concerned. 
A plank was brought for them, and the shoes of the orchestra 
forthwith began to mark the measure. Reddy and Stumpy did 
■little else to assist in the music that day. Stumpy giggled so 
violently every time he put the comb to his mouth and thought 
of his sister's dangling hair, that he produced only breathy wails ; 
and Reddy, although he protested that he had learned half the 
stops on his flute, did not know when to use them, so finally gave 
up in disgust, not at his failure, but at Rutherford's unreasonable 
grumbling, and used his instrument as a baton, beating the 
measure out of all time and shape. 

A diversion was caused in the early afternoon by the arrival of 
a short spare man, some thirty years of age, with round rosy face, 
bright black eyes, and dark hair so long that it stood out in a 
point on each side of his head under the brim of his hat. He 
drove a briskly trotting pony in a two-wheeled trap, and came up 
cracking his whip and crying : — 

" Here we are ! Here we are ! Now the fun can begin ! " 

"Hi, it's Doc! Hello, Doc! How'd you happen to come 
alone ? '' shouted the crowd. 

" 'Cause we got upset, an' the rest o' the party's lyin' in a ditch 
up the road. It would 'a' made me late if Fd stopped to pick 'em 
up, so I left 'em there. Anyway, they had their necks broken, an' 
weren't worth botherin' about." 
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By this time he had hitched his horse to a tree and was mixing 
with the merry-makers. 

" Who were they ? " Doc's jokes were so proverbial that some 
one was always ready to give him a cue. 

" My two best pipes." Doc led the general laugh. " I'd 
wanted to smoke the 'squitoes away from the girls, but the dears 
will just have to let their precious noses get bitten, now." 

" So you didn't bring your girl? " asked Joe Joyce. 

** Haven't got one," said Doc dejectedly. 

*< Oh, oh, oh ! Shades of Anias and Sophia, where are thou ? " 
exclaimed Hezekiah Benton, the miller's son, assuming a dramatic 
pose. 

" Haven't got one, 'cause I've got fifteen, who're all here right 
now, an' I've got to thank you fellows for fetchin' 'em along for me 1 " 

Roars of applause greeted this sally, while the fifteen young 
ladies present blushed and simpered. 

" And if there isn't Miss EUie, the first girl I ever loved, years 
and years ago, when I was a kid ! " 

Doc pointed to EUie Crabbe, the post-master's daughter, aged . 
fourteen, and making her first appearance in public. The atten- 
tion of being remarked, of being considered old, of having a handle 
attached to her name, overcame Miss EUie. She really felt her 
heart flutter. It was delicious. She had heard of such oc- 
currences, but had never dared hope to experience them. She 
had been left coldly aside by the dancers, who were themselves so 
young that they feared to compromise their social standing by 
ifrequenting her. 

'' Come along, Miss Ellie, you're goin' to give me this dance 
for old times' sake ! " 

He led her up to the platform, but her jealous rivals were 
watching. 

** Oh, you Doc Howard I " cried one of Ellie's slighted elders. 
"You got to join the music. Ruth' Hadleigh's done wore his 
fingers an' our ears out." 

"Can't. Cut my finger," said Doc, displaying an elaborate 
bandage. <' I'm a dancin' man to-day I " 

The musicians had been voted a three minutes' rest, when 
Rosie Warton came mysteriously up. 

" Who's Dick drivin'? " she whispered to Rutherford. 
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" Aw, come 'long, Miss Rosie/' called Hiram Twigg, in whose 
absence from his shop the worthy people of Sandy Bend would 
have been deprived of supplies had they, too, not mercifully been 
at Overland. 

"You jes' wait," answered Rosie; then dropping her voice, 
"Who?" to Rutherford. 

" Curiosity killed a cat," bantered Rutherford. 

" I ain't a cat 1 " Rosie snapped. 

"Then don't you get killed." 

Rosie caught his arm and pulled him from the chair. 

" Now you come," she said. 

"You Ruth* Hadleigh, don' you leave that ban' stan'! We 
want more dancin' I " cried out Joe Joyce. 

"Oh, you shet ep, now!" snarled Rosie. "Ef you want 
music, here's some. Pete ! Pete Stolton ! Take that 'er' fiddle 
an* scrape away ! Mr. Hiram, you jes' wait a week ! " And she 
darted off, dragging Rutherford after her. 

"Who's that girl?" 

Rutherford broke from her and stood off, laughing. 

" Go see," he said. 

" You mean ole thing I You better tell 1 " 

"Oh, you coward!" jeered Rutherford. "You daren't go 
look!" 

" Well, I do, so there, now ! " 

" I dare you to ! " 

Rosie was of that class of mortals who try to atone for mental 
limitations by pretending to unlimited valiancy. Accordingly, she 
approached the clearing towards which she had seen Dick drive 
with a woman dressed in black and heavily veiled, who could not 
be from Suffolk County ; for a death there was a notorious event 
when it was not an occasion for general mourning. 

Rosie came boldly up to the buggy. 

"HeUo, Dick! "she said. 

" Good-afternoon, Miss Rosie," Dick answered stiffly as if not 
over-pleased with the greeting. 

"Why don' you come dance?" continued Rosie. 

" I'm not dancing to-day." 

Rosie tried to peer under the black veil, but could not» She 
shifted from one foot to the other. 
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" Well, I got to be goin'," she said, after an awkward pause. 
" Mr. Hiram's waitin* to cross the bridge with me." 

''Lucky Mr. Hiram ! " was all that her former admirer found to 
say. 

Rosie, ready to cry with mortification, ran ignominiously away 
to draw everybody's attention to the mysterious stranger, until the 
bridge was deserted in favour of the sickly pines near the platform, 
the couples staring each time they passed, at Dick and his com- 
panion. 

Rutherford had profited by his liberty to rejoin Laura, whom 
Mrs. Stolton allowed to go to these picnics on condition that she 
should avoid promiscuity by not dancing. The great coldness 
which Laura had shown him for a while after the scene with her 
father had disappeared. Yet Rutherford felt that something in 
their old intimacy was lost, and it pained him. 

*' Laura," he said as he came up, ** have you heard the news ? 
Do you know who drove over with Dick ? " 

**The trees were in the way, and I could not see who it was." 

"Well, look now." 

Taking the bridle, he led the horse forward a few steps so that 
Laura, from her seat in the carriage, commanded the further clear- 
ing. One glimpse of the erect, well-dressed figure, the proudly 
poised head, the daintily gloved hands clasped carelessly in the lap, 
was sufficient. 

<* It's Eleanor van Osten 1 " 

Rutherford nodded gaily. 

" You're the only one that's guessed." 

" But who could ? When did s^e get here ? " 

"Yesterday." 

"Why, I saw Aunt Harry the day before, and she didn't say she 
was expecting anybody." 

"She wasn't." 

" Oh, so Miss van Osten is not staying with you ? " 

" Yes, but she is, though." 

" I don't understand," said I-Aura. 

" I don't either," said Rutherford, moving away. 

" Rutherford ! " cried Laura. " Come back, do ! Wait just a 
minute! Tell me " 

" By-and-by," said Rutherford, enjoying her curiosity. " Pete 
7 
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can't fiddle worth a hatful o' pea-husks, an' the girls ain*t danc- 
in'!" 

It might be said that Eleanor's return had been to the Hadleighs 
an even greater surprise than it was to Laura. Dick brought 
home from the post-office a black-bordered letter addressed to 
Mrs. Hadleigh, the writing on which he had known at once. He 
handed it to his mother, saying simply, "It's from Miss van 
Osten," and waited for her to read. Letters in remote country 
districts are such unusual incidents in the monotony of life, that 
they are always considered common property. 

''Oh, impossible!" exclaimed Mrs. Hadleigh, and she gave 
the letter to Dick. 

*' Dear Mrs. Hadleigh," he read, '' My uncle and guardian, 
who has been the only father I have known, is dead, and the 
surroundings in which I now find myself alone are so painful to 
me that I am acting on an impulse to leave for the South to- 
morrow. I expect to go to the Edsons. But I shall pass Sandy 
Bend Station Wednesday at 5.30 p.m., and if it would not incon- 
venience you to receive me, I should be gladder than I can say 
to stop with you for a few days. If there is no one to meet me, 
I shall understand perfectly, and shall go on to Richmond. I 
am almost afraid to invite myself in this way. Yet I remember 
your kind words when we parted, that I should be welcome when- 
ever I wanted to come. I am weary in heart and spirit, and 
sorely need the rest which I have learned by experience that 
Oakdale can give me. 

** Believe me ever affectionately yours, 

** Eleanor van Osten." 

" Five-thirty — FU just make it," said Dick, starting towards the 
door. 

" But, Dick, I said it was impossible," protested Mrs. Hadleigh. 

'' It's impossible that the gates of Oakdale should be denied to 
a guest," Dick answered. 

" But you know that I have no help in the house. You can't 
expect me to do her work as well as yours and mine." 

" I'll stop on the way and tell Julia to come." 

" My son, think of the expense." 
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«* It shall be met somehow." 

Mrs. Hadleigh, thus beaten back on every point, threw up her 
hands helplessly. 

" It's presuming too far, to invite herself thus," she said, " And 
it was not I, but you, who said she might come again." 

"It would be unworthy of Southern hospitality to make her 
feel it," said Dick. *' I'll be back for supper — with her." 

Running to his room, he dressed rapidly. In his eagerness 
to learn the contents of Eleanor's letter, he had not unhitched 
Coquette from the buggy, and a few moments later he was driving 
away at a fast trot. 

" If he could only miss the train," thought Mrs. Hadleigh as 
she watched him. She read the truth now, and no words could 
again deceive her. With anger in her heart, and oppressed^ by 
forebodings, she prepared with her own hands the room for 
Eleanor, and then went down to the kitchen. 

This resentment subsided when Eleanor came, truly grief- 
stricken and much altered. Her mourning dress was simple, her 
ways were sober, her face had thinned. Mrs. Hadleigh, who 
had accused her of heartlessness, now felt sympathy for the girl. 

" You did well to come to us, my dear," she said gently, and 
kissed Eleanor, who turned away her head as if to hide tears. 

Without mentioning picnic or dance, which she might in her 
affliction have sought to avoid, Dick asked her to drive next day, 
apologising for the blind mare. The unexplained truth was that 
Coquette, after the trip to Sandy Bend, following close upon an 
eight-mile drive to the post-office, and field work done in the 
morning, required rest. Eleanor accidentally, as she thought, 
found herself a witness to the Overland festivities. 

The crowd gave signs of becoming turbulent. The girls had 
danced until they were nervously exhausted, and insisted on 
dancing more and more. The men were disappearing with 
steadily increasing frequency in the direction of an open-air bar, 
and were coming thence vrith cheeks ever redder and feet less 
steady. Almost a riot was provoked by the discovery that Doc 
Howard's finger was not hurt at all, and he had simply wanted to 
avoid doing his duty as a musician. With screams that might 
have been heard a mile away, boys and girls pushed him laughing 
towards the orchestra. 



100 THE SCAR 

Dick decided that it was time to go. 

As they drew near the railway crossing, Dick held the mare 
firmly, mindful that her fear of train whistles was abnormal. 

To Eleanor's lips came a question which, lest she change coun- 
tenance, she had not dared ask while his attention was upon her. 

" Do tell me about dear Uncle Jake. Is he well ? '* 

^* Very infirm, but as good and patient as ever," answered Dick. 
" Hoo, Sal ! There, girl ! " Although she could not see and there 
was no sound to be heard, the mare gave signs of uneasiness. 

"Then he is not dead ? " 

" Dead ? " exclaimed Dick. " And why should he be ? " 

Eleanor laughed to give vent to her relief. 

" Oh, there is the best possible reason why he should not be. 
He announced that he would be gone when I came back to 
Oakdale. I told him I was not coming back, and he would not 
listen to me. So when I did come unexpectedly, I dreaded to 
ask after him. I had heard about second sight among negroes. 
But I see they are fallible." 

** It is odd," said Dick, '* I never knew Uncle Jake to miss 
before. It didn't take him often, but when he did talk of that 
sort of thing, he was a regular oracle. Why, didn't he tell- " 

" With all psychic phenomena," interrupted Eleanor, who did 
not want to be convinced, " only the negative proof is absolute. 
A prophet may be right a thousand times, yet they may be so 
many coincidences and cannot suffice to establish his system as 
a science. But let him be wrong once, and you can unhesitat- 
ingly condemn him, for scientific laws are invariable. So there 
is an end to Uncle Jake's alleged gift." 

" Tell me why you didn't let me know of his prophecy that I 
should see you again ? " 

** Have I not just shown you that such things are silly ? " 

" Not when they mean for one's heart the difierence between 
life and death." 

The reins had slackened, and he had fixed his ardent eyes on 
Eleanor's face, when suddenly the shrill scream of a whistle rent 
the air. The blind mare quivered from ears to tail, leaped for- 
ward, and bolted. Before Dick could draw in the reins, she was 
rushing madly on, beyond all control. In front was the gleaming 
track ; to the right was the train speeding towards them. 
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** Jump I " ordered Dick. 

" And you ? " said Eleanor. 

" I stay with the mare. Jump, I say I " 

** I stay too ! " 

** Eleanor, for God's sake I It means death 1 " 

** Then we die together." 

Her cheeks were slightly flushed, and she betrayed no sign of 
fear, not even a tremor in her hands. Dick gauged the distance 
separating them from the rails and the train ; then, dropping the 
reins, he caught Eleanor in his arms, and jumped. His head 
struck a tree by the roadside, and from a deep cut behind his ear 
fast-flowing blood bathed them both as they lay, stunned, in each 
other's arms. 

Eleanor, who was unhurt, soon regained consciousness. She 
raised herself unsteadily and put her hand upon his heart to make 
sure that it was still beating. With her handkerchief she tried to 
stop the flow of blood from the wound, and taking his laiger 
handkerchief, she made a bandage to hold in place the ear that 
was all but torn from his head. She looked about her. There 
was no house in sight, and she did not remember having seen one 
since leaving Overland, now far behind them. Not knowing the 
country, she might wander miles seeking a house while Dick, 
neglected, might bleed to death. Some of the picnickers would 
surely pass here on their way home, and, as it was now nearing 
sunset, the wisest policy seemed to be waiting. Seated by the 
roadside, she held Dick's head. Presently a country cart con- 
taining a party of eight, drawn by a pair of strong horses, came 
down the road and stopped before the stranded couple. 

** It is Richard Hadleigh," explained Eleanor. ** There was an 
accident, and we had to jump. He is seriously injured." 

Ready hands laid him in the bottom of the cart, on an im- 
provised couch made of coats taken ofl" by the men. 

".We'd better get him to Mis' Joyce's," said one. " He's too 
bad to go this way as fer's Oakdale." 

Another bent over to examine the wound. 

'' It's an ugly place," he said, " behind the ear, an' the ear jus' 
nex' to tore off. I reckon home's the best place for him, if we 
can get him there." 

"Anyways^" broke in a woman, ** it'll come easier now he's 
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stupid-like than when he gets his right senses back and is stifT 
and achin'. Jim, you walk back to Overland to see if Doc*s 
still there. Joell stop at the cross-roads in case he's back at the 
office. Who are you ? " the woman asked Eleanor. 

" I am a guest of Mrs. Hadleigh's/' said Eleanor. ** I came 
only yesterday." 

" Well, climb in, an' we'll make tracks. This pore boy can't 
lose no time." 

They offered Eleanor a chair, but she insisted on sitting in the 
bottom of the cart that she might take Dick's head in her lap and 
break for him the jolts of the springless vehicle. On her face was 
an expression strangely mingled of anxiety and exultation. 



CHAPTER XII 

HOW RIGHTEOUS WRATH MAY OPE THE WAY TO WILE 

THE news of Dick Hadleigh's accident spread so rapidly 
that ere an hour had elapsed excited negroes were flock- 
ing to the house from all directions. The blind mare had run a 
mad course in which neither she nor the buggy had been injured, 
so that Dick might have escaped had he not jumped. And as it 
was commonly reported that he had been killed, wise axioms were 
framed on the strange ways of Providence and the best policy in 
emergencies. Many negroes displayed on their faces an appropri- 
ate woe, emphasised by loud grunts, between which they belaboured 
their chests with their fists ; others wore the stolid mask which 
may render the negro's state of mind unfathomable for those who 
know him best, and walked on as they might to work or to prison, 
to marriage or to execution ; some could not conceal their joy at 
the sensational prospect of a " fune'al in de fahmbly," their roll- 
ing eyeballs and projecting teeth given a semblance of whiteness 
only by contrast with a dusky skin. 

"Who'd V thunk it*d V been Marse Dick?" said one. 
"Dere's young Miss*' — Harriet Hadleigh had always remained 
" young Miss " — " her ent ez strong's he look, an' he might go pop 
any day. No ; de Lawd got to spare 'em to see disher day o' 
mou'nin'. Dere's Rut'erford" — Mrs. Hadleigh's efforts to have 
him recognised as a man to whom the respectful title of 
** Marse " was due, had been vain — " dere's Rut'erford, who do 
ack fool some, who might 'a' gotten kill in a accadenk. No ; de 
Lawd got to tek de widdo' eldes' bawn, de man o' strengt' an' 
full o' wisdom. Disher do be a day o' trial an' triblation fo' de 
ole Dale o' Bounty, shu' now ! " 

They grouped round the house, watching the doors and 
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windows. There was no sign of movement ; not a sound was to 
be heard save the occasional grunts of the negroes. 

" Rosella, you go see," they said. Proud of her privileges as 
Jake Ellis's daughter, Rosella strode forward and walked boldly in. 
Hall, parlour and dining-room were deserted ; but on the rear ver- 
andah was Julia, profiting by the confusion to enjoy her mistress's 
rocking-chair. 

** You low-down nigger, you cl'ar out o' Miss Harry* rockin'- 
chayer," ordered Rosella sternly, with the negro's instinct of cen- 
suring in others liberties which he himself would not hesitate to 
take. As Julia, frightened at detection even by one of her own 
race, complied with guilty haste, Rosella added in a hoarse whis- 
per, '* Whe' de cawpse?" 

" Ent none yit," the other answered importantly. 

" Go long, now ! Ent Marse Dick get kiB ? " 

" Ef he ent, he mos', but de breat' ent out o' him yit." 

Rosella was indignant. 

" He 'bleeged to die ! Ent Marse Curtis' hound howl fo' t'ree 
day? Ent he done jes* de same 'fo' ole Miss Curtis die? An* 
ent he howl fo* ole Miss Sue ? An' now you mek out fo' tell de* 
ent gwine be no fune'al ? Go long, nigger, an' don' yo' try none 
o' yo' lies on Rosella Morrison ! " With this, Rosella swept ma- 
jestically into the side-hall, towards a room where she heard 
muffled footsteps. Opening the door noiselessly, she thrust her 
head in. The doctor was holding Dick's pulse, and spoke reassur- 
ingly to Mrs. Hadleigh. 

" He's comin' round now ; all you've got to do is to keep the 
bandages right and make him lie still, and don't let him be 
bothered, and — ^who've we got here?" he asked, noticing the head 
in the door. 

" 'Bleeged to look on he daid face," muttered Rosella sulkily. 

** Well, you get out." The tone was too imperative to admit of 
demurring, and Rosella disappeared. 

Nature had created Howard with the special view of making him 
a physician, and he had complaisantly acquiesced without either 
combating or furthering her intentions. His instinct for diagnosis 
amounted to inspiration, and he trusted to a like power for the line 
of treatment. His manner was convincing, and his voice so merry 
that it brought cheer to the most miserable sinner in terror of ap- 
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^roacbing death. His aggravating good-humour under the most 
trying circumstances had even resulted in a wreck of his home 
harmony. He laughed if a hailstorm beat all the fruit from the 
trees or lost the early crops ; he laughed if a horse broke its leg 
>Aiid had to be shot ; he laughed if aught went wrong with his 
cases or if his friends had misfortunes; he laughed, in short, at 
everything distasteful in his life or in that of others, saying that the 
world was made for merriment, and one pretext served as well as 
another. One day his father lost patience, and despairing before 
such irresponsibility which left little hope of his becoming an hon- 
ourable man, bade Doc reside thenceforth at a little two-roomed 
building which Doc had called his office and used as such. The 
truth was, that he had right to neither title nor consulting-room. 

He had read medical books, and had seen enough illness and 
accident to gain experience. He also met doctors occasionally, 
and discussed cases with them. But he lacked the qualification 
without which a man is not supposed to practise. His family had 
sent him to the University of Virginia, and he had come home 
before receiving his degree, saying that the course there was too 
theoretical, and of no value to him, since he could get it all from 
books. After the rupture with his family, his friends, taking his 
interest to heart, made up a purse and insisted on his going to 
Baltimore. In a month he was back among them, saying that at 
the Johns Hopkins it was all applied, and he could learn as much 
at home while making money instead of spending it. Indignant at 
his wanton sacrifice of all hope for a career, some old residents 
then induced the sheriff to arr^t him for illegal practice. The 
excuse found was a good one; Doc had operated a man for a 
tumour in the abdomen, having no other help than the farm boy 
to sponge away the blood, and the patient had unfortunately died 
under the knife. But when the sheriff rode up, Doc received him 
so pleasantly, discussed the matter so frankly and produced some 
whisky so excellent, that the sheriff reflected the charge might 
prove a serious one under the circumstances and that, after all. 
Doc was a Howard, and consequently it would be an outrage to 
arrest him. So the sheriff went his way, and Doc practised on, 
gaining applied knowledge which, perhaps, was worth a university 
course in his limited field. And if he occasionally found diffi- 
culties in collecting his fees, since the absence of an M.D. certifi- 
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cate made it impossible for him to insist, there were others who 
dealt better by him, and there was scarcely a house in the region 
but was open to him for a meal at any hour of the day he might 
be passing, or to spend the night if such was his desire. 

There were two treatments which had particularly served to 
establish a local reputation for Doc Howard One concerned 
funerals and the other hysteria. 

It was almost a privil^e to have a bereavement, if Doc Howard 
could be in the house. His discreet silence, his ready sympathy, 
his efficient management, his impeccable behaviour, were a joy 
in the blackest sorrow ; there was nothing in the way of outward 
cares to check the free flow of one's grief. "A well-managed 
funeral," he was wont to say sententiously, "will do a doctor 
more good than scores of successful cases." 

His mastery over hysteria was due not so much to the remedies 
employed, as to his manner of administering them. As an example 
of his method, may be cited the case of Mrs. Stolton, accepted by 
all this lady's friends as a veritable miracle. 

Long after the knowledge of her husband's full depth of base- 
ness was forced upon her, Mrs. Stolton kept a brave heart for her 
daughter's sake, and betrayed no sign of the anguish devouring 
her. Prodigies of self-control ended by overstraining her nervous 
organisation. The day came when mysterious symptoms pro- 
claimed their alarming presence. She lost strength, she ceased 
sleeping, she suspended eating, she renounced working. She 
grew tearful and irritable. She made her will, and cast regretful 
glances at familiar objects as she went to bed each night, certain 
that she would be dead before morning. Her ever-recurring 
surprise did not diminish as renewed suns continued to peep in 
at the window and rouse her. Nor did her emotion abate when 
night arrived again. If she had been mistaken so many times, all 
the more reason why she should be fatally right at last Once, 
her pulse stopped beating for fifteen minutes ! She told Howard 
so, and accused him of not appreciating the gravity of her condition. 

'* Where did you feel for it ? " asked Howard. 

" There 1 " she replied, touching a portion of the wrist innocent 
of all save flesh and bone. 

" If you had felt here, you would probably have found it," re- 
marked Howard, indicating the artery. 
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''Then it has changed places!" cried out Mrs. Stolton. ''I 
knew a woman whose heart turned over. She died. My fate is 
sealed ! " And she burst into tears. 

Howard looked grave. 

" In that case/' he said, '* it is high time for desperate remedies. 
I think I am justified ; have I your sanction ? *' 

'' Oh, yesy anything to save me for my poor child's sake ! " 
sobbed Mrs. Stolton. " I cannot leave Laura an orphan ! " 

Howard took his leather medicine bag and retired to the 
dining-room, locking the door after him. He then proceeded to 
make twenty-four bread pills, which he sugar-coated and put in 
a box. Next he filled a clean phial with water from a pitcher 
on the sideboard. He carefully labelled box and bottle before 
returning to Mrs. Stolton's room. 

** These," he said, showing her the box, '' are pills e Mica Pants, 
I have marked that six may be taken in the twenty-four hours, 
but on no condition must you take more. Take them only after 
paroxysms, and if you can manage with three or four, it'll be a lot 
better for you in the long run. 

" As the action of Mica Panis is very energetic, sometimes too 
much so, I have provided a counter-poison. This" — he held 
up the bottle of water — '* is Protoxyde of Hydrogen, If half an 
hour after takin* a pill you hear a strange buzzing in your head 
and feel a peculiar weakness in the knees, then don't lose one 
moment, my dear Mrs. Stolton, dotCt lost one nwmenti'\i& repeated 
impressively, "in takin' a teaspoonful of this. But remember 
that you are runnin' no small risk in takin' these drugs; only 
your critical condition could justify me in resortin' to 'em. If you 
abuse 'em, I won't answer for the consequences." 

Doc Howard allowed the treatment three days in which to ac- 
complish its work, during which time he scrupulously avoided 
Pine Grove and the neighbourhood generally. When he came 
again, Mrs. Stolton met him with vehement reproaches. 

" It was inhuman to leave me so," she declared. "What I've 
gone through, God alone knows. We sent fifteen or sixteen times 
to your office, and couldn't get you. The action of those drugs 
was so horrible that I thought I couldn't stand it. My nerves are 
wrecked, and I am weak as a child. My head would sing and 
my knees would tremble so whenever I took the pills, that I 
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would fall on the floor. The counter-poison was worse. After 
taking it, I would lie on the bed like dead, and the most awful 
visions would rise before me. I am cured, now ; but it was so 
frightful, that I would die rather than begin again." 

Howard counted her pulse. 

*• Yes, we've saved you," he said. " And if you eat regularly, 
go to bed early, keep busy and don't worry, we sha'n't have to 
begin again. If you've got any of the pills and the protoxyde left, 
give 'em back to me. They're too dangerous to leave 'em knock- 
in about." 

Thanks to a few bread pills followed by teaspoonfuls of pure 
water, Mrs. Stolton was indeed permanently relieved of nervous 
phenomena. The tale of her miraculous cure gained such wide- 
spread notoriety that Dr. Howard's e Mica Pants pills and spoon- 
fuls of Protoxyde of Hydrogen were tried by many women of the 
neighbourhood, with unfailing benefit. 

This existence suflBced for Howard. Seeing no evil in the day 
and considering the good thereof sufficient, the past and the 
future were for him books equally closed and uninteresting. The 
very office in which he lived was not his; it belonged to the 
father who had cast him off; and it could not have occurred to 
him either to be grateful for the shelter afforded or to fear that it 
might be denied. In three years not once had he taken thought 
for the home which was closed to him, or for those who remained 
there. It was a lordly mansion, worthy of colonial Virginia and 
of the name of Howard. In it dwelt those worthy of all his 
affection and esteem, could he have known one sentiment or the 
other. A grand old gentleman, of the type one finds only in the 
ancient nobility of Europe and the hereditary aristocracy of the 
South, specimens of which grow rarer and rarer as the levelling 
spirit of the age casts down the highest because the lowest cannot 
be raised ; a sweet-faced, mild-tempered old lady, like a portrait 
by Reynolds or a chapter from Goldsmith. When the gates of 
Broad Lawn had clanged for ever on the one hope of the house, 
banished with his father's malediction for dishonour by illegal 
practice, the two had cut off from them all outside interests. No 
one had seen them since ; occasional news of them was brought 
by negroes ; but they knew not the world, and the world knew 
them not. The son would not have forsaken them deliberately. 
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They had turned him out That he had invited, nay, necessitated 
this chastisement, did not impress him. They had sent him forth 
to make his own career. He was making it. 

Following Howard to receive his instructions, Mrs. Hadleigh 
left Julia in charge, after giving stern orders that nobody else was 
to be admitted. It was of Eleanor that Mrs. Hadleigh thought ; 
for knowing that men are particularly susceptible when ill, she 
firmly resolved that the girl should not enter the sick-room. As 
for Rutherford, he suspected no mishap, and had not yet returned. 

The mistress was no sooner gone than Julia called in Rosella. 
Dick was just regaining consciousness, although he could not 
make the slightest movement 

Rosella leaned over him. 

** Look like he daid," she said. 

Julia tore up the sheet from the bottom of the bed, and caught 
his foot. 

'* He foot ent much cole," she commented critically. 

The two sat silent for a few minutes. Then Rosella spoke. 

" You go look in he face, Julia.*' 

" Sure, he do look daid now," said Julia, passing her hand over 
that part of his cheek which was free from bandages. He (^ned 
his eyes, mutely supplicating. 

" He do be starin' at me wid he ghos'-eye," continued Julia. 
" Uh ent like he daid face." 

Rosella put her hand on the foot which Julia had neglected to 
cover. 

"Julia! He foot cole!" 

Julia's hand crept slowly up the leg. 

" Da's so ! An' he cole up to de ankle I Shin-bone, too ! I 
swan, Rosella, he do be cole up to he knee ! " 

" 'Twon't be long now," said Rosella comfortably. " Wonder 
whar' dey*ll be fo' bury 'em ? " • 

" Ober to Jerusalem, uh reckon, lessen dey bury 'em under he 
own apple-tree." Julia snickered at the thought. '* Where'd dey 
bury he pa, Rosella ? " 

** Uh disremember, presackly. Go look in he daid face, Julia." 

As Julia drew near Dick tried to speak, but only his lips 
moved. 

" He face do be twitchin'/' she said in alarm. 
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** Den he daid, sure. Close up he eye, chile, an* say ' Blessed 
be de works o* de Lawd I ' " 

As the woman's cold fingers pressed rudely on his eyelids, 
causing acute pain in the wound, Dick, with a mighty effort, 
groaned aloud. Julia jumped back, and even Rosella, at a 
distance, was panic-stricken. 

** Uh'm gosh-darned if uh set up wid no ghos'-cawpse," said 
Julia, making for the door. 

" Sure, uh got go fo' tell de nigger," said Rosella, hastily follow- 
ing her, and Dick was left in merciful solitude. 

His mind travelled as a cork on the sea, caught up on the sur- 
face of every wave of thought, but deflected by the next, and able 
to penetrate none. He forgot the negresses' gruesome talk to 
wonder what had happened to him ; then both ideas were driven 
away by the cackling of a hen under his window, for which strange 
noise he tried to account until he heard a pig squealing, and then 
puzzled over that until human voices again sounded near him, 
one of them making his weak heart try to throb before his mind 
had divined the speaker. Mrs. Hadleigh, mistrusting Julia and 
returning to Dick as soon as the doctor had gone, had met Eleanor 
coming towards the door. 

** What did the doctor say?" asked Eleanor anxiously. 

** That he requires great care and absolute quiet, but does not 
seem in present danger." 

Eleanor looked relieved. 

" Then, dear Mrs. Hadleigh, do let me stay by him for a while, 
and try to rest a little. I see how badly you need it." 

" I cannot leave my son," said Mrs. Hadleigh, more bent than 
ever on her determination that Eleanor should not be alone with 
him. 

" I have had some experience with illness, and could at least 
call you if you were needed." 

** A sick man's bedside is not the place for a young woman," 
said Mrs. Hadleigh, indignant at this insistence. '' Indeed, a 
house under these conditions is too gloomy. Frankly, Miss van 
Osten, the care I must give my son will no longer allow me to 
attend as I should to a guest ; and I think it better for you that 
you should join your friends as soon as possible." 

She spoke with the rapidity and precision of premeditation. 
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Her attitude as much as her words caused the colour to fade 
from Eleanor's cheek. 

" Certainly, Mrs. Hadleigh, of course," Eleanor said in ill-con- 
cealed perplexity. '* I had intended to go, and merely wished to 
— ^to see Mr. Hadleigh again." 

" He is not in a condition to receive strangers," Mrs. Hadleigh 
retorted cuttingly. That word was the pivot on which her whole 
future turned. Lashed to anger after having sunk in despair, 
Eleanor's mind found the solution which had been lacking ; when 
she spoke, she had completely regained her assurance. 

" Perhaps ; but he will not refuse to see the woman to whom he 
is engaged. Of course I shall not remain in the house at present ; 
I shall merely see — Dick, and then shall go to Richmond to wait 
until — ^the wedding." 

Mrs. Hadleigh reeled back against the wall. 

^* I cannot believe, Miss van Osten, that my son would have 
kept his engagement from me," she gasped. 

" When he was brought home, I should judge he was scarcely 
in a condition to speak," said Eleanor. 

" Oh," cried Mrs. Hadleigh, ** then it was " 

''Before the accident. He proposed to me, and I accepted 
him." 

To Dick's confused mind, hearing from his room, it was all 
delightfully true. As is often the case with severe shocks, he 
had forgotten what came immediately before, remembering only 
his intention to declare his love. Eleanor's account of what had 
passed sank deep as, from sheer gladness, he fell into a natural 
sleep. 

Mrs. Hadleigh, recalling the patient, had drawn Eleanor into 
the parlour. She stopped at the mantel to rearrange some field 
grasses fallen apart in a vase. Eleanor noted this detail with 
vividness, as one will under extreme tension. As for Mrs. 
Hadleigh, the memory of field grasses grew so hateful to her, that 
the day came when she trampled these under her feet, although 
they had been gathered and put there by her dead husband. 

'* I have not the right to doubt your word, Miss van Osten," 
said Mrs. Hadleigh in measured tones, '' but I confess I am not 
quite sure of your motives. You will excuse me for the frankness 
with which I speak ; this is not a time for mincing words. You 
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know that my son Richard is my mainstay, and I think you have 
heard of the struggle I had in rearing his brother and himself 
when I was left a widow absolutely without means. I do not 
•complain of the fact of his marrying ; that, I knew, would have 
to come. But the sacrifices I have made for him have rendered 
him very dear to me, and you will understand that I should wish 
to see him marry happily. He is a better judge than I in this 
matter, you might say. I think not. I have an experience of 
the world which he lacks. And I am wondering what could be 
the motives that would drive a girl of your position to marry a 
poor Southern farmer?" 

" Mrs. Hadleigh, you presume cruelly upon the privileges be- 
longing to you as the mother of my future husband," said Eleanor. 
''Although a girl, as a rule, need only make her confession to 
the man she promises to marry, I will answer your question. I 
love Dick." 

" Yet you left him.'* 

" And returned to him." 

Mrs. Hadleigh's eyes flashed scorn, and Eleanor realised the 
disadvantages of quick repartee. 

"Then I am to understand " began Mrs. Hadleigh. 

Eleanor interrupted her. 

" That a dozen times, a hundred times, he sought opportunities 
to propose, and I would not allow him because I could not reject 
him and dared not accept until I had thrown myself again in my 
own circle and was sure of myself. I passed through the test, 
and knew.*' 

This simple statement outwitted Mrs. Hadleigh who, as Eleanor 
saw, was prepared to reject a fabric of lies. As the two &ced each 
other now, Eleanor felt that the ascendency was hers. 

** There are a few things you may not know," said Mrs. Had- 
leigh. ^' Do you know that Dick is penniless ? " 

"Yes." 

" Do you know that his health is so frail that his life is not as- 
sured for any length of time ? " 

" I guessed as much.*' 

" And that, as he is dependent upon me, his wife will be, and 
his widow would be, dependent upon me also, unless she had 
means of her own ? " 
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Eleanor did not answer, and Mrs. Hadleigh» throwing open a 
window, pointed out over the distant fields. 

*' Do you see that ground still brown from the recent sowing ? 
Do you see those trees green with the leaves of early spring ? Do 
you see this poor battered hulk of a house, that now shelters us 
both ? Not one of these rightfully belongs to me, Miss van Osten ; 
the fields are mortgaged to their last plot of earth, the trees are 
mor^aged to their topmost leaves, the house is mortgaged from 
foundations to roof. I love my son too dearly to cast him off, 
though he marry against my will ; but I respect myself too much 
to let his wife remain in ignorance of the fate awaiting her." 

Eleanor, with a sudden sob, her eyes filling with tears, grasped 
the elder woman's hand. 

" Oh, Mrs. Hadleigh," she cried, " I am very unhappy ! " 

Mrs. Hadleigh drew her hand free and stood away. 

"And I?" she said. 



CHAPTER XIII 

HOW TWO HALF ENEMIES BECAME HALF FRIEND6 

AS was his wont with serious cases, Doc Howard established 
his headquarters in the house, answering an occasional call 
elsewhere but returning to Oakdale afterwards. He always wel- 
comed these opportunities which avoided him the trouble of at- 
tending to his own housekeeping at the "office," and his lazy 
nature basked in the light of what to him was luxury. In such 
moods he disliked to see anybody too much occupied, and Mrs. 
Hadleigh's unremitting attentions to her duties as nurse, suggested 
to him that these cares might be shared with Eleanor, who on her 
side was irritatingly idle. A word from him to this effect was re- 
jected by Mrs. Hadleigh with a firmness which surprised and 
puzzled him ; but after repeating several times the proposition 
which uniformly met with the same fate, he began to suspect the 
truth. Discovering a secret was to him the height of bhss, and 
furthermore he had developed an uncommon liking for Eleanor, 
whom he knowingly pronounced a " stunner ". He was not sorry 
to find this pretext for forcing Eleanor's confidence, and he thus 
hoped to enter into a better understanding with her. She had 
treated his advances coldly, which attitude served only to increase 
his admiration. 

He was tilted back in a rocking-chair on the front verandah, his 
feet planted well up on one of the columns, smoking his pipe in 
the hot sunshine, when he heard Eleanor's step in the house. 
Shifting the pipe to a comer of his mouth, he called to her : — 

" I say, Miss Eleanor, come here 1 " 

** What do you want ? " asked Eleanor, remaining invisible. 

** You ! " he answered promptly. 

("4) 



HOW ENEMIES BECAME FRIENDS 115 

"Does everything you want come to you?" continued the 
voice. 

'''Most always, and when it don't, I go to it, and then I'm 
bound to have it." He got up leisurely and went in to the house, 
without taking his hat from his head or his pipe from his mouth. 
"In the parlour, I'll bet," he said from the hall. "You city 
people are death on parlours. What d'you want to come to the 
country for, if you're goin' to stay pokin' round the house all the 
time? Here, come along, get a hat and we'll go for a walk." 

Eleanor asked no better. She had experienced only mortifica- 
tion and insufferable ennui since the accidait. Mrs. Hadleigh, 
not attempting to conceal her suspicions, would not allow Eleanor 
near the sick-room, and was uncompromisingly reserved when they 
met. There were no books to be found about the house and of 
course no newspapers, in a comer of country where nothing was 
known or cared concerning the events of the world, as Eleanor 
had noticed during her former visit. Unable to read» having no- 
body with whom to talk, Eleanor was not in a mood to write, and 
letters, which had filled so great a part of her life, were now 
neither sent nor received by her. Generally alone, and always 
plunged in melancholic reflection, she developed much patience 
and gentleness ; yet her efforts to make herself agreeable and her 
desire to be useful in the crisis, were either unnoticed by Mrs. 
Hadleigh, or else interpreted as forming part of a plot. 

Eleanor was starting up the stair when Howard stopped her. 

" Not goin' for a hat ? Stuff and nonsense ! Take this I " He 
caught Dick's battered straw from a nail in the hall, and put it on 
her head. 

" If it's the first time you wear Dick's hat, I bet it won't be the 
last." 

Eleanor stole a quick glance at the parlour mirror. It was not 
unbecoming. 

*' You look like an angel with your halo," said Howard, grin- 
ning. "And now come along," he continued as they walked. 
" We'll go over to the other side of Oakdale " 

" Why Oakdale ? " queried Eleanor. " I have often wondered, 
for there is neither hill nor dale about" 

" That's a good enough reason," rejoined Howard. ** If there 
had been a dale, they'd have called it something-or-other Plain, 
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Haven't you noticed that 'Sans Souci' is always a rendezvous 
for fashionable divorce ; ' Mount Pleasant ' is a deadly swamp ; 
'Bellevue' overlooks somebody's dirty backyard; and &rther 
South, they cut down all the trees before calling a place * Magnolia' ? 
They have got a hill here, but nary a dale, because it scoops right 
down into the river. Now you can guess where we're goin\ The 
two trees. You know. What, you don't ? Lord, what must 
have come over Dick Hadleigh to have a pretty girl at Oakdale 
and not take her to Lovers' Comer? Well, I'm just as glad youll 
see it with me. I don't mind if you love me some 1 " 

'< Perhaps I mind/' said Eleanor lightly. 

** Oh, a girl who's goin' to marry Dick Hadleigh can't be too 
particular ! " 

'' Doctor Howard ! " cried Eleanor, indignantly stopping. 

«' Oh, drop that ! " laughed Howaid. '' I knew Dick Hadleigh 
just about a quarter of a century before you ever did. Dick's got 
nice ways, and he knows his own mind, but he hasn't got " 

''Thanks, I do not care to hear from you what he may lack/^ 
said Eleanor. 

** All right, then we'll slide off on neutral ground to the mother- 
in-law. No harm in talkin' about her. First place, I know her 
a sight better than you do, and second place, she likes me a deal 
more than she does you. You know she don't like you. If she 
saw you sizzlin' in hell, she wouldn't hold out a toastin'-fork to 
help you up. Oh, no, she ain't been talkin' about you. Some day 
you'll know Harriet Hadleigh too well to ask such a question." 

'* Mrs. Hadleigh has one of the finest characters I have ever 
met," said Eleanor. 

" Right you are ; but that's just where the trouble lies. It's 
too fine for the rest of us. She's got a combination of all the good 
qualities you might pick up in a week's runnin' round town. The 
lot of 'em together make her so grand she can't get on with every- 
day folk like you and me. She's one of those awful things they 
call a superior Woman, and you just look out for the fellow who 
tries to butt up against her. That's what you're doin' now." 

" Doctor Howard, you have no right to speak to me in this 
way," said Eleanor from respect of form, while in her heart not 
sorry to learn what others might think of the &mily into which she 
was about to marry. 
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** I'm talkin' as Dick might if you were engaged to Rutherford, 
and as Ruth' might now you're engaged to Dick, and as I reckon 
he would, if he knew how. You'll never get common sense from 
Rutherford ; he's one of those chaps fool enough to tie up a dog 
with a string of sausages. So I'll talk for him. I'm like one of 
the Hadleighs, and in takin' the rest of 'em, you'll have to take 
me too. You'd have found that out by this time, if when you 
were here before I hadn't been on one of my circuits. * Circuses,' 
the folks round here call 'em ; and it's not a bad name, either." 

His fresh face, his merry voice, his careless manner were a 
delightful relief from the recent tediousness of Eleanor's life. As 
they followed the narrow footpath through the wood, the thought 
several times occurred to her that it was a pity Dick was not more 
like him. He might not be as superficial as he seemed. It was a 
pity he had broken with his family. 

After crossing a long stretch of woods they found themselves 
on a hillock. Midway down the slope towards the river two -tall 
gum-trees reared their heads. Joming the trunks near the roots 
was a rude bench. 

" Here we are," said Howard. " If you look at the bark of 
those trees, youll see the record of all the marriages round here 
for I don't know how many years. When a couple get engaged they 
come straight to Lovers' Corner and cut their initials together. If 
you stand up on the seat, you'll see Harry Ellis and Rutherford 
Hadleigh, and Elizabeth Prentice with Billy Stolton. They say 
even old Mr. Ellis's initials are 'way up there, but I don't know. 
Here's — oh, well, you won't care about them. But in Suffolk 
County no folks are properly engaged until they've put their names 
together on one of these trees. If you can pop the question here, 
too, it's all the better. I'm surprised at Dick." 

Doc had taken out his knife, and was gravely cutting Dick's 
initials into the bark. Then giving the knife to Eleanor^ '* Your 
turn," he said. 

** I fear I am not doing it with the right man," Eleanor ventured 
archly. 

" 'The letters are all right ; the rest don't matter. It would be 
bad luck to leave 'em there without yours. Broken engagement, 
and all sorts of things." 

Eleanor complied, laughing, tracing E. O* next to the R. H. Doc 
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threaded the four letters together on an arrow, and bowing low to 
Eleanor^ said : — 

" Robert Howard presents his compliments t " 

" What ? " exclaimed Eleanor. " Then it was your initials " 

" Just so. You didn't think I was givin' myself that trouble for 
Richard Hadleigh ? Not a bit of it. You've cut your name with 
mine, and now you've got to listen to what I brought you here to 
tell you. You're too good for Dick, and if the old lady has a fine 
character — and she has — ^it's so much too fine that she and you'll 
have the dickens of a time tryin' to get on together. Dick may 
love you, but he worships his mother, and between the two of you 
pullin' at cross-purposes, hell go all to pieces iu less than no time. 
He's got heart trouble, and hasn't got any constitution anyhow, 
and he can't live long. When he's gone, the lot will have to move 
out from Oakdale. He's what keeps it up now, as much as it is 
kept. It can't help goin' to smash when Rutherford takes it over. 
The old lady's got nothin' else, and it's a dead certainty you 
haven't — you wouldn't have left New York to marry Dick Had- 
leigh if you had. So I say, two years from now — he won't live 
longer than that — what will you have gained?" 

Eleanor sat leaning against the tree, her eyes fixed on the 
smooth-flowing river in its tortuous course. She said nothing. 

" It's not the first time you've thought of all this, I'll bet ; but 
it's good for you to think of it again," Howard continued. " If 
you're marryin' for a home now, you'll have to b^in over again 
in a year or two." 

Eleanor rose angrily, but he caught her arm and forced her back 
to her seat. 

'' Mind, I'm not askin' who you are, or where fi-om, or what 
you want here," he explained calmly. "I'm only talkin' things 
you've thought out already. You ain't mad ; you only make out 
so, for appearances' sake. Let appearances go for a while. All I 
was sayin' amounts to this : you're not makin' the best of your 
chances. Whatever you might or mightn't do at home, you can do 
better than Dick Hadleigh right here. You can marry me. I'd never 
thought of myself as bein' of much account ; but I'm worth him." 

He leisurely filled his pipe, lighted it, puffed silently at it for 
several minutes, and spoke again. Eleanor had not moved. 

" If it's a matter of bloody my folks are as good as the Ha4- 
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leighs and ElliseSf and they're a deal better off. It's true I don't 
get along with 'em, but if I was to study regular medicine and 
marry a fine girl, we'd make it up soon enough. Now, I wouldn't 
take the trouble to go to a medical school for their sake or my 
own, 'cause it didn't seem worth while ; the old people didn't need 
me to support 'em, and I could practise right here, gettin* all the 
experience I wanted added to what I could learn from books. 
But if it was a satis&ction to my wife to see a legal M.D. tacked 
after my name, she should have it, and be sure of bein' agreeable 
to the old people for havin' made me do more than they could. 
In the meantime, I make enough from my practice to live on, and 
I don't deny I've got something put by in a stockin'. What do you 
say to it, eh ? " 

She tried to speak, but coukl not. She left her seat abruptly. 

** Oh, well, when you're quiet, think over what I've said. And 
don't forget our initials are together down at Lovers' Comer." 

As he walked back to the house with her be talked on all sub- 
jects save love and marriage. 

It was some days before the fever broke, and Dick awoke with 
cleared consciousness from a long sleep during which he had 
narrowly escaped slipping into the grave. Twilight was falling, 
and to his weakened senses the familiar objects about him assumed 
fantastic shapes in the mysterious dimness of the room. There 
was a goblin sitting blinking at him on the mantelpiece, which 
annoyed him exceedingly until it resolved itself into a clock which 
he, as a child, had disembowelled, and which had since remained 
as innocent of movement as a Ramesian mummy. A tall ward- 
robe of stained pine-boards seemed, for an unpleasant number of 
moments, a ghost in a waving shroud, and from a frame on the 
wall a printed face mouthed hideously. This third illusion dis- 
pelled as an effect of light on the glass, Dick lost patience with 
himself for being affected by such childish fancies and fears. He 
proceeded to challenge with his eye all the furniture, daring it to 
appear anything else. His confidence was quickly shaken by a 
shadow in a comer, which he finally concluded must be a bundle 
of clothes. Having satisfactorily disposed of this, he turned his 
attention fiercely to a chair in which he distinctly saw a figure with 
large shining eyes. He glared resolutely at it, but it did not 
transform itself like the rest ; and he boldly addressed it aloud. 
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** It's all nonsense, and you know it I " he said thickly. 

There was the sound of a deep indrawn breath, like a spasm, 
and the shape loomed up and glided towards him. His heart was 
stilled with terror, and he felt himself fiiinting, when he saw before 
him the woman he loved. 

''Eleanor!*' he cried. 

Her face was livid, and she trembled in every limb. 

" I should not have thought " she began. 

Dick feebly interrupted her. 

" That I was such a fool as to take you for a ghost ? It was 
stupid, wasn't it ? You, of all people ! " The tender inflection of 
the last phrase was not to be mistsJcen. 

Mrs. Hadleigh, in the shadow at the other side of the room, 
watched them. She knew that on this first interview depended 
her son's fate. What she never suspected was, that had Eleanor 
not had her enemy by to arouse her pride and veil her reason, all 
might have been changed. 

Dick was looking eagerly at Eleanor, who now stood near him. 

'* I have had a dream," he said. " I think it's a true dream, 
but you must tell me. I dreamed I had an accident." 

'' I am afraid that is true," answered Eleanor. '* Else why should 
you be here ? " 

'' If that is true, then the rest must be," he continued excitedly. 
"Before the accident, I dreamed I proposed to you, and you 
accepted me. Was that a dream?" 

"And you can ask? Oh, Dick, what short memories men 
have ! If women were like them " Her smile was heavenly. 

" Eleanor, if you had seen the gates of Paradise open before 
you, and a mantle had been cast over your eyes, would you dare 
believe until you had seen again ? Eleanor, you know how long 
my heart has been for you ; is yours mine at last ?" 

"Yes, Dicki" she answered, flashing a triumphant look at Mrs* 
Hadleigh, in whose soul a strange suspicion b^an to form. 

Mrs. Hadleigh came quietly forward, and Dick started nervously. 
He had not known her there, and the thought of the effect which 
this would have upon her now occurred to him. He remembered 
her dislike for Eleanor, he expected opposition, and he sickened 
at the prospect of a struggle. 

" Mother, I'm engaged to Eleanor," he said, the words succeed- 
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ing one another rapidly. " I proposed to her after — when — I mean 
before the accident, and she — she accepted me." 

Mrs. Hadleigh noticed that agitation had confused his story, 
and that after hesitating, he returned to his former expressions, 
which were precisely the ones used by Eleanor in telling of her 
engagement near that very door. Mrs. Hadleigh remained silent. 

"You have nothing to say to'your daughter, mother? Promise 
to be good to her for my sake ; promise, mother ; promise now I " 

The voice was pleading, and as his hand clasped hers she felt 
the pulse throbbing violently. Since the day when, seeing the 
effect of strong emotion upon him, she had promised never again 
to speak ill of Eleanor, Harriet Hadleigh had known the secret 
of the grave organic disorder which he was so jealously concealing 
from her. His father had been so afflicted, and the symptoms 
were not to be mistaken. Dangerous as strain was for him at all 
moments, the peril was trebly great in his present exhausted state 
after a severe physical shock. Furthermore, she understood her 
son's character too well to attempt opposition. Between yielding 
now and yielding later, there was little difference for her ; for him, 
it might mean his chance for life. 

" I promise," she said ; and a whole existence of surrender 
after vain resistance to destiny was expressed in those two words. 

Eleanor, victorious in her duel with Mrs. Hadleigh, and formally 
engaged to Dick, was more deeply unhappy than she had been 
while her fate still hung in the balance. Everything in her 
surroundings suggested a future different from her past, unsuited 
to such a nature as hers. Broken furniture and bare walls in the 
house that was to be her home, worn clothes and clumsy un- 
cleaned boots on the people who were to be her companions, 
revolted her. She had foreseen these conditions, of course, and 
had prepared herself to overcome her loathing. But to anticipate 
was exposing herself needlessly to pain. Afterwards, when the 
knot was tied, she was of too firm a character to yield to repinings 
For the present, she would go to Lois Edson, and there try to 
forget and be happy for the last time. 

Lois had often said to her, " With such friends as you and I, 
formalities are absurd ; never ask if you may come to us ; the 
house is large, and nobody is ever as welcome as you. Simply 
write to say 'I am coming '." Eleanor had several times acted 
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accordingly, and had indeed thought of so doing when Mrs. Had- 
leigh asked her to leave Oakdale. She had passed through sore 
trials of late, and had known what it was to be abandoned by 
friends; but she felt that there was at least one on whom she 
could count : Lois Edson. Though she would have gone to Lois 
without hesitation in an emergency, she nevertheless wrote, since 
there was no immediate hurry, announcing her engagement and 
saying that she would like to go to her. When Lois's answer 
came, it consisted of cold regrets that it would not be convenient 
to receive Eleanor — who now was left without plans and without 
friends. 

She had said that she was going, and to stay longer was humiliat- 
ing. Yet there was more. She and Mrs. Hadleigh had quarrelled 
openly, over nothing less than the place of the wedding. To a 
remark of Eleanor's that she would wait in Richmond until after- 
wards, Mrs. Hadleigh had answered, " You will be married here, 
for my son cannot afford expensive and superfluous journeys ". 
Piqued by this interference, Eleanor had then said that she thought 
it was, after all, for Dick to decide. She knew full well whose 
wishes he would respect, of his mother's or her own. Poor they 
might be, and evidently were; but to be counting pennies for 
such an event as this, was nothing short of meanness. Eleanor 
had determined that Dick should come to Richmond, dressed and 
lodged as a gentleman of his birth should be. Now, Mrs. Had- 
leigh would be the one to triumph. This prospect was as distaste- 
ful as remaining until the last moment at Oakdale. But yet another 
thought oppressed her more heavily than these. 

She would write to Lois and justify herself. No, that would 
not do ; Lois had brought no charge. Qui s^excuse^ f accuse. She 
would write an outpouring of her soul in school-girl fashion, such 
as she and Lois used to exchange, without alluding to any un- 
pleasantness, and would await the results. No ; for these might 
not come. Something must be done to define the situation once 
for all. She wrote out the cry of her despairing heart, and implored 
an explanation. 

No answer came. Eleanor herself drove to the post-office, she 
asked Rutherford to go, she begged Doc Howard to stop there 
in passing. Howard was first amused by her anxiety, and then 
interested in its possible cause- He twitted her ceaselessly. 
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" They've dropped you, Miss Eleanor, sure," he would say glee- 
iuUy as he came in. " Letters for everybody except you." 

" Why," Rutherford would interpose, " to-day's not mail day." 

Howard would laugh. 

''Oh, well, she wouldn't have had one any way. You'll see 
to-morrow ! " And he would watch her face in the hope that she 
might betray her thoughts. 

" Oh, come, now. Miss Eleanor, you might let us know what's 
in that letter," he would say again, adopting new tactics for the 
charge. '' I bet it's the family diamonds ! Or else your last will, 
because you want to leave me the legacy you'd given to a charit- 
able institution up North I I need money more than any hospital 
or orphan asylum, 'cause I'm both, cm- not far off. If you ain't, it's 
a sin to let me live on hopin' ! " 

One afternoon he came to the house singing in a harsh voice 
what was intended to be a triumphant march. 

''Here we are! "he called. "Here! Here I" And he waved 
two letters over his head. One was for Eleanor, and the other for 
Mrs. Hadleigh. 

Eleanor took hers and went to her room, while Mrs. Hadleigh 
opened the other and, surprised, looked at the Crabbe post- 
mark. 

"This letter has been here a week," she said. 

Upon which Howard urged her to lodge a complaint against 
Crabbe, who had only just remembered to deliver it when he, 
Howard, went there to inquire regularly twice a week. 

In the envelope addressed to her by Lois, Eleanor found her 
own letter returned without a word. 

" The wretch 1 The coward ! " she moaned. " That she should 
forsake me like the rest, that she should be fickle I " But though 
her rebellious spirit cried out against the ignominy, in her heart of 
hearts Eleanor knew that Lois could not be blamed. 

That evening Eleanor left her supper untasted, and scarcely 
noticed what passed about her. Howard wasted upon her the 
most brilliant of his country witticisms. Mrs. Hadleigh's grave re- 
marks sounded from an infinite distance, without bearing on things 
present. Rutherford, too, sat silent ; with the erroneous instinct 
of a supersensitive spirit, he had drawn his own conclusions from 
^eanor's r^serve^ and believed th^t it was bis disgrace which Lois 
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Edson had revealed. He had never tried to justify himself with 
the Edsons. But with Eleanor it seemed different. Her engage- 
ment to Dick had singularly modified his own sentiments towards 
her. He had come to r^;ard her with the same reverent admira- 
tion which he felt for his elder brother since the hard blows of ex- 
perience had hammered the pettiness from his nature. When his 
mother confided to him her conviction that Eleanor had by decep- 
tion forced Dick into a declaration, he indignantly rejected the 
idea as monstrous, and Mrs. Hadleigh's hopes that his interference 
might yet save his brother were frustrated. That Eleanor should 
believe the infamous Richmond slander against him, was too 
cruel. 

He waited until his mother had returned to Dick's room, and 
Doc had gone out on the verandah for his evening smoke, leaving 
Eleanor and himself alone in the parlour. Bending forward in her 
chair and shielding her eyes with a palm-leaf fan from the glar« of 
the shadeless lamp, Eleanor was listlessly turning the leaves of a 
mouldy old book, whose very title she did not see. 

"You've got to tell me what's in Miss Lois Edson's letter," 
Rutherford blurted out awkwardly. 

Eleanor started. 

•* Why, really " she began, trying to affect indifference while 

seeking words which did not come. 

" It's about me," said Rutherford consciously. 

" You conceited boy ! " laughed Eleanor, relieved. " Everything 
must revolve about your interesting self! And what do you think 
Lois could find to say ? " 

This evasiveness confirmed Rutherford in his opinion, and he 
braced himself to tell his story, convinced that a plain avowal was 
all that could save him with Eleanor. 

" You know I danced in a Kirmess there,'* he said. " I hadn't 
gotten any work, and I didn't have much money to start with, 
an' that went very fast, and after a time I often had to skip a 
meal now an' then, you know. And I had to skip more an' 
more, you know, until I*d gotten sort o' run down, you see. And 
I hadn't given up the Kirmess — I ought to have, but I didn't. 
An' when I came — that is, as — ^well, the long an' short of it was, 
I fainted. Now, do you understand ? " 

Eleanor listened to this story with a surprise which she .deftly 
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concealed under the veil of interest. It absolved her from invent- 
ing an explanation. 

'' Don't you see ? I fainted, an' the Edsons said I was — was 
drunk." He hung his head with shame. ** I went to the house, 
an' they wouldn't see me, and I could never set it straight, and I 
thought nobody would know here, an' mother would take on so 
if she thought I had really been — been that way, or else if any- 
body was hard on me that way when it wasn't fair, that I never 
told about it. And I just wanted you to understand, an' to say 
if you'd told mother, wouldn't you explain to her " 

** I have not said a word," Eleanor reassured him. 

" Thank you, Miss Eleanor," he said, with genuine relief. 

Eleanor, on her side, was not displeased. This confidence 
would to a certain extent put him in her power, and she re- 
cognised in him her best ally against the redoubtable Mrs. 
Hadleigh. 

"Perhaps when you go to Richmond — ^when do you go?" 
asked Rutherford. 

<' I am not going," said Eleanor. 

" I thought the Edsons were expecting you ? " 

*' They were, but — but it is not convenient for me to go just 
now." 

'' I'm so glad ! Then you'll stay with us right through ? " 

'' Oh, no ! " said Eleanor, before she could check herself. 

" Where are you going? " asked indiscreet Rutherford. 

" I — I have not quite decided," said Eleanor. 

** Why go ? It's such a pleasure for us to have you here, and 
it means so much for Dick, now he's ill." On mentioning his 
brothei^s name an idea struck Rutherford. " Oh ! It's because 
you're engaged to Dick that you won*t stay now ? " And in his 
mind he devised a combination which would allow Eleanor to be 
near Oakdale, at least, since go she would. 

It required much courage and tact for Laura, acting on Ruther- 
ford's hint, to invite Eleanor to Pine Grove. Courage, because 
Laura had instinctively disliked Eleanor, and this sentiment had 
been justified by events; tact, because it must not appear that 
the proposed visit was devised in order to relieve Mrs. Hadleigh 
of a burden. But Eleanor, suffering in her pride by Mrs. 
Hadleigh's opposition to her marriage, and suffering in her aff'^ 
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tions by the desertion of her friend Lois, had learned what it was 
to be deprived suddenly of the sympathy of one's own sex ; and 
her heart opened out to Laura in a way which neither would have 
thought possible. When Laura had come frequently to ask news 
of Dick, she and Eleanor had met not hostilely, perhaps, but 
always coldly. Laura's kind thought of tendering this invitation, 
for hers Eleanor supposed it, broke the reserve of the sterner 
nature, and met with a warm response. Laura's was not a 
temperament to resist any token of cordiality ; and thus, from 
being half enemies, the two became half friends. 

The days passed quietly, monotonously even, yet not unhappily 
at Pine Grove. Elizabeth Stolton and Laura surrounded Eleanor 
with every mark of affectionate interest, until the careworn look 
gradually left her face, to come back only when Dick, in restored 
health, would ride over and talk of plans for a glorious future. 
He would stop each time, and say: — 

"Why are you sad, dear?" 

** To think of the sacrifices you must make for me," she would 
answer. 

And before this new mark of her devotion, his spirits would rise 
to the highest pitch. 

With a woman's love of romance, Laura was absorbed in the 
details of the wedding, thus atoning for Eleanor's indifference. 
Laura was to be the only bridesmaid. 

" What shall I wear ? " she would ask. 

" What you will," would answer Eleanor. 

" But you have a preference ? " 

"No." 

"What will you wear?" 

" I don't know." 

And so Laura had to form decisions for the two. 

Only in regard to the ceremony did Eleanor protest, so passively 
had she given herself up to the current of her own creating. The 
Stoltons had offered Pine Grove for the wedding, and Billy Stolton 
was to give her away. But Mrs. Hadleigh proposed that Deacon 
Springs should officiate. 

" A Methodist minister ? Never I Is there not a church of my 
Qwn somewhere about here — St. John's ? The clergyman there 
shall marry me." 
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** He is on the other side of Virginia," said Mrs. Hadleigh. 
" If you wish, Deacon Springs may read the Episcopal service." 

" He is not ordained ; for me, it would never seem a marriage/' 
said £leanor. 

** With change of scene you may learn change of views," said 
Mrs. Hadleigh. " That is, you will if you wish the rest of your life 
to be bearable. Do you think that I have been called upon to 
sacrifice nothing? You see me attend the Methodist Church, 
and sometimes the Baptist or Presbyterian, as occasion offers; 
perhaps you have not suspected that I am an Episcopalian like 
yourself? " 

"Mrs. Hadleigh!" cried Eleanor. ''And yet you go to the 
Methodist communion?" 

" I place the high principle of religion above the interpretation 
of creeds," answered Mrs. Hadleigh. '* Before being an Episco- 
palian, I am a Christian. I had my choice here between remain- 
ing true to my ideal church and drifting slowly away from the 
inspiration which God's ministers alone can give us ; or else of 
affiliating myself with a Church somewhat different from mine, but 
resting on the same foundations and thoroughly sincere, capable 
of offering the guidance I needed. For we all need guidance. 
Miss van Osten ; the strong mind that scoffs at the weakness of 
church-goers, often is in sorer need than any, for it falls into 
eccentricities and fails at the supreme moment. And there was 
not only myself to think of; I had my children. I have seen 
many Christians break away from their church in after life, and, 
having had the benefit of that early training, remain fine men and 
women. But I have never seen a child reared without knowledge 
of a God whose character was not at fault I can understand 
your hesitation about Deacon Springs" — Mrs. Hadleigh had 
never come so near to being in sympathy with Eleanor — " for I 
confess that I could not see my way clearly, in the beginning. I 
went to Richmond, to the clergyman whom I had known in child- 
hood, when there were enough Episcopalians here for our church 
to be always open. I put the case before him ; I knew him to be 
intelligent and above the petty prejudices of ritualism. 'You 
cannot hesitate,' he said. ' You will remain true to us if ever the 
opportunity presents itself, but meanwhile, you are, above all, 
a Christian, and your children must be Christians.' So I came 
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back to Oakdale much comforted, and I explained to the minister 
who was then at Jerusalem, and he took me and my children in 
his fiock» knowing that we should return to our own church if ever 
we could" 

A better understanding of the future that awaited her, and a 
deeper insight into Mrs. Hadleigh's character, had come to 
Eleanor, who yielded, saying, '' Deacon Springs may marry us ". 



CHAPTER XIV 

HOW INNOCENCE CONDEMNED MAY FALL FROM GRACE 

IT was the day before that fixed for the wedding, and at Pine 
Grove, as at Oakdale, all was upheaval and animation. For 
a week Mrs. Hadleigh, Mrs. Stolton and Laura had toiled un- 
remittingly ; for a week Dick had lived in a state of intense ex- 
citement unfitting him for all things save delightful day-dreams ; 
for a week Eleanor van Osten had been plunged in unbroken 
melancholy. 

Laura had gone up to her room at nightfall, tired and nervous, 
seeking an occupation which she desired only until it was found. 
In truths she was at the end of her strengdi. She had tried to 
talk with her father, but he irritated her more than usual ; she had 
tried to help her mother preparing for supper, but accomplished 
so little that she saw she was better out of the way ; she had 
tried to rest on her bed, but could not remain quiet ; and as a 
last resort, she tried to clear up the disorder in her room, whose 
dainty trimness of lacquered furniture and muslin curtains was 
marred by papers which had wrapped parcels ordered from 
Richmond. But after taking up one paper, she felt that she 
would scream if she touched another and heard it crackle. She 
threw herself in a wicker rocking-chair, whose squeaking exasperated 
her ; she took an arm-chair, and, now having no fault to find, was 
besieged by thoughts which exasperated her more. She looked 
about for a book, and then noticed that she still held a fragment 
of a newspaper in her hand. She rarely saw newspapers, and, in- 
terested by the novelty, she began to read idly. A flaring head- 
line caught her eye. '' A Society Scandal." 

'' How disgraceful for people to write about such things," she 
said to herself, and read the next line. 
9 (129) 
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''Miss Eleanor van Osten Follows in the Footsteps of her 

Notorious Swindler Uncle. A Romance and A " The paper 

was torn across. 

Laura fell back in her chair. Here was the clue to the mystery ; 
the full explanation she would perhaps never have, but it was 
unnecessary ; she knew enough to understand Eleanor's return. 
This was a point on which Eleanor had observed a discreet 
silence with every one. A smile, a wistful pause, or an appealing 
look, were the sole answers which she had made to those approach- 
ing her on the subject. Others did not have the right to insist ; 
only Dick had tried to press the point. 

** You must have no secrets from me," he had told her. 

*' Let me have one," she had pleaded. 

"You cannot, for I have unmasked you ah-eady — you came 
back to marry me ! " he had declared. 

She had smiled, and he rested content in his conceit, having no 
more questions to ask. 

To doubt the truth c^ the story did not occur to Laura ; such 
simple faith is still found among people who see newspapers not 
oftener than once a year. Her sole thought was of the effect upon 
Aunt Harry and Dick. Whatever it was, they would be sure to 
hear of it soonerior later, by chance or by malice. Mrs. Hadleigh 
would find the concealment as difficult to pardon as the offence ; 
and Dick*s happiness would be shattered, if the first shock did 
not cost him his life. Laura, abnormally charitable, was convinced 
that Eleanor could not be guilty of any really shameful act ; if 
she had sinned, it had been by accident or through ignorance ; 
and in either case, the only safeguard was an avowal now. She 
would go to Eleanor, and, without forcing her confidence, would 
advise her to be frank with Mrs. Hadleigh. And yet, the proba- 
bility was that Mrs. Hadleigh, with her prejudices against Eleanor 
added to her uncompromising principles of right and wrong, would 
fail to recognise the girl's innocence, and would insist upon a 
rupture of the marriage ; and whether Dick obeyed or resisted, 
peace would be at an end for them all Laura pressed her hands 
against her throbbing temples, repeating to herself, " What shall I 
do? What shall I do?" 

As in answer came &, knock at the door. 

" It is Eleanor. May I come in ? " 



INNOCENCE CONDEMNED 181 

" Yes— that is, no — I mean— oh, I don't know ! " cried out 
Laura desperately. 

At the first " Yes " Eleanor had opened the door. She was in 
the room before Laura had finished. 

** Oh, excuse me ! " said Eleanor, going. 

" No, don't go ; I — I didn't mean that ; I only— oh, Eleanor ! " 
and to Eleanor's surprise, Laura ran weeping into her arms. 

" You poor child ! " said Eleanor gently, stroking her golden 
hair. "You have worked too hard, and are quite worn out." 

Eleanor led her to the bed, where Laura lay unnerved and 
shivering. Eleanor looked strangely at her, as if she saw an op- 
portunity for something which she had long been considering. 
She sat on the edge of the bed. 

" We have been very good friends, Laura, have we not, since we 
have known each other better?" she said in a warm low voice. 
"And I have opened my heart to you and told you so much 
about myself, that I think you must know all that is best in me. 
I have told you much — and you have told me nothing." 

<' Perhaps I had nothing to tell,'* said Laura lamely. 

" Laura, you are in love." 

Laura quivered. 

"Who said so?" 

"Your eyes." 

There was a long silence. 

" Laura, much pain can sometimes be spared by a word spoken 
in time. I have grown to care for you so sincerely, that I could 
not bear to make you suffer. Laura, if you love Dick Hadleigh, 
tell me before it is too late I " 

" I— love— Dick ! " gasped Laura. "No! But if I had, 
Eleanor, you would have given him up to me? How noble of 
you ! " She kissed her friend rapturously. 

" Laura, are jrou frank with me?" continued Eleanor, leaving 
the question unanswered. 

"Yes, Eleanor." She looked up bravely. "I'll tell you what 
even mamma doesn't suspect, that you may know my heart as I 
know yours. I love— oh, Eleanor, it's not Dick I love, but 
Rutherford I " 

'* Rutherford t " exclaimed Eleanor. 

Laura's tears flowed afresh. 
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** I knew jott would think that t " 

" My dear Laura, I never said " reassured Eleanor hastily. 

** Oh, I know ; but you thought what — ^well, what I think some- 
times ; there, now ! I don't know why I love him ; he doesn't 
love me ; he — he isn't very clever* and he's awkward, too. But 
oh, Eleanor, I'm just a fool, and I know it, and I don't care ! " 

"You are wrong in thinking he does not love you," said 
Eleanor. 

Laura blushed. 

*' He doesn't," she said. 

** He does," persisted Eleanor. " Read his thoughts as I read 
yours. If he does not speak, it is because hardships have changed 
his old reckless confidence into humility. He does not dare hope 
to win you. I may be able to help you, Laura ; and if I can, I 
think I shall be as glad as you." 

She took Laura's hand and pressed it. Remembering the 
paper, Laura held her palm tightly closed. She was afraid to 
speak, but she felt urged on by a moral obligation* 

'' Eleanor," she began, " are you glad I was frank with you ? 
It is always better, isn't it ? " 

''Always," answered Eleanor, thinking to comfort her girlish 
sensibilities. 

"llien, Eleanor, don't you think it would be better to talk 

with Aunt Harry, and tell her it wasn't that way, and that " 

she broke off, gazing anxiously in Eleanor's &ce. 

'< I don*t follow," said Eleanor. 

''In New York; what they said. Tell Aunt Harry that it 
wasn't your &ult!" 

Eleanor's hold on Laura's hand tightened like a vice, until 
Laura cried out in pain. 

" What do you know ? " said Eleanor fiercely. 

Laura, turning away, only sobbed; but in her now partly 
opened hand the fatal headlines could be seen. Eleanor thought 
the whole tale of misery and shame was there. 

Rising slowly from the bed, her eyes fixed on Laura, Eleanor 
moved back to the wall, stopping against an armoire which framed 
her tall figure in its panel of white enamel. 

"And so the error of a moment is to blast a life throughout 
eternity," she said in hollow tones. "I am to be pursued at 
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every step by the spectre of a deed which I sought to cast from 
me, and forget. I suppose it is the law of the world ; but it is a 
hard law/' 

Laura, crying hysterically, did not speak. 

"I lost the friends among whom I had been reared, and I 
came to a new country to form new ties, to lead a new life, and I 
find that it is all old, and that the world is merciless." 

" Eleanor, Eleanor, I don't believe you guilty ! " said Laura. 

Accusation, reproach, Eleanor was prepared to meet Before 
clemency the tension snapped, and her defence failed. 

" I am guilty," she heard herself say as in a trance. 

'' Then it was to save another 1 " 

*' No '* — the desire to speak was ungovernable, tbough she could 
have killed herself as she stood, for making the avowal—^" it was 
for myself" 

Laura, her tears suddenly dried, sat up bewildered. 

Eleanor met defiantly the look in which Laura seemed to 
implore mercy for her. 

" Take a woman reared for a life of wealth and worldliness, and 
unqualified by this training to earn her bread ; let her resources 
be swept from her one day, under circumstances which leave her 
fdendless as well as penniless ; let the one interest in her life be 
lost, adding despair of heart to what had gone before. Then let 
her see an opportunity to lay hands on part of what had seemed 
rightfully hers, enough to avoid beggary and perhaps to win back 
the cowardly love which had fled before poverty and disgrace. 
That was my position when I cast my whole fate upon the turn of 
the wheel. Had it gone up, the world would have forgotten its 
cruelties. It went dovm, and no hope was left." 

" You had been engaged ? " 

"Yes,andjUted." 

<< The brute I And you loved him ? " 

"Yes." 

"Long since?" 

"Now." 

"Itwa»— inNewYork?" 

"Yes." 

** And you came here to marry Dick Hadleigh ? It's a crime ! " 
Laura, who had sought excuses for a possible felony, now showed 
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an indignation which was a revelation of her character to 
Eleanor. 

" Dick loved me, and my heart was dead. I could make him 
happy without increasing my own unhapptness/' said Eleanor com- 
pc^edly. 

" But you said you loved the other still." 

•* And if I do? " cried Eleanor. " Is it your place to reprove 
me ? .Oh, you women who have never known life or love, and who 
in your ignorance pass merciless judgment on others 1 " 

"The right and the wrong for you, is a question which you 
must settle with God," said Laura slowly. ** I pass no judgment 
on you ; but I cannot be a party to what I wouldjconsider wrong 
for myself. I will not be your bridesmaid to-morrow. I shall 
stay in my room saying I am ill" 

" Yes," sneered Eleanor, " and have them believe that you are 
in love with Dick." 

Laura flared up. 

" If you prefer, I can explain. But I fancy you will find an 
explanation of your own." 

Eleanor grew white about the lips. 

" You are like the rest of the world, the friend of prosperity and 
the enemy of pain," she said. " This is the reward of my sincerity 
with you." 

** I could have pardoned all but your last admission," Laura 
returned. "At^ first I felt only compassion; but this marriage is 
an offence against God and man." 

" Both have offended against me," said Eleanor bitterly. " Now, 
I am getting my revenge." 

" Revenge — on Dick ! " cried Laura. " If I thought you meant 
that, I should stop the marriage myself." 

" Would you ? " asked Eleanor contemptuously. " And how ? 
By betraying me to Dick ? If he were to believe you for a minute, 
do you not know that he would come to me, and that one word 
of denial would blot out all your accusations ? " 

"Denial!" 

" Yes I You think that I would allow this last chance to be 
taken from me? You think because, under strong emotion, I 
unburden myself to you, that my secret belongs to all who may 
ask for it ? I warn you that were you to ask me now to confirm 
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what I said five minutes ago, I should answer to every question 
No, No, No I And now, Judas, go to Dick with your precious 
story, or go to Dick's mother, if you wiU. There, you can make 
trouble ; but it will be between her and her son/' 

Eleanor ran forward, tore the paper from Laura's hand, and left 
the room. 

Laura sat looking vacantly at the door through which Eleanor 
had passed. New depths of human misery and crime had opened 
before her ; and love, the pure flame which she had cherished in 
her bosom, seemed defiled. 

One consideration alone weighed on Eleanor's mind as she 
went to her room with measured pace and outward calm. Con- 
tempt, reproach, hatred, she had of late encountered too often to 
feel. Fear of betrayal had vanished before the signs of Laura's 
weakness. Resentment that her story should have followed her 
to put her at Laura's mercy, was lost in general wretchedness. 
The idea of the injury to Dick, however, appealed to her in a new 
light, and affected her as she tried to think. 

" I could make him happy without increasing my own unhappi- 
ness," she had said composedly to justify her course. ** Others 
have offended against me, and I am getting my revenge," she had 
cried in her wrath. Her motive was more interested than the one, 
less inhuman than the other. Driven by necessity to provide for 
her ftiture, too vain and too slothful to seek work, she had decided 
to become Dick's wife that he might support her. She now saw 
that she was sacrificing him as she herself had been sacrificed ; 
and pity for her victim caused her to recoil. She thought how 
different her fate would have been if mercy had fallen to her lot. 
Her nature was not wholly ungenerous ; and she resolved to be 
merciful. 

Looking back, her offence did not seem so heinous. She had 
been bom to wealth ; her father, she knew, had left a fortune, in- 
volved, perhaps, but capable of being favourably settled under 
competent management. Her uncle and guardian had, as she 
had since learned, lost the whole, and had dishonestly acquired 
more with the intention of leaving it to her, thus concealing his 
unjust stewardship. The world, ignorant of his operations, sus- 
pected no change in position or conduct. The van Osten home 
in Washington Square had remained open to the exclusive set 



186 THE SCAR 

which had distinguished it for generations. And Eleanor van 
Osten had continued to be regarded as one of the matrimonial 
prizes of New York*. 

Her choice fell on the least worthy of her suiters. The cleverest 
girls are prone to such mistakes, in virtue of the law rendering 
them supreme arbiters in questions of love. Their elders, who 
have loved, lived and learned, are not competent judges of char- 
acter, and must not interfere with the Divine passion when it 
reveals itself to youth. Since the said passion frequently owes its 
genesis to well-managed eyes, to moonlight walks, to soft dance 
music, a glass of champagne, or other inspired causes, perhaps age 
and experience would veritably be biased. Yet since aU depends 
upon the reception which first greets in the heart the emotion bom 
in the nerves, since the tremor that is allowed to pass unnoticed 
or that is deliberately repulsed at its very start is banished, while 
that which is fostered at this supreme instant becomes the absorb- 
ing thought of an existence; since, in a word, the Divine passion 
is a kitten to be drowned in infancy or else to be nursed with equal 
chances of proving a tabby or a catamount, a blessing or a curse — 
experience might render some slight service in selecting a safe 
object But where parents devise love affairs, there is suggestion 
of manages de convenance, and these are unworthy, and advice is 
useless, and criticism is odious, and so closes the chapter. 

Eleanor van Osten, then, had quite properly made her own 
choice, and had been — unfortunate, shall we say? — ^in selecting 
badly. She, a woman accustomed to society, well-bred, well-read, 
much-travelled, yielded to the fascinations of a Wall Street broker 
equally lacking in merit, position and education. Knowing where 
his advantage lay, he fell an easy victim. It must be said for him 
that he played his part cleverly. Amorous gazes filled, during his 
courtship, gaps where conversation failed him. Sheaves of flowers 
supplemented, during their engagement, visits not too frequent lest 
they should stale. Eleanor, loving with all the ardour of a strong 
woman for a weak man, saw only happiness present and future. 

Some question raised about her uncle's property, a law-suit 
confidently instituted, a whispered word of coming revelations, 
were all that heralded the tragedy. While none yet heeded the 
promised scandal, Henry van Osten was found dead in his room, 
a revolver in his hand. Fleeing like a coward from that which 



INNOCENCE CONDEMNED 187 

he had Invited, he left the storm to break on Eleanor's innocent 
head. 

Lawyers came to the girl in a continuous stream, endeavouring 
to make clear to her the whole. The first announcement rendered 
details insignificant Her uncle was no better than a thief, and 
she no better than a pauper. Listlessly, she let the lawyers talk, 
morbidly she read the newspapers. The sensation was great, and 
no quarter was given. Her friends had dispersed, saying they 
« fled before dishonour. But Eleanor had seen the world's treat* 
ment of successful roguery, and she knew that misfortune was 
more shunned than crime. He whom she loved had abandoned 
her like the rest, rising above them only in that he was guilty of no 
pretence. Then it was that Eleanor, condemned for another's fault, 
sinned, and merited the punishment already meted. So the man 
sent undeservedly to the felon's cell sinks under his degradation, 
and issues forth a felon in heart if not in fact. 

As Eleanor then regarded life, she did no wrong. Her uncle 
had robbed her of a fortune which was hers by right, and with it 
fled what meant for her more than the entire world. Thinking 
merely to recover her own, she had changed the signatures on 
some papers. The forgery — ^for so she afterwards knew it to be — 
was promptly detected* The newspapers scented the fresh develop* 
ment, increasing tenfold the interest of the scandal. " Like Uncle 
Like Niece," made an admirable head-line for a series of articles, 
and Eleanor was not spared. 

The man whom she was to have married came to pour out upon 
her the torrents of his indignation. 

" I thought to win you back, Arthur," was all that she said. 

"Win me back?" he cried. "And my position? Your rela- 
tionship with that swindler was unfortunate enough to ruin me, 
though I did break our engagement on the hour. And you now 
turn forger to get me back? Foolt I may find myself com- 
promised for having come to you to-day. If I came, it was to 
make my attitude plain. I shall see that you are not prosecuted. 
At least that scandal may be averted. But understand that I do 
this for my own sake ; to you I owe nothing, you have broi^ht me 
only contumely." 

Something died in Eleanor at these words. Not love for him ; 
she continued to love him in the midst of her pain and bitterness. 
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It was rather self-respect. She forgot that she had acted innocently. 
Tried without a hearing by the worlds she accepted the verdict and 
bowed before it 

The avenues of life had closed for her one by one. Before her 
now remained a single tortuous path, narrow and stony, in a dis- 
tant country, among strangers. This vision, repulsed in horror, 
returned with the persistency of a last hope. There simplicity 
and generosity, and blessed ignorance awaited her. She recalled 
the kindness lavished upon her. She knew that in a remote 
comer of Virginia news would have little chance of penetrating. 
She thought of Dick's devotion, and of the gladness with which he 
would hail her return. And she yielded. 

She opened the shutters of her room, and looked out on the 
night. 

Yes — she would spare Dick. Were she to marry him he might 
be happy for a time, but the awakening to their disparity of tastes 
and temperament would be inevitable. He would suffer as much 
as she. Her life was ruined ; when all was said, the sequel mat- 
tered little. Dick, though downcast for a time by being jilted, 
would realise in the end that she was unworthy, and would cease 
to love her. Thus she philosophised for another — while she her- 
self had loved unworthily, and knew it, and loved on the more. 

The paper wrested from Laura was still in her hand. She had 
not lighted the lamp, but as the moonbeams shone on the torn 
fragment, she saw that head-lines alone were there. The idea 
arose that the incriminating text was in her enemy's possession* 
Yet each most trivial incident of that scene was stamped on her 
mind ; there had been no sound of tearing. Laura's vague state- 
ment was in harmony with these lines, not sufficiently substanti- 
ated to condemn one who had not betrayed herself. Eleanor had 
been too ready to admit the situation. Was she losing the self- 
control of which she had been so proud ? Scarcely, for in another 
moment she was acting upon a new thought. What was truly 
dangerous, must not be left to work harm with others. 

She went to Laura's room and entered without waiting for an 
answer to her knock. Laura, still weeping on the bed, did not 
move. Eleanor walked to the corner where the newspapers were 
piled, and began examining them one by one. 
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** I — ^I looked for it myself. Only one paper had it. I looked 
in all. I tore it out and burned it without reading it/' said Laura 
feebly. 

"Thanks," was Eleanor's one word as she held to the lamp- 
flame the fragment in her hand, and watched it crumble to 
ashes. 



CHAPTER XV 
HOW CASE MAY ALTER CIRCUMSTANCE 

THE night brought counsel to Eleanor. Still Cuthful to her 
resolution that Dick should be spared, she had found an 
escape for herself. 

Early in the morning she rose, dressed, and slipped noiselessly 
down the stairs. Billy and Pete were in the fields, Mrs. Stolton 
and Laura were asleep. Eleanor could saddle and bridle the 
mare set aside for her use, and canter away unquestioned. It 
would seem natural enough for her to have taken an early ride 
before breakfast 

Eleanor knew the road, for she had often ridden since coming 
to Pine Grove. Billy was proud of his horses, boasting that he 
was the only man in Suffolk County who cared about keeping 
up the breed, and recognising an accomplished horsewoman in 
Eleanor, he had put his best at her disposal. She passed before 
the Hadleighs', keeping as far as possible in the shelter of the 
bushes. No one was stirring in house or yard. A sigh of grati- 
tude escaped her at the thought that this would not be her home. 
The conflicts with Mrs. Hadleigh, in which she felt confident that 
she would finally have gained the advantage, held less repugnance 
for her than contact with Dick, whom she could only scorn more 
each year as she learned to know him better. The outlook had 
been so dismal that only despair could have driven her to consider 
it. Despair, and perhaps vanity. Had Mrs. Hadleigh's resistance 
not stung her, she might have renounced Dick for a better oppor- 
tunity which lay before her, and which she had blindly rejected. 
The realisation of what she was about to do swept over her, and 
she tingled with shame. But her position as Dick's wife would 
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have been more humiliating yet, and would have endured long 
years instead of a brief hour. 

The sun was waxing hot when Eleanor came in sight of a small 
two-roomed cottage. She drew in the reins, and then, her courage 
Ming her, relaxed them and rode by. A second later she had to 
swerve swiftly aside to avoid colliding with a trap coming from 
the opposite direction and swinging round the curve at a trot 
Doc Howard held the reins loosely. His eyes were closed. He 
had been up aU night, dividing his time impartially between 
patients and country bars. His attention was concentrated on 
the problem of holding his pipe between his teeth despite his 
lethargy, when he roused and recognised Eleanor. 

** Well, of all people ! " he called gaily out. ** Runnin' away 
from him already ! " 

As he sprang to the ground, Eleanor noticed that he limped 
slightly and that one of the two wheels of his trap was twisted. 

** Has anything happened 7 You are hurt I *' she exclaimed. 

" Me ? I never get hurt I '* replied Doc contemptuously. " You 
think I'm limpin' ? Look here ! " He kicked his leg up on a 
level with the horse's back. "You think the wheel's wrong? 
Look again ! " He wrenched the rim straight, patted the spokes, 
and presented an apparently sound wheel to Eleanor. 

''Nothin' broken, and all right till next time. That wheel's 
always ddn' so. Shuts up and sits down every blamed time it 
sees anything odd in the road." 

" But if it often happens, why not have it attended to ? " sug« 
gested Eleanor. 

" You women don't know how to take life easy. What's the 
use of botherin' to fix it when I can patch it up this way? 
'Twa'n't the old rig's fault to-day, anyhow," he continued, empty- 
ing on the broom-straw a box which had served him as seat in the 
trap. "Jasper Larkson's tool-box was too much of a load. But 
I saw my chance to take it, and it had to go. Four different 
sizes of hammers. A couple of planes. Three saws. A drawin'- 
knife. Half a dosen awls and gimlets. Enough nails of various 
sizes to build a house, and all sorts of little tools whose names 
I don't know, but whose uses I learn quick enough when I set to 
work. A man don't know how many things he needs, till he finds 
he's in the way of supplyin' 'em. Necessity may be the mother 
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of inventiooi but it's just as likely invention is the father of ne- 
cessity. I always wanted a tool-box, and Jasper had the best in 
the county." 

''How did he come to give it to you, then? ''-asked Eleanor. 
This gale of conversation spared her the first awkwardness which 
would otherwise have been inevitable. 

"Give it to me? You bet he didn't ! I took it and drove off 
before he could stop me, and now he can come and try to take it 
back if he wants to know what's not good for him. He's owed me 
bills for two years, that Jasper Larkson has. Some months back 
I saved him by a miracle, or so everybody said I didn't let on 
it was only an experiment. I believe in experiments. You learn 
a lot that way, and when you do lose a patient, which afn't often, 
you can tell yourself it's in the cause of science. The great doctors 
do that in the big hospitals, and if it's all right for them, I reckon 
it's ditto for me. 

" Jasper'd been kicked on the shin by a horse, and I never saw 
such swellin' and mortification. I put on all the wrappin's and 
ointments the £eiculty provides, but it wa'n't no use, and I finally 
told him the leg had to come off above the knee. 

" He wouldn't hear of it, so I said : — 

" * Do what you please, Jasper, only don't you go say afterwards 
that I killed you.' 

'^ ' Is it bad as that ? ' he asked, sort of scared. 

" * Sure,' said I. ' Blood-poisonin' 's settin' in, and you're done 
for unless that leg's off in a few hours.' 

** He made like he was gettin' up. 

^' 'Call Jack,' he said, 'and tell him to get ready for a drive to 
Paulsville.' 

"'What for?' I asked. 

" * For Doctor Croman to operate,' said Jasper. ' If it's got to 
be, it's got to be, but I swear nobody'U ever put a knife into me 
but Croman.' 

" Hard on me, wa'n't it ? I who've been physician about here 
for five or six years. Besides, I needed experience in amputations, 
they're so scarce. 

"' Jasper,* I said, puUin' a long face, 'you can't wait that long.' 

" He rolled his eyes and gasped. 

" ' Then I got to die,' he groaned. 
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" * I can take it off for you/ said I. 

" * If you ever come near me with a knife, 111 grab it and cut 
your everlastin' head off ! ' he yelled, and looked so savage I believe 
he'd have tried it, 

" Well, I wa'n't goin' to get practice for Croman and give 'em 
all round here the notion I wa'n't enough of a doctor for 'em. So 
I said : — 

'' ' Jasper, you're a good fellow, and it'd be a sad thing for you 
in your trade to lose a leg. I'm goin* to try on you what Pasteur, 
the great English surgeon, tried on King Peter the Great of Germany 
when his horse kicked him at the battle of Waterloo ! ' 

"Jaspar looked pleased, and I tried what I alwa3rs wanted to 
try, because I don't believe much in medicines, and all that, and 
if I was ill, I wouldn't take 'em. I'd strained my hip just now, and 
set it straight by nature's remedy. The doctor who goes about 
preachin' to other people how to get well, and who don't know 
how to keep well himself, is a humbug and ought to be driven out 
of the business. 

'' So I stripped all the bandages and ointments off Jasper's leg, 
and said : — 

" * Now well try heroic remedies. You leave that sore to dry up 
in the air.' 

** And I'm blamed if next mornin' his leg wa'n't saved ! 

" You see what Jasper owed me, and never a red cent did he 
give me. 

" I was drivin' past his place thinkin' about all this last night, 
when I saw his box on the porch, and him in the backyard. So 
I just helped myself and drove off sayin' Howdy. If we country 
doctors didn't help ourselves once in a while, we'd never get served. 
But I've got my tools now, and when you and I get married, I 
can add a wing to the house myself." 

Howard's last words had offered Eleanor the opening which she 
had not known how to make. She lowered her head as if in deep 
thought, and then raised her eyes to his. 

"You have waited until to-day to talk to me of marriage?" 
she asked wistfully. 

Howard whistled softly. 

" So that's why you came ridin' over this way i " he exclaimed. 

Eleanor flushed hotly. 
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" How dare you " 

Howard crossed to where the mare stood, and took hold of the 
bridle. 

" I told you it was no use bluffin* with me. Get down and come 
in to the house« where we can talk." 

" We were succeeding so well in talking here, that I think we 
may as well stay where we are. So you had something to say to 
me?" 

Howard looked up at her in undisguised admiration. It was 
not often that he met a woman clever enough to turn a point, and 
he knew how to appreciate this accomplishment. 

" Yes," he said. ** The fact is, I should have spoken to you 
before." 

*' The first days you were engaged to Dick," he continued, after 
a pause, " I had a talk with you down at the river, and I made 
you an offer. Long and short of it was, jilt him and take me. 
Struck me as a first-rate scheme, but you didn't take to it, some- 
how. I was surprised, because I thought you had good taste. 
So I turned it into a sort of standin' offer, call when you're ready. 
Now, I should have warned you not to wait too long. Offer's not 
off, you understand, only closed down for a while. Really, Eleanor, 
you should not have waited until the momin' of the weddin' to 
ask me to marry you." 

Eleanor started as if she had been lashed with a whip. 

" I can stand jokes, but not insults, Doctor Howard. Let go 
that rein. Let go, I say ! Come up, Daisy 1 Let go, or you will 
be killed I" 

She brought her crop furiously down. The mare gathered her- 
self to spring forward, but a band of iron dragging on the curb 
bit kept her back. Eleanor raised the crop again. 

" If you strike her," said Howard calmly, " all she can do is to 
pitch you over her head. Be reasonable. You don't like my 
callin' you by your name? When you're a Hadleigh, I'll have 
to; you know I'm like the family. You don't like my tellin' 
you what you came here to say? We both know it's true, 
though." 

** Thank God, that whatever I had to say, I have left unsaid," 
answered Eleanor. " I have at least learned to understand you 
better. The lesson may prove useful." Her lip curled. "J 
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should thank you to let my mare go. She is mettlesome, and 
does not like rough handling." 

The mare was pawing the ground and pulling dangerously at 
the reins. 

Howard stood back. 

" Is there to be a wedding to-day? " he asked. 

" Yes ! *' said Eleanor through her teeth as she disappeared in a 
cloud of dust. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

HOW THE HOUR PASSED AND THE DELUGE CAME 

A HUSH had fallen on the world. All was so still that one's 
ears tingled with the endeavour to hear. The sky was a 
vault enclosing a vacuum of sound. 

Or was it only thus for her ? 

Somewhere, in the vast distance, a bell clanged, its reverberation 
ringing through the air with the shrill shriek of tearing metal until 
it stopped, frightened by the noise of its own creation. 

It was the clock on the mantel, striking one with its silvery 
chime. 

Eleanor rose from her chair. She had thrown herself there on 
going to her room. For two hours she had given no outward sign 
ofUfe. 

On the bed lay the dress which she was to wear. Some one had 
taken it out for her while she was gone. She had not noticed it 
when she came in. It was a lace-trimmed organdie which Laura 
had given her. She had no dresses save her mourning. Altera- 
tions had been necessary, and she and Laura had worked on it to- 
gether. Eleanor hated it for this, and in an insane attack of rage 
she seized it and crushed it in her hands to dash it on the floor. 
In doing so, she caught the reflection of her convulsed face in the 
mirror. 

** I must be beautiful at least to-day," she said, regaining her 
composure. " Et apris^ le diluge** 

She calmly inspected the organdie. It was not damaged. She 
felt, as she never had, the folly of expressing passion by any move- 
ment. It was encouraging nerves by supplying them with a valve. 

She dressed slowly and with elaborate care. Each fold of her 
dress assumed capital importance. It fitted perfectly. In comb- 
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ing her hair she toyed with it to bring Qut its golden gleams. It 
fell of its own accord into the most becoming waves. The 
emotions through which she had passed had brightened her 
cheeks. There were dark shadows under her eyes which dis- 
contented her. But they were pardonable in a brunette^ and they 
added to the sparkle of the eyes themselves. Really, nothing 
justified complaint. She was beautiful as even she had rarely 
been. 

This conviction brought consolation. A wedding, under any 
circumstances, was the marking occurrence in one's personal 
history. All that one had thought, and said, and done, and ap- 
peared, all that had come to one's inner or outer self throughout 
life, whether short or long, converged towards this. If none of 
those who were to behold her to-day were capable of appreciating 
her, she could appreciate herself. She would be the Czar-Pope 
crowning herself before the rabble, investing herself with a power 
which none could gainsay. 

A wedding ! She had thought of one, already. There had 
been no need to devise the expedient of crowning herself then. 
She would have been Queen Consort in her own land — a, better 
fate than absolute monarch among alien spirits so far beneath her 
that they could not feel her sway. She would have felt the sway 
of that other one, and would have triumphed in yielding before 
him. 

As still she pondered, she banished that other one from her 
mind. She was surprised by the ease with which she set him 
aside. He had haunted her waking and sleeping, always before 
her, always cruel, always beloved. And now he left her when she 
bade him go. Yet she was not in love with Dick. Oh, no ! She 
surely was not in love with Dick ! 

Could she make Dick happy? He would make his own happi- 
ness with her. The horse given his liberty in the garden does 
not expect the plants to come and offer him their sweetest He 
crops what falls in his way, and considers himself fortunate. 
Eleanor was pleased with this figure. Yes, she blossomed with 
flowers of speech and manner, which Dick might gather at will 
and weave into a chain for his amusement, without causing her 
to suffer from the loss. 

A carriage drove up. She peeped. from the window. It was 
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Mrs. Hadleigh wkh Dick. The buggy had been cleaned and 
▼amished, and Coquette had been groomed until her coat shone 
like silk. Evidently, Eleanor was to drive back to Oakdale in 
that. 

Back to Oakdale I 

Eleanor leaned against the side of the window. One more hour, 
perhaps two; thai Oakdale — and Mrs. Hadleigh — and Dick — 
and life without hope, without respite. 

She shook herself. 

" I will not think," she said aloud. " I will not think. I shall 
enjoy this hour. Ef apris, k diluge, I wish that silly phrase 
would cease tormenting me. There is a relative deluge after 

everything, unless it comes before. I must expect ** she 

broke off. 

" I said I would not think," she repeated firmly. 

If they would only come for her ! She had examined herself 
from head to foot a hundred times. There was nothing to offer 
an excuse for being rearranged. There were no books about 
There never were, in this country. She could only stand — ^no, 
sit ; she must not tire herself. She could only sit and think — no, 
she must not thinL 

Another vehicle stopped at the door. It was the Deacon. 
Rutherford rode behind him. More arrivals : the Joyces. It 
was at Mrs. Hadleigh's request that they had been invited. 
Eleanor had wondered why Mrs. Hadleigh had taken sufficient 
interest for this, until she ascertained that Mrs. Joyce had asked 
to be asked. 

The hands of the clock indicated five minutes before two. Of 
the few guests bidden to the wedding ceremony and break&sc at 
Pine Grove, all were now come except Robert Howard. He 
would not come, Eleanor knew. The beast ! 

No ; she would not think. 

Would Laura come down? Had she meant what she said? 
Would 

But Eleanor had vowed not to think. 

A knock at the door brought her to her feet. ~ 

*< Come in ! " she said. 

It was Billy Stolton. 

" The weddin' guests have arriv*," he said, with mock solemnity. 
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'' An' now, if the bride'U condescend to put in an appearance, we'll 
have it over in no time." 

Eleanor laughed. 

"Oh> don't be in too great a hurry," she said. 

"What, not holdin' back?" demanded Billy. 

" Oh, no ; only not running forward." 

She was glad of the opportunity to talk. It served to show if 
she had thorough command of herself. Yes; she had nothing 
to fear. 

Dick was waiting at the bottom of the stairs. His face lighted 
as he saw her. 

" You're late," he whispered. 

" No ; you were early," she answered. 

"I was getting nervous. I thought you might have changed 
your mind at the last second," he continued. 

" You will never know how near I came to it," she said, with 
a reassuring smile. The danger of playing with fire added to her 
calm. 

She entered the sitting-room on Billy's arm. The family and 
guests were gathered in a circle. Near the mantelpiece a little 
table had been prepared for the Deacon ; in front of it there hung 
from the ceiling a bell of daisies beneath which the bride was to 
stand. Garlands of wild flowers and vines festooned windows 
and doors, while bouquets from Mrs. Stolton's garden filled pretty 
vases distributed through the room where place was available. 
All this had been arranged by Laura. Where was she? Mrs. 
Hadleigh was beside the Deacon, giving him some last instruc- 
tions concerning the use of the Prayer-book and marking the page 
with a ribbon ; she was so preoccupied that she did not raise her 
head as Eleanor entered. Mrs. Stolton was talking with Joe Joyce. 
Rutherford was near her, with Dick. But Laura was not there. 

Eleanor advanced with Billy until the bell of daisies was over 
her head. The Deacon removed the ribbon from the Prayer- 
book, and cleared his throat. 

" Why, Where's Laura ? Wait, Deacon, wait ! We haven't got 
the bridesmaid I " exclaimed Mrs. Stolton. She remembered 
that Laura had complained of being unwell in the morning, and 
she had been too busy to inquire since. ** Pete, run up to her 
room just as fast as you can, and bring her ! " 
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They waited in constrained silence. Eleanor was the only one 
who betrayed no embarrassment 

Pete returned. 

*' Laura says she's too sick to get up. Awful sorry. Have to 
go ahead without her." 

'' If that's not a shame I " said Mrs. Joyce. 

" Pete, you ain't jokin' ? " asked Billy. 

''Whoever heard of a weddin' without a bridesmaid?" said 
tactless Joe, pining for a glimpse of his adored one. 

'' I can't believe it I'll go see for mysdf," said Mrs. Stolton. 

The Deacon shifted from one foot to the other. Mrs. Joyce 
sat down. Billy dropped Eleanor's arm to thrust his hands in 
his pockets. Pete and Joe exchanged whispered comments pro- 
voking snorts of suppressed mirth. Mrs. Hadleigh's gaze was 
riveted on Dick as if in a supreme appeal which he would not 
heed. Eleanor centred her thoughts on the dangers of Arctic 
explorations and the beauties of the Aurora Borealis, thanks to 
which she preserved her composure. 

Mrs. Stolton came down much depressed. 

" Never mind, it can't be helped," she said. " Now, Deacon 
>» 

A rasping whisper from Rutherford cut through the air. 

" I've forgotten the ring I " 

'' What ring ? " asked the mistress of the house. 

"Why, the weddin'-ring." 

" Well, it doesn't matter. You'll look for it afterwards." 

" But you can't get married without it." 

" I was," retorted Mrs. Stolton in surprise. 

" Well, you oughtn't to have been." The appropriateness of 
the remark was so evident in application to Mrs. Stolton's marriage, 
that even Rutherford saw it, and blushed. " I mean you couldn't 
have been married with the Episcopal service, then. We can't 
get on without a ring. We'd stick in the middle. I've read it, 
and there's got to be a ring on the second page." 

Mrs. Hadleigh opened her lips for the first time. 

" Any plain ring will do." 

" I don't believe there's one in the house," said Mrs. Stolton. 
" Why, Harry, you have one yourself. Lend it to them I " 

*' It was my mother's ring, and never has left my finger since 
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my wedding-day. I am afraid I cannot take it off/' said Harriet 
Hadleighy who had clung to this one treasure through all her 
poverty. It was worn to a thin thread of gold, and would not 
have brought half a dollar. 

" Here it is ! '* exclaimed Rutherford shamefacedly, holding up 
a ring of silver. " We'd put it in Dick's pocket so as to be sure 
not to forget ! " 

" And now, Deacon ** Mrs. Stolton was saying for the second 

time, when a horse was heard galloping up the avenue, and Robert 
Howard rushed in. 

" Wait for me ! Oh, wait for me ! " he cried. 

"You came near missin' it ! " said Pete. 

" Miss it? I wouldn't have missed it for a pretty ! I ought to 
give the bride away, though." 

" I wish you would," said Billy eagerly. " They've kep* me 
stannin' so long my corns are hurtin' dreadful in these new shoes. 
My feet feel like potatoes in the stove." 

He let Howard take his place at Eleanor's side, and went to sit 
against the wall. 

" You look stunnin'," Howard whispered. " Only, the edge of 
your skirt is turned up behind. We'll go forward a step. Now 
back a bit. There. Perfect. And now we're ready." 

The Deacon had been fidgeting impatiently with the ribbon. 
He opened the book, and read in a loud voice : — 

" ' I am the resurrection and the life, saith the Lord : he that 
believeth in Me, though .he were dead, yet shall he live : and 
whosoever liveth and believeth in Me shall never die' ". 

Of those present, only two knew the Episcopal ritual : Mrs. 
Hadleigh and Eleanor. They changed colour. Both tried to 
attract his attention and stop him. 

He read on : — 

" ' I know that my Redeemer liveth, and that He shall stand at 
the latter day upon the earth ; and though after my skin worms 
destroy this body, yet in my flesh shall I see God : whom I shall 
see for myself, and mine eyes shall behold, and not another ' ". 

" Deacon 1 Deacon 1 " called Mrs. Hadleigh, agonised. The 
witnesses to this strange scene wondered what was happening. 

The Deacon opened his mouth again. 

Eleanor could bear no more. Leaning forward, she put her 
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finger on the lettering at the top of the page to which the Deacon 
had turned. Somewhere in history she had read of a man whose 
neck had been hacked again and again by the execationer, and 
who finally dragged himself to lay on some one's lap his wounded 
head still unparted from its gory trunk* Name, date,, circum- 
stance, were forgotten ; they mattered little, for it was hersell 

Deacon Springs followed Eleanor's finger. She had pointed 
rather than speak, knowing that only she and Mrs. Hadleigh were 
aware oi the gruesome error. He coughed dryly, and read out 
aloud : — 

'' The Order for the Burial of the Dead *'. 

He lowered his book, and said in the conversational tone 
which had made his pulpit addresses famous : — 

" My brethren, it seems I've made a mistake. I was readin' 
the burial service over these two young people. We'll have to 
begin over again." 

Mrs. Joyce screamed shrilly :— 

''It's a bad omen! Put off the weddin'l Oh, put off the 
weddin'! Ah! Ah! Ah!" 

"Stuff an' nonsense," grunted practical Joe, resolved not to be 
cheated out of his breakfaist, since he had been dq>rived of seeing 
Laura. 

Nevertheless^ Mrs. Joyce's agitation spread to other members 
of the party. Mrs. Stolton grew sickly pale. Dick was trembling 
from head to foot Rutherford was pitiably disconcerted. Billy 
Stolton swore under his breath. Mrs. Hadleigh was r^d with 
horror. Robert Howard himself had become serious. His fears 
were for Eleanor, who gave no sign of emotion, but whose breath- 
ing seemed suspended. 

"You have the only head in the room," he whispered to her. 
" Rise above the others by keeping it Slips don't count." 

She was not listening. He heard her murmuring words which 
were unintelligible to him. They were : " One hour more. JEt 
aprls, k dilugey 

Rutherford stepped forward. 

" Do you want it put off? " he asked nervously. 

" No," she answered. 

"Yes! Yes! It's a curse!" cried Mrs. Joyce, becoming 
hysterical. Joe led her out. 
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Deacon Springs started afresh, at the right page this time, and 
read the marriage service through to the end, including the in- 
structions printed in italics* 

After the blessing he appealed to Mrs. Hadleigh : — 

" Is there anything more to be done ? " 

She shook her head. 

" Then, young people, you're married as much as I can make 
you. Brother Stolton, will you lead in prayer? " 

Billy, stood forth importantly. He had been warned that this 
compliment would be paid to him, and he was prepared. He 
spoke of all things beautiful — ^heaven^ earth, sun, moon, clouds, 
flowers ; of all things noble — ^love, ambition, duty, sobriety ; ctf all 
things useful — ^houses, animals, crops, hoeing, ploughing ; of all 
things precious — ^family ties, conjugal affection, filial devotion. He 
wept over his own eloquence, and ended with a rapturous exhorta- 
tion that Dick might have such a wife as his, Billy's, sweet Bessie 
was ; and that Eleanor might receive from her husband all the 
faithful service which Bessie had received from him, Billy. 

This prayer concluded, the Deacon again took up the good 
word, and, having nothing new to say, he said it boldly and pro- 
fusely, apprehending neither hesitation from himself nor contra- 
diction from others. 

A constrained pause followed* Was it embarrassment ? Was 
it ignorance ? Was it awe? Dick turned, and with bis bride on 
his arm, came down the room for the customary congratulations. 
The guests stood rooted to their places. Dick walked on, until 
he and Eleanor had passed through the door and out into the ball. 
He did not know why he led her away ; and she knew not why 
she followed. But both were inexpressibly relieved at being alone. 

" Mrs. Dick Hadleigh ! " whispered Dick exultingly, pressing 
her hand against him as it rested on his arm. 

" Hold on 1 What are you runnin' away for ? " 

Robert Howard was beside them. 

** I must be the first to greet Mrs. Richard Hadleigh," he said, 
bowing low. 

** Too late, old man. But you'll come in a good second," said 
Dick. 

" That is just what I should like," Howard replied. " A good 
second is better than a bad first. I accept the position." 



IM THE SCAR 

Dick saw Howard's smiling lips, and was amused. Eleanor 
saw his serious eyes, and was enraged. 

" Shall we go back to the drawing-room ? The fresh air has 
quite restored me," she said. 

Howard again pursued them. 

'' An important ceremony has been forgotten,*' he declared. " It's 
the privil^^ of the man who gives away the bride to be the first 
to kiss her." 

"Oh," said Eleanor lightly and coldly, as if her blood were not 
surging with hatred against this man who had insulted her, ''oh, 
you were only a proxy, and therefore you must kiss a proxy ! " 

A roar of laughter greeted this sally. 

" Hold him to it. Miss Eleanor ! Make him kiss Mrs. Joyce ! " 
cried Pete. 

Mrs. Joyce, who had returned during Billy's prayer, grimaced 
as if not flattered. Eleanor recalled the unnecessary unpleasant- 
ness made by Mrs. Joyce over the Deacon's blunder, and she could 
not resist the temptation to punish her. 

" You have heard your sentence, Doctor Howard. You are to 
kiss Mrs. Joyce," she ordered. 

"In that case, my principal has got to kiss you. Come along, 
Mr. Stolton." 

The tables being thus turned on Eleanor, a fresh burst of 
laughter came from the audience. Billy, interested by the 
mention of the word kiss, came up wiping his mouth. Eleanor 
shuddered. Yet it was better than being embraced by Robert 
Howard. 

" Now ! " cried Howard. *' Both together ! One, two, three, 
Bounce I" 

And while Billy was applying his false teeth to Eleanor's rosy 
right cheek, Howard bestowed a chaste embrace on the ticklish 
part of Mrs. Joyce's scraggy neck, under the chin, that worthy 
lady having hastily screwed her head aside, protesting vocifer- 
ously. 

" And the first bein* over, I'll come in a good second," said 
Robert Howard, and crossing to Eleanor, before she could defend 
herself, he kissed her roundly on the left cheek. 

" Now you, Rutherford ; and then Pete," continued Howard. 
"Everybody's got to kiss the bride." 
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Rutherford blushed and Pete giggled, but both did their duty. 
Joe Joyce was next urged on by the pitiless Howard* Mrs. 
Stolton and Mrs. Joyce relieved Eleanor of part of her misery by 
remembering their n^lect of congratulations, and atoning with a 
vengeance. 

Only Mrs. Hadleigh had not stirred. Eleanor went up to her. 

'* I am afraid the ceremony has been too much for you/' said 
Eleanor, noticing the elder woman's tired look. 

*' It has," answered Mrs. Hadleigh so dryly that Eleanor was 
cut to the quick. 

Howard came to the rescue. But really, Eleanor reflected, 
there are some conditions of salvation infinitely worse than per* 
dition. 

" Hold on ! The brid^oom hasn't done his duty yet. He 
must kiss her in front of us all. Stand back ! Make a ring ! 
Step up, Dick, and don't make out it's the first time you ever 
kissed a girl ! " 

Dick's ready compliance was for Eleanor perhaps the most 
obnoxious occurrence of an odious day. 

As she took her place at the head of the table for the wedding 
breakfast, Eleanor was relieved of the strain under which she had 
laboured. Her mind became a blessed blank. On leaving the 
dining-room she could not have said whether or not she had 
eaten, nor could she have recalled one word which had passed, 
although she had a vague consciousness that she herself had 
spoken repeatedly. 

She got in the buggy by Dick's side. Mrs. Hadleigh had 
driven on before with the Deacon. Mrs. Joyce and Joe followed 
close behind. Eleanor was truly grateful for this. Dick turned 
his head every few minutes to see if the other buggy were still 
shadowing them. Eleanor knew that if they were to find them- 
selves alone, Dick's arm would be round her waist, and he would 
be kissing her. He had pleaded for this privil^e during their 
engagement, and she had been obdurate. 

'< No man shall kiss me except my husband," she had declared. 

" But Fm going to be your husband," Dick had argued. 

"And so you are 'going' to kiss me," Eleanor had replied. 
And he could not get her beyond this. 

Now, she could no longer resist his touch* She was filled 
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with kMtfaing. She 'did not think she woold die if he touched 
her. She knew she could not die. And that was why she 
suflRned. 

The heat was stifling on this June afternoon. The sun glowed 
like a ball of fire parching all that came in its way. The atmos- 
phere was scorching and lifeless like that of a fiimace. Eleanor 
always remembered those stretches of long, long sandy road be- 
tween the pines on one side and the com-fidds on the other, and 
over all tlie hot yellow sun, and the blue sky abscdutely cloudless, 
and the air densely still. 

A strange procession joined them at die cross-roads. Men 
mounted on horses and mules, women in conveyances oi all 
descriptions, greeted them, and formed their escort as far as the 
Hadleighs', where all alighted and came in. The gaunt old frame- 
house with its unpainted walls was for one day to revive a chapter 
from its past, opening its doors to the entire county. From the 
hall hats, coats and whips had been cleared. The parlour had 
been tastefully decorated by Laura. In the dining-room the table 
had been set with accessories borrowed from all the neighbours, 
and spread with dainties prepared by Mrs. Hadleigh and Laura. 

It must be confessed that the bride, standing in the parlour to 
receive the good wishes of the community, was promptly deserted 
for the counter-attraction of refreshments in the dining-room. 
Here, Laura's absence was sadly felt. Mrs. Hadleigh, required 
everywhere at the same time, could not supervise. And the local 
youth ran riot. Familar objects such as chocolate and caramel 
cake, baked custard, puddings and biscuits, vanished with start- 
ling rapidity. Other more mysterious dishes were treated with 
considerable circumspection, and became popular only after every- 
thing else was exhausted. One bowl was particularly surrounded 
by the curious, no one mustering up sufficient ccmrage to sample 
it. Finally Reddy Curtis and Hezekiah Benton enlisted their 
services. 

'' It's scrambled eggs," pronounced Reddy critically. 

'' Must be stale, then ; they're tough as — as higgynometry," ob- 
served Hezekiah with a superior air. 

Rosie Warton advanced her pug nose and took a taste. 

** Pshaw, you're a lot o' dunderheads ! It's hogs* brains ! " she 
said, and confidence was restored. 
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Rutherford, coming in at this juncture, saw the bowl empty on 
the table, and asked those standing near if they had liked the 
chicken salad. They looked puzzled, and said they had not seen 
any. 

Eleanor sat by the window, watching the ilast guest depart. 
Dick, across the room, got up from his chair. Eleanor shrank 
instinctively back. 

Her hour was passed. 

Mrs. Hadleigh entered, and Dick resumed his place, nervously 
fingering a number of the Rural Rubric. 

Mrs. Hadleigh xarried a torn coat of Rutherford's under her 
arm. 

<* Do you know how Bess's hoof is to-day ? " she asked Dick, 
as she plied her needle. 

" I— I don't know," faltered Dick. 

**Then I can tell you. It is better, but it might have become 
serious if I had not gone out and seen to it myself." 

There was a pause. 

" I was looking at the com yesterday. It seems getting on 
nicely," pursued Mrs. Hadleigh. '' I think it needs turning up, 
though. You had better start that to-morrow morning." 

"Yes," said Dick absently. 

"Oh, I believe you told me you had torn your jean trousers. 

You will need them. I shall attend to them at once, if Miss " 

Mrs. Hadleigh stopped, and looked full at Eleanor — *^ if you will 
finish this." 

Eleanor knew that for Mrs. Hadleigh she was thenceforth to 
have no name. 

''CerUinly," she said. 

She took the earth-stained coat in her delicate hands. 

It was the deluge. 



CHAPTER XVII 

HOW ART APPEARS TO IGNORANCE 

" XT OT this afternoon, Dick." 

IN " But, Nell. I must." 

"You look tired." 

"No, I'm all right." 

"Well. I want you here." 

"That's a better argument ; but really, I should go." 

Already weakening, his defence failed further when he felt her 
arms round his neck. 

"You and I are going to set these rooms to rights," she 
whispered coaxingly. 

He started in alarm. 

" What will mother say ? " 

Eleanor stood back, pouting. 

" That's what you have to say to your wife ; always ' mother '. 
How would you like it, if to everything you said or did, I trotted 
out ' father ' ? Here we have been married two weeks, and I have 
stayed in my corner like a little mouse, and the first time I make a 
suggestion " 

"But, Nell," interrupted Dick, "it was only because this is 
mother's house, you know, and not mine. I was wondering if 
she would like it. Wait till to-night, and ask her. It will be time 
enough to do anything to-morrow." 

"Do you like it?" demanded Eleanor abruptly, ignoring his 
last words. " Look at this mixture of old and new, good and 
bad. Does that suit your taste, Mr. Richard Hadleigh?" 

" It's all we can afford," said Dick deprecatingly. 

" Nonsense. That is not the point. It is a question of making 
the best of what one has. This drawing-room would be almost 

(158) 
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handsome, if properly arranged. There are things all over the 
house which might be put in it. I know you cannot like it as it 
is. You may have become so accustomed to it that you don't 
notice it much. But look at it with my eyes now. Frankly, do 
you like it?" 

" No/' said Dick, surprised that he should never before have 
observed the room in which he spent several hours daily. 

" There, I knew it I " cried Eleanor triumphantly. " And now 
tell me, have your tastes and wishes no weight? Mrs. Hadleigh 
may be mistress of Oakdale, but I should like to know who 
manages the place, who is its master? At all events, shifting 
furniture can do no harm. If she does not like it our way, it can 
be put back as it was. Now, first run up to the little hall, 
and " 

" Nell, I must go to the fields this afternoon. You don't know 
how much there is to be done before sunset." 

Rutherford, passing at that moment under the window, called i-^ 

"Youcomin*, Dick?" 

" No," answered Eleanor, putting her head out. ** He says he 
can't come." 

Rutherford stopped short, unable to believe his ears. 

" Not comin' ? He can't have said that, Eleanor. We can't 
get on without him." 

'' His heart is upset," said Eleanor. " I am afraid to let him 
go." 

" Oh, then, of course " began Rutherford, and broke off 

''But I'll be switched if I know how we'll manage." 

And he went on. 

" Nell ! " exclaimed Dick. " How could you say my heart 
was " 

"Is it not? Do you mean to say, you cruel man, that you 
have been talking here to your young wife for I don't know how 
many minutes with her arms round your neck, and it has not 
moved your heart?" 

" Oh, if you mean that I " laughed Dick. " But I ought to go 
anyhow. You heard what Ruth' said." 

** Ruth' is such a monument of wisdom, that of course we must 
all bend before him," Eleanor said ironically. "I had forgotten 
that he was the elder son, and master of all here. Run along. 



160 THE SCAR 

DOW, Dick, like t good boy, and don't disobey your brother— or 
mother, is it? Or perhaps one of your adopted uncles, or aunts, 
or cousins? My word, Dick, I believe the only person whose 
wishes you don't consider is your wife." 

''Eleanor I" protested Dick. 

"Oh, don't think that I reproach you with it, dear; it is not 
your fiiult if you were raised that way. I doubt if you were taught 
the meaning of the word self*respect In fact, everythii^ about 
here proves that you were not. Else why should you be content 
to live like day-labourers ? " 

«' It's what we are," said Dick. 

'' Nonsense t The fact that you work does not alter your birth, 
does it ? The trouble is indifference, Dick. You have fidlen into 
a state of mind where you don't care if you are a gentleman or a 
boor, or if you live in a palace or a hovel. I suppose I shall fall 
into the same apathy when I have been exposed as long to the 
same influences. But if you don't care for your own self-respect 
you should consider mine for a little while yet" 

Unconsciously, a revulsion of feeling began in Dick. He grew 
ashamed of himself, of his mother, of all that was theirs. Had he 
analysed these sentiments, he would have driven them from him 
as unworthy. But so deftly had the seed been planted, that he 
was presently aware only of an increased love for his beautiful 
wife, and the thought that he must exert himself to the utmost so 
that her life might be bearable. 

''You said you wanted something upstairs? " he asked gently. 

" Yes, the little round-topped table which should never have 
been hidden away. While you are getting it, I shall dear away 
all this." 

As she spoke she swept the ornaments from the mantel, tearing 
the field grasses from the cheap vases whose banishment she had 
decreed. 

«' Oh, Nell, not the grasses I" Dick exclaimed " Father pulled 
them and brought them back to mother the day before he died. 
Mother would never get over it if they were destroyed." 

Eleanor had wished them away, for they reminded her of that 
first scene with Mrs. Hadleigh. It occurred to her that the re- 
collection must be even more obnoxious to Mrs. Hadleigh, who 
had lost 
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"I did not know," she answered. "In that case, of course 
they must be left. And the vases ? " 

"They were Rutherford's first present bought with his own 
money," 

" Why, I should think Mrs. ELadleigh would always want them 
near her," said Eleanor briskly. " Put them in her room as you 
go up for the table, and we shall find something else for the 



A gratified smile lingered on Eleanor's lips while Dick was gone 
to do her bidding. She had been, on the whole, not unhappy 
since her marriage. For instead of resigning herself to her lot, as 
she had expected, she was resigning her lot to herself. 

Both Dick and Rutherford were completely under her sway. 
Mrs. Hadleigh, thrown off her guard by Eleanor's affectation of 
passiveness, might be conquered. The choice of the moment 
was the important question, and the way to it must be prepared 
carefully. Indeed, every word and action of Eleanor's during the 
past two weeks had been tending towards this, and she now 
decided that she might venture a first open move. Mrs. Had- 
leigh would necessarily object to having the house pulled to pieces 
—old women, in the country especially, always resent seeing their 
staid arrangements disturbed. But Dick must be recognised as 
the master of Oakdale, and the transformation of the parlour 
during Mrs. Hadleigh's absence for an afternoon at Pine Grove 
would bring mother and son into conflict over a question of 
privilege. 

Eleanor was certain that, supported by her, Dick could display 
sufficient strength to win the victory. Howard had been right in 
saying that an armed truce was as piuch peace as could be expected 
between Mrs. Hadleigh and herself until one or the other was 
definitely overcome. Many skirmishes and many battles would 
mark the campaign, but Eleanor could obtain an advantage by 
separating mother and son. Could she completely estrange them, 
assured success would lie before her. 

"What are you going to do with this old thing?" asked Dick, 
coming in with the table. 

"That old thing? Why, it is superb. Real colonial, and in 
fsAr preservation." 

** One leg comes out," said Dick. 
II 
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** Never mind. People don't sit on tables. If we could only 
find some chairs to match it ! " 

''Chairs? They used to break if you looked at 'em t We 
stuffed them down in the cellar when we got the new ones, the 
only good year we've had at Oakdale, before father died»" 

'' Let me see them," said Eleanor. " Where is the cellar ? " 

** Oh, that's no use. All those went for firewood long ago ! " 
cried Dick. 

" Barbarians I " commented Eleanor inwardly. 

** But there may be a few left upstairs," Dick continued. ** Want 
to come?" 

He led the way to a room at the rear, near the one which had 
been his as a bachelor. Groping his way through the darkness, 
he threw open the heavy wooden shutters of a window, and let in 
the light on a strange scene of confusion. Chairs, tables, ward- 
robes, beds, all of solid mahogany, all grey with dust, all broken 
or in some way damaged, were cast carelessly about. 

"A spinet!" Eleanor exclaimed, delighted. ''We must have 
that in the dining-room. And that glorious old book-case, with 
some leather-bound volumes in it, too ! " 

She saw that the house might, after all, be rendered habitable. 

Dick looked on in amusement 

"You don't really want that old piano downstairs, Nell? It 
can't play worth a cent, and would only take up room." 

" As if that were not to spare ! It will go in the place of that 
horrid kitchen safe." 

" Oh, mother needs that," warned Dick hastily. 

Eleanor pursed her lips. 

" Only for china," she said. " We'll pull the sounding-board 
and all the rest out of the spinet — it is broken and almost gone, 
or it would be a shame to touch it — and then dishes can be put 
here just as well as in that awful thing downstairs. I don't see 
how a person with your mother's refined tastes can live the way 
she does." 

"She can't help herself," he apologised. 

" Can't she ? Look at what is here — and think of what you are 
using throughout the house ! " 

"These things came from Grandfather Hadleigh's place," Dick 
explained. " After the sacking and burning, father thought there 
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was nothing saved. That was what the neighbours wrote him, 
for none of his people were left. But it seems the negroes got 
some, and one of them dying, willed this lot back to father, who 
was dead by that time. It was shipped by express to Sandy 
Bend, and cost us fifty dollars. We were crippled for a year. 
Mother felt she had to pay it, on father's account, but she never 
wanted to see it afterwards because she suffered so much for that 
money." 

" She must have forgotten her aversion by this time, and so we 
may surely use it," Eleanor said, seeing a new way of displeasing 
Mrs. Hadleigh. " But what is that ? " 

She crossed the room to a chest on which lay a plate decorated 
with a pattern which had caught her eye. 

" Dick ! This is Wedgwood I " 

*' Oh, no, it's not any kind of wood ! " corrected Dick, with his 
superior smile. ** It's genuine china." 

" I said Wedgwood, you stupid ; not the modern white and blue, 
but the old original Josiah Wedgwood, in black and red and gold, 
which was not manufactured after 1764. Have you anything else 
like this?" 

" There are some left in the chest" Dick raised the lid. " A 
whole box-full was smashed to bits in coming, it was so badly 
packed. And half of what was in this box was broken or cracked. 
We used what was left until the cook dropped a flat-iron on a 
pile of it one day, and then there wasn't enough to go round." 

" But, Dick, did not you know that these are worth money ? 
Here's another piece of Wedgwood; and this plate is Spode; 
and this is unquestionably old Delft." She held them up as she 
spoke. 

Dick again smiled. 

" Yes, things are always worth money until you try to sell them. 
We couldn't get a nickel apiece for these, so long as there's new 
ironstone china to be had at the store. We had a picture of old 
Mrs. Ellis, Governor Ellis's wife, by Jellica Hoffman " 

** Angelica Kauffmann I " 

" That's it ! And mother said she knew it must be worth 
something, so she took it to Paulsville, and they would only give 
her a dollar and a half for it because it had sword-cuts in it." 

Eleanor fell back, very nearly dropping the Spode plate. 
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''Dick, that one picture would have brought you enough to 
pay off all your mortgages, and restore the place, and leave some 
capital in the bank to last you the rest of your days ) " 

''Well, it didn't, and the Broomley we had of one of the 
Rutherfords didn't, either/* 

"NotRomney?" 

"Yes, that was it, Romney. That wasn't spoiled, and we got 
two dollars for it" 

" It was worth twenty thousand ! ** moaned Eleanor. 

Dick looked at her in wide*eyed amazement 

" Who'd be fool enough to give that for a painting ? " he asked« 
" Anyway, this one wasn't even finished ; the hands were only one 
quarter done." 

"Romney never finished hands; that was as good as a 
signature." 

"Oh, this one had what they called a signature on it, a big 
capital R hidden away in a comer where I couldn't see it They 
didn't make any trouble about buying it, in spite of the undone 
hands. I wanted to get some paint and try to finish them, but 
mother said I'd better leave 'em alone." 

" And your mother permitted such a sacrifice ? Did she not 
know that any Northern dealer would have paid well for 
such treasures?" 

" The truth is, we didn't believe 'em genuine, and were glad to 
get anything for 'em," said Dick confidentially. 

" Yet you said they were family portraits ? " 

" Oh, yes, they'd always been in the family, and mother says 
she remembers seeing the original receipts for them, and they cost 
a lot of money. But the shopkeeper in Paulsville wouldn't be- 
lieve her, because the receipts had got lost I don't know that it 
mattered. It always costs a lot to have a picture painted, and it's 
not worth anything when it's done." 

" No ? " said Eleanor. " And the world's masterpieces ? Leo- 
nardo's * Mona Lisa * ? Raphael's ' Transfiguration ' ? Titian's 
'Man with the Glove'? Rembrandt's 'Night Watch'?" She 
selected names which she thought must be familiar even in 
Suffolk County, Virginia. 

" They are different," declared Dick. " They were painted on 
purpose for the big museums, and they've been kept there ever 
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since, and everybody knows just where they are, and they're all 
catalogued, and have got the names of the schools written on 
them. That's how they tell them apart, you know ; they are all 
marked with the schools, and a picture that hasn't got its school 
written on it, isn't worth anything. All that plain people get hold 
of are just bad pieces or imitations, and not worth a dime. I 
know because I made inquiries in Paulsville, and all the shop- 
keepers told me the same thing, and one used to live in Richmond, 
too. I think we were lucky to get two dollars." 

''If you like those plates, you can have 'em," he added mag- 
nanimously, " and keep 'em, or sell 'em, if you think you can get a 
cent apiece, which I doubt. Mother gave *em to me because they 
had been father's. In fact, they're the only things that belong to 
me here. So with my worldly goods I thee endow." 

He put his arms round her waist and tried to kiss her, but she 
pushed him away. This wanton display of his hopeless limitations, 
and the thought of the money which might have been theirs had 
the pictures been intelligently handled, revolted her. She knew 
that if she answered in any way, she would speak harsh words 
which might in an instant break the meshes of the net which she 
had so carefully woven and wound about her husband. 

''We are losing all the day talking," she said impatiently. 
" Help me to take this down." 

Throughout the afternoon they toiled. All that was modern 
was swept from the parlour at Eleanor's order by Dick, who 
accompanied his movements with reiterated protests like the 
chorus from an oratorio. 

" Mother'!! not like to see the rocker in the liall. It's too good 
for that." 

" That little comer table's what mother's used to putting her 
work on at night ; she'll miss it" 

" It's a shame to put the cane-bottomed chairs in the dining- 
room. They're not a bit broken." 

" The chimney-piece looks funny without the vases. I'm sorry 
I took them out." 

" I wish you'd let me bring the rocker back. Mother likes to 
sit in it at night." 

"You know, she always had that little table by her." 

" What on earth have you got against cane-bottomed chairs ? " 
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Eleanor replied to neither question nor comment, and Dick did 
not wait for her to do to, being too well occupied in obeying. 

The piano was rolled into a comer. 

"You know, it's not straight. Better jamb it in while we're 
about it." 

A quaint straight-backed chair which had stood at Mrs. Had- 
leigh's bedside was put by the mantelpiece. 

'' That was grandfather's chair. I don't know what mother will 
say when she sees it moved. It's true shell be able to use it 
oftener here." 

A mahogany book-case was put on the other side of the room, 

" What do you want books in the parlour for ? " 

Mrs. Hadleigh's little table, a wretched modem thing of painted 
wood, was replaced by a round-topped colonial table. 

" It's bigger than the other. Mother mayn't like it." 

Chairs that were not, after all, so disabled, and whose polished 
mahogany and mohair lent a prim old-fashioned character to the 
room, were set carelessly about. 

** Not one's up against the wall. It don't look nice at all.'* 

A few old prints stained with time and in dingy gold frames 
were hung here and there to break the white monotony of plaster 
walls. 

" If you like old things, you've got them now 1 " 

Eleanor cast a satisfied glance at the results of her labours. 
The parlour was homogeneous. In the dining-room the deal table 
and the cane-bottomed chairs still quarrelled with the sideboard^ 
but the latter had to keep it company the spinet, relieved of its 
vitals, so as to serve the purpose of the hated kitchen safe which, 
with the broken chairs, had been banished to its proper sphere. 

" If there were only curtains I " sighed Eleanor. 

A thought struck her, and an hour later she was tacking white 
muslin curtains to the windows in parlour and dining-room. 

As she was arranging the folds of the last, the sound of wheels 
heralded Mrs. Hadleigh's arrival. Eleanor, thrilling with excite- 
ment, went to the rocking-chair in the hall, and sat there as if she 
had spent the afternoon idling. Mrs. Hadleigh had only to say 
one unpleasant word, and Dick, tired, nervous, and completely 
under a new influence, would answer so sharply that a violent 
scene could not be avoided* 
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Mrs. Hadleigh came slowly up the steps and entered the hall. 
With only a look of recognition towards Eleanor, she was about 
to go on, when the open door of the dining-room attracted her 
attention. She took a step forward, noted every detail of the 
transformation, turned to the parlour, went in, refrained from 
speaking to Dick whom she found there, and came back to the 
hall where Eleanor was waiting breathlessly. 

" I have not seen the house as home-like since I was a girl," 
she said. " But how did you get muslin for the curtains ? " 

"Oh, I cut up some dresses I did not need." Eleanor was 
magnificent in her indifference. 

'' It is twenty-five years since I have been able to afford a muslin 
dress," said Mrs. Hadleigh quietly, passing on to the rear of the 
house. 



CHAPTER XVIII 

HOW ONE MAY SINK AND ANOTHER MAY RISE 

ONE dreary September morning when the blight of autumn 
was beg^ning to make itself felt in the air, Doc Howard 
came back to his office after riding all night through cold drizzling 
rain. The call had been an urgent one, and he had responded 
promptly, braving the weather only to find an hysterical woman 
who fancied herself in the throes of death. In his disgust, Doc 
did not apply the panacea of mica pants pills and protoxyde of 
hydrogen. He merely swore, refused the shelter offered him, and 
went home. 

After stabling his horse. Doc entered the office and threw 
himself, dressed as he was, on the bed, drawing a blanket oyer 
him. 

*' I wouldn't budge for the Governor of the State," he was saying 
to himself, merged in the first waves of sleep, when a thundering 
knock at the door brought him instinctively to his feet 

" Plague take the people, never to leave me alone," he muttered. 
" I'll see who it is, but I don't stir out this momin'." 

A burly negro greeted him. 

" Buck Morrison axed me fo' gib yo* dis. 'Mawnin', Marse 
Doc I " And slipping a greasy paper into Howard's hand, he 
rode away. 

It was a torn piece of brown wrapping-paper from the country 
store, folded in imitation of an envelope and addressed in pencil : 
"Mr. Dr. Doc Howard, Esq., M.D.". Within was written: 
"01 man Jake mity porely. Pleez kum quik. Say he gwine 
die." 

" IVe got to go for Uncle Jake," said Howard, with a sigh, and 
taking his leather medicine-bag under his arm, he went out. 

(i68> 
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The rain had stopped. The atmosphere was hot and heavy as 
before a storm. To the south, black clouds were lowering. His 
horse was so weary that he made slow progress. 

"Old boy, if you don't get a hump on you, we'll both be 
drenched," he said. But he added no outward persuasion to the 
words. 

The door of Jake's hut was open ; no sign of life was seen 
within. Doc tied his horse to a post and entered. 

Jake in his narrow bed was breathing deeply as if asleep* No 
one was by. Doc felt his pulse, which was beating almost im- 
perceptibly, and called him gently. The old man stirred, groaned 
and opened his eyes. 

" Miss Harry ? " he said eagerly. Then, wistfully, " No ; 'tent 
her. Uh axed 'em to come. Mus' be dey is done fergit fo' tell 
'em. Her would 'a' come to ole man Jake, sure." 

He nodded drowsily as be spoke. 

''Yes, she's comin'. I came on ahead to tell you. I'm Doc 
Howard." 

'' Tankee, Marse Doc ; mighty good o' yo*. But 'tent no use 
fo' help me. De Lamb He a-cdlin' Jake, an' he kint stay no mo'. 
Uh kin heah de angel o' deat' rappin', rappin', callin' ok man 
Jake. Bymeby de gates o' heaben'll open, an' den muh trib'la- 
tions on disher eart' '11 be done. Heah 'em deh, Marae Doc ; 
heah 'em rappin' ! " 

He opened his eyes. Howard was thumping his chest. 

" Uh ent heah 'em no mo'," he added, establishing no connec- 
tion between the doctor's action and the mysterious "call". 
"Mus' be dey is gone fo' anoder po' sinner. Dey'li come an' 
fotch me w'en dey done." 

" No fever, no congestion," reflected Howard. " Looks like a 
decline. Uncle Jake," he said aloud, "when did you eat last?" 

" Uh ent know. Ent no use fo' ole man Jake t' eat w'en de 
Lamb a-callin' 'em up to de Gol'en Gate." 

" How long have you been in bed ? " 

" Mus' be sence de day afore yistiddy, w'en muh knees got to 
shakin' so uh couldn't stan' an' muh haid got light an' funny-like." 

" And you haven't eaten since ? " 

" Uh reckon not, Marse Doc. Ent uh done tdl yo' 'tent no 
use?" 
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"Oh, we'll get you out of this in no time," said Howard. 
" Miss Harry'U be along presently, and you see if you're not all 
right" 

He hunted about among the dishes and tins on the table until 
he found a cup containing a little milk. 

" Here's some medicine. Drink it." 

He held up the old darkey's head, putting the cup to his lips. 

''Dat medicine do bu'n, Marse Doc," wailed Jake. 

" Never you mind, it'll set you right And now don't you move 
till Miss Harry comes." 

The black clouds were extending over the sky, and a sharp wind 
had risen, whistling in the pines. Doc urged on his horse. The 
wind redoubled in violence as he reached Oakdale. He stopped 
at the stable to put his horse in an empty stall, and walked up 
to the house. 

" I say, Mrs. Hadleigh i Dick ! Anybody I " he called, stand- 
ing in the door. Hearing some one move in the parlour, he went 
thither, and saw Eleanor coming in to the hall. At least, he 
supposed it was Eleanor, for he scarcely recognised her. She 
knew him, however ; the blood rose slowly to her pale cheeks, and 
she looked coldly at him as if expecting him to stand aside that 
she might pass. 

"Old Jake Ellis is dying from want of care,** said Howard, 
coming to the point at once. " Mrs. Hadleigh must go to him. 
Where is she?" 

" She is — she is in the orchard field," answered Eleanor. 

" In this weather ! " Through one of the rear windows Howard 
could see that the entire sky was black, and the wind was blowing 
a gale. Forms were moving hurriedly amid the waving corn- 
stalks. "Ob, I understand. Strippin' the last of the fodder 
before the storm breaks. They've got Rosella and even the 
twins at it with the rest How does it happen you weren't 
wanted?" 

" I was wanted, perhaps for the only time since I have been 
at Oakdale." Eleanor's resentment in recalling a scene which 
had just occurred smothered the animosity which she had nursed 
against Howard. 

" So you wouldn't go ? " Howard's tone was of friendly interest 
free from inquisitiveness. 
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"No," said Eleanor hotly, forgetting all prudence. "Mrs. 
Hadleigh called me to go with her, and I said I would not." 

" It's a wonder she took no for an answer. Savin* that fodder 
has a big importance for her. You must have gotten along with 
her better than I expected." 

" She took my answer because she had to." Eleanor spoke 
tartly. " I told her it would tear my hands^ and that I was not 
used to field-work. I am quite sure I spoke nicely. Firmly, of 
course, but politely. Yet she was very angry. I have never seen 
her so angry. She told me that in marrying Dick Hadleigh I 
must have known that I should have to share his lot. Good God, 
have I not shared it ! " She looked down at her dress, faded and 
wOm ; at her hands, whose satin skin and dazzling whiteness had 
been roughened and darkened by house-work ; at her shoes, break- 
ing in the seams. 

Howard saw all this, and more. Her foce was altered; the 
lines about her eyes had hardened, the comers of her mouth had 
fallen, her cheeks had lost their flush and her chin showed sharp 
under skin loosened by loss of flesh. Only her hair, her eyes and 
her teeth were still untouched by the tarnishing wear of toil and 
neglect. 

" If she lets herself go this way, those won't last long, either," 
Howard reflected. Understanding her and appreciating her fate, 
he genuinely pitied her. He found nothing to admire now, and 
he considered himself only her friend. 

" If they hadn't been brutes, they would have saved her from 
this," he continued to himself. "That's what comes of havin' to 
fight for a livelihood in the country. I'll have to see if I can't do 
something for the poor girl." 

The storm had broken. Great drops of rain were splashing the 
ground, and the wind rushed wildly round the comers of the house, 
shaking the roof-beams. Howard and Eleanor, standing at the 
parlour windows, could see Mrs. Hadleigh with her sons and the 
negroes, working steadily on. Only when the last armful of fodder 
was pulled and stacked did they leave the field, battling against 
the unchained elements as they ran to the house. Mrs. Hadleigh, 
wet to the skin, water streaming from her hair and face, stopped 
in the hall at sight of Howard. 

" You here, Robert, and you did not help us, you who have our 
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interest at hetrt ? " she said solemnly. She intended her words 
for Eleanor, and emphasised them so that they should not miss 
their mark. 

''Sorry, Mrs. Hadleigh ; but you know, a doctor has to think of 
his hands." 

The excuse was inopportune. Mrs. Hadleigh darted a furious 
glance at Eleanor, and passed into the dining-room. Howard 
followed her. 

" Old Jake's very bad ; fact is, he's starred 'most to death. Soon 
as you've changed your clothes, get some eggs and milk and send 
them over by Rutherford no matter what the weather is. That devil 
of a Rosella hasn't given him anything to eat for two or three days, 
and he can't stand it, at his age." 

" What an outrage J " exclaimed Mrs. Hadleigh. •' I have been 
sending food daily. I shall see what can be done." 

"Don't stand there talkin*," ordered the doctor. "Go and 
change those clothes straight off." 

Mrs. Hadleigh still lingered. 

" So my daughter-in-law found nothing better to do than to com^ 
plain of me to you ? " she asked. 

" Complain ? What do you mean ? " 

His feigned unconsciousness deceived Mrs. Hadleigh and ap- 
peased her, at least so far as he was concerned. 

" About the fodder. If she had helped we should have finished 
before the storm." 

" You mean to say you expected her to help? " 

" Of course. She must work with the rest of us, since her lot is 
cast with ours." 

" She was not bom to this." 

" Nor was I." 

"Yes, but you were brought to it by circumstances, and that 
poor fool of a girl came and put her own neck in the noose. 
There's a big difference, you know. Now, Mrs. Hadleigh, will 
you get into some dry clothes, or do you want me to have a case 
of pneumonia to attend to ? Drink something hot, and rub your- 
self with salt, and don't let anybody come into Dick's old room. 
I'm goin' to get the first sleep I've had since night-before-last." 

" To think of Doc Howard as a champion of woman ! " he mused 
as he went upstairs. " Well, I reckon it had to come some time. 
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and it's just as well she's lost her looks, so that I'm only doin' 
abstract philanthropy. What I want to know is, how's she gettin' 
on with Dick ? " 

He was enlightened on this point and several others, that very 
day, at dinner. 

Dick, too, had changed. His health was evidently failing 
under an unaccustomed strain. He sat moody and silent, heed- 
ing Eleanor as little as he did his mother. The two women were 
civil to one another, but latent hostility was in every word they ex- 
changed. Rutherford alone was serene, putting in a light comment 
to turn a subject whenever it threatened to become dangerous, 
periodically rousing Dick from his abstraction, and paying to 
Eleanor an assiduous court. 

"The boy's improvin'," Howard reflected "I believe he's 
developin' common sense. But Dick — I won't give him two 
months to live, at this gait. It's just as I expected. Pulled both 
ways, he's gone neither, and is simply fallin' to pieces where he 
stands. Perhaps it's as well. He has nothin* to live for. Only, 
there's Eleanor. I wouldn't marry her now her looks are gone, 
and she'd be in an awful fix. I reckon the only thing is for Dick 
to go her side. If he's been able to keep in the middle in spite 
of the way she's neglected herself, she could get him over her way 
in no time, if she held herself up to her old standard. It's a pity 
to sacrifice the old lady, but it can't be helped. The pull on her 
side would be too long and too heavy to be any use." 

Next day, when he had rested and a serene sky had succeeded 
the storm-clouds, Howard asked Eleanor to walk with him to 
Uncle Jake's. As they went, he told her all that was on his mind. 
He spoke so frankly, he argued so well, that Eleanor heard him 
out, though many of the things which he had to say were un- 
pleasantly personal, some brutally so. His real character appeared 
to her for the first time. His devil-may-care ways, his blunt 
sayings, his irresistible good nature, held deep beneath them no 
small amount of human sympathy. Morally speaking, there was 
certainly some sense lacking in his composition ; yet he had more 
good than could be divined on the surface. Her hatred against 
him was a thing of the past. 

" There is much truth in what you say, Doctor Howard," she 
admitted when he had finished. "I have ceased struggling. 
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Everybody about me has struggled and yielded, and it is all so 
hopeless ) You saw clearly, that day you took me do?m to Lovers' 
Corner. I should not have married Dick. Not that he has ever 
failed me ; he has loyally done his best to make me happy ; and 
he has supported me whenever I have come into conflict with his 
mother. As late as yesterday, sharp words passed between them 
because he justified me about the fodder-pulling. But it is wear- 
ing him. He cannot be entirely mine ; you warned me that his 
mother's hold was too strong. Seeing this, I stopped trying, for my 
own sake as well as for his. I have made many concessions in 
the last three months ; I do much of the cooking and most of the 
house- work ; I attend to the chickens ; I often milk the cows ; I 
have only stopped short of field-work. I suppose that must come^ 
toa After all, what can it matter ? This is only an episode in 
my life ; my life is an episode in the world ; the world is a dot in 
the universe, and the universe is lost in infinity. Were it not for 
this thought, I believe I should go mad, at times. But judged in 
that way, it all becomes so trivial that I feel I could bear any- 
thing." 

" Miss Eleanor " — Howard refrained from again calling her by 
her name, though he considered it his right to do so-—" I don't 
want to exaggerate, but I reckon it's a conservative estimate to 
say that one-third of Harriet Hadleigh's misery has come from 
her bein' too ready to knuckle down before adversity. Folks and 
fate itself got to believe she sort of liked it, and they piled it on. 
Don't you make the same mistake. In Dick's interest as well as 
in your own, I say you ought to get him better in hand and keep 
him there. You've got enough charm to fascinate any man, if 
you want to. You had me, at one time." Whether made in- 
tentionally or not, the confession that his admiration was a thing 
of the past, smote Eleanor. She wished that she did hate him. 
" You've let your looks and your dress go all to pieces. As I 
was tellin' you a while ago, the only wonder is Dick should still 
care about you at all. If I married a woman and she let herself 
go like that, I know how I'd feel." 

" If I thought Dick cared ! " moaned Eleanor. " To see him 
night after night in dirty boots and sod-stained clothes which he 
has not taken the trouble to change in coming from the fields; 
to hear from him never a word when I tried to dress ! All my 
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life I have heard myself talked about ; I was told such a frock 
was becoming and such another was not, that I looked well to- 
night or did not appear to advantage. It may have been vanity ; 
I don't believe it was, for I never got offended when told I was 
not a success, and only tried to correct the mistake another 
time. Whatever it was, it became my second nature. In losing 
it, I think I must have sacrificed self-esteem. I ceased to care. 
I look in the glass and see an ugly face instead of one which I 
know was beautiful, and I am not affected. I simply say to my- 
self that it is better so, since I shall cause fdwer difficulties between 
Dick and his mother, and may prolong his chance for life. As 
to what my fate would be if Dick were to die, I dare not think of 
it. I dread the world ; I should endure all things here rather 
than be thrown in it." 

'' I can understand that." 

Eleanor looked up, startled. Howard's face was impassive. 

" You are wrong," he said as if he had not spoken. " Dick's 
salvation depends on your gettin' control right away. Pull out 
some of your nice dresses, take to prinkin' before the glass, no 
matter what the old lady says, and you'll have settled it before 
another month's out." 

" I have no more dresses," said Eleanor. " My uncle who— 
who died just before I came back here, had been very unfortunate 
in his affairs ; there were estate debts and such things ; I had 
been his ward, and I was ruined. The creditors were very hard 
on me; I had to give up everything I owned, jewels, trinkets, 
clothes. I was left with my mourning dress and a few light 
things of no possible value. I had nothing else when I married 
Dick ; and you know what opportunities I have had for shopping 
since." 

" It*s a pity," Howard said. " That was your one chance." 

While she was talking, a gleam of admiration had crept into his 
eyes, though he might pretend it was dead in him. This drop of 
the tonic on which she had lived, renewed Eleanor's energy. 

"You have shown me the way," she said. ** 1 shall find means 
to follow it." 

Serene in the midst of the strife, the pain, the misery surround- 
ing him, Rutherford Hadleigh was none the less preyed upon by 
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preoccupations beyond his years and experience. Ever under the 
domination of his elder brother who had the gift to command and 
the capacity to devise wishes worthy of enforcement — two qualities 
which do not necessarily go hand in hand — Rutherford had passed 
his life in utter irresponsibility untQ the awakening of his soul 
came as the result of his sore trials in Richmond. The metaphor 
of fire tempering steel and destroying only base metal has been 
abused in its application to the formation of character by adversity. 
One foigets that the truest steel itself is lost if it remain a 
moment too long in the furnace. And so with character. For 
every man that is saved by hardship, a score are lost. Ruliierford 
was among the few rescued before the chastening process reduces 
them to ashes. 

It was to mental realisation rather than to actual fiilfilment that 
Rutherford was brought. He perceived facts and ocHiditions to 
which he had been oblivious. He studied them and wondered at 
them, like a child first observing form, or colour, or movement. 
Yet like the child, he made no effort to co-ordinate his ideas. 
Impressed on his mind, this knowledge evolved in his sub- 
consciousness. And it was a violent shock to him when he 
understood, one day, that he was virtually managing the entire 
estate* and that, moreover, he grasped his duties in each detail and 
was acquitting himself creditably. He had thought he was merely 
doing Dick's work. He saw that he was doing his own. 

Dick's decline, though rapid, had been so even that its stages 
had gone unnoticed. He began by being so preoccupied widi the 
thought of the wife he adored, that his interest in his work was de- 
sultory. He would tell himself that he must labour doubly for her 
sake, and so perhaps he would, for the space of five minutes. 
Then he would reflect on her future and his olden ambitions ; his 
yearning for a freer, better life would return, and his hold would 
slacken on the hoe or the plough. Then he would be overcome 
once again by the sense of helplessness, and all effort would cease. 
Such attacks, from occasional, became frequent. Rutherford, 
aware only that the work was not advancing, would display his 
utmost energy, and unwittingly supplement his brother's neglected 
share. 

The next stage saw Dick take to absenting himself from the 
fields for an entire morning or afternoon. Eleanor wanted his 
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assistance in the house, or needed companionship in a drive or 
walk. He resisted once or twice, but soon learned to comply. 
The interruptions became almost a habit. Eleanor pleaded for 
him fatigue or heart trouble. It had been his wont to toil on not- 
withstanding. Eleanor now claimed that she was there to attend 
to his health. 

In the third stage, health, from an excuse, was a sad reality. 
The war between Mrs. Hadleigh and Eleanor had waxed hot. 
Conflict had followed close upon conflict, now one winning, now 
the other, without ever a decisive encounter. Eleanor's imagina- 
tion and self-control could have defeated any attitude save quies- 
cence. The waves 'of her despair wasted themselves against the 
rock of Mrs. Hadleigh's resistance. But the waves ended by 
tiring, and the rock by wearing. Dick, seeking to place himself as 
a wall between the two, decreased the friction for neither, and ex- 
posed his frail force. Eleanor sometimes yielded, now ; she was 
exhausted in a strife which brought nothing, even with success. 
But Mrs. Hadleigh, exhausted also, sometimes lost the calm which 
might have dominated Eleanor. So that both belligerents re- 
mained equal. Only Dick sank steadily. 

Rutherford, once alive to the situation, watched the develop- 
ments with anguish in his soul. Relieving Dick from physical and 
mental strain, he could in a way maintain order ; yet he knew that 
this furnished small guarantee for the future. He did not blame 
Eleanor for what was occurring. Slower than most men to feel 
her power, because he was less readily affected by outward charm 
of form and manner, he had surrendered unconditionally when her 
influence was upon him. She had a way of sounding his thoughts 
which to him savoured of witchcraft. She understood everything, 
sympathised with everything, directed in everything. Nor could 
he conceive her in the wrong, while he did not justify her against 
his mother. To him, they were two different elements, each 
wholly good, but not intended to blend. Dick might blame one 
or the other, as fancy or irritation dictated. Rutherford stood im- 
partially between both, rendering inestimable service at times by 
concluding a truce. 

His mother, Eleanor and Dick were, however, suffering alike from 
this existence. A solution presented itself to him, assuring relief 
for them and happiness for him. He might marry Laura Stolton. 

12 
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The thought of marrying Laura was a new one, and held a 
strange fascination. Dick had loved her, and at a period when 
all that concerned Dick seemed in a higher realm and Laura 
herself was invested with supernatural gifts. The prospect of 
taking Dick's place here as he had in the management of die 
estate, flattered Rutherford. Furthermore, he had seen Laura 
constantly, throughout his life, only for her to disappear suddenly 
and become a recluse. The enchantment oi distance descended 
upon him. Finally, Eleanor, whether from generosity, or malice, 
or want of a better occupation, had deftly played upon his emoticms 
and encouraged his liking for Laura. He analysed himself very 
calmly, or deceived himself into so believing — people in the heat 
of a passion which blinds them always claim dispassionateness — 
and he reached the conclusion that he was in love with Laura. 

He looked long and steadily at himself in a mirror, after making 
this momentous discovery. It was a country-store mirror, like 
burnished tin, its surface a sheet of flaws. The length of his nose 
was doubled, one eye was twisted out of line, there was a peak on 
the top of his head, and his chin was cut abruptly off" just below 
the mouth. 

" Laura would never marry a fellow who looks like that," he 
criticised dejectedly. 

Then he laughed. He was so used to this mirror that he had 
forgotten its distortions. 

"I ain't handsome, though. But I know she loves mother. 
She might like me a little, for mother's sake. And I know she's 
not happy. Uncle Billy's a horrid old man. I'll try, anyhow." 
That same evening he dressed with unusual pains as soon as 
he had had supper. Since his return from Richmond he had 
not been able to afford a new suit of clothes, but he had learned 
to care for what he had. Cleaned and pressed by Mrs. Hadleigh, 
his black coat, bought as second quality at a large Paulsville shop, 
was quite presentable after two years of use as *' best ". While 
the rest of his raiment was not impeccable, he could preserve 
order in the essential extremities, boots and neckwear ; the form^ 
laboriously polished by himself, and the latter of a quiet grey 
exciting the envy of his local acquaintances who, not being par- 
ticularly impressed by hue or pattern, thought that he must have 
a constantly renewed supply, whereas they never at any time had 
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more than one. And neck-tie fashions in Suffolk County running 
to green with red streaks of lightning, or purple with yellow spots, 
that one fast became an obsession. 

Rutherford found Laura sitting on the verandah at Pine Grove, 
a large water-melon in front of her. 

"You have come just in time to help me eat it," she said. 
" Here is the knife. Will you cut it ? " 

Rutherford thrust the blade deep and cut all round through the 
green rind with the hollow crackling sound which proclaims the 
perfect melon. He gave her a generous slice, and took one. 

There was no moon, nor any suggestion of wind in the trees. 
He sat in the glare of light from the open hall door, awkwardly hold- 
ing his plate. Laura was in absolute darkness. He guessed her 
presence only by hearing the melon-seeds fall in her plate as she 
brushed them away with a spoon. It was very unromantic. He 
was sorry he had come. It did not occur to him that he might 
await a better opportunity. 

** You have not told me how Aunt Harry is," Laura began. 

** You have not asked." Rutherford's conversation was gaining 
by contact with Eleanor. 

" Excuse me, I have ; I did then." Laura recognised Eleanor's 
influence, and was equal to the occasion. 

"She's got the blues. Fact is, Laura, she misses you." He 
had devised this as a first step, and having taken it, he was 
frightened. 

" She knows where to find me," Laura said. 

"She didn't used to have to look. Why have you stopped 
comin' to see hef ? " 

Laura did not answer. 

"You know, youVe never come to the house since the day 
before the weddin'. We all thought it very funny you didn't come 
down for that, or go to Oakdale afterwards. We thought you 
were ill, but Joe Joyce says he saw you feedin' the chickens that 
evenin'. Eleanor said your dress didn't fit you, but mother was 
there last time you tried it on, and there wasn't anything the 
matter." 

" Perhaps I did not want to go," said Laura stifHy. 

Rutherford was chilled. He had thought to lead the conversa- 
tion pleasantly on by means of a friendly remonstrance. 
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"Oh, then I reckon it was all right," he faltered. "Only it 
seemed funny you never came at all. Didn't you ever want to ? " 

His tone was supplicating. Laura's conscience smote her. 

" It has not always been my fisiult," she said. " Papa and Pete 
so often require the buggy." 

Rutherford remembered that Laura had given her own buggy 
to his mother when the Hadleighs' sole conveyance had yielded 
beneath the weight of years. It was his turn to be smitten. He 
changed the subject. 

" Uncle Jake's mighty bad. Doc Howard says the chances are 
he won't live. They've let him starve so long that he can't rally, 
at his age." 

" I must go to him to*morrow/' cried Laura. " Why did no- 
body tell me? I shall make some jelly for him, and take some 
wine — ^if I can find a vehicle of some sort," she added hastily, 
remembering the excuse which she had advanced. " I am going 
to have another slice of melon. You must keep me company." 

Rutherford acquiesced. It was really most unromantic. 

"Perhaps you'll let me take you over," he suggested, his heart 
beginning to thump, for according to his previsions, the critical 
moment had arrived. "Let me take you over," he repeated 
earnestly, " because I want to take you everywhere, now." 

He could not see her, and he felt her eyes on him as he sat in 
the light. Some of the melon juice had got on his fingers, which 
were sticking to the plate he held. He dropped his spoon noisily. 
Nothing less romantic could have been conceived. 

" Laura, you must think me a very big fool. You're too clever 
not to know me as I am, and I know I'm no good. But I'm 
not as silly as I used to be ; at least, I think not. I reckon you 
know I had a hard time in Richmond ; it seemed pretty tough, 
then ; but it stopped me from chasin' after the moon. It knocked 
into my thick head the sensible notion that I was no-count every- 
where except here, and not much good even then. And it made 
me think. I didn't ever use to think. I do now, though. And 
do you know what I've thought ? " 

Now that he had started, the words came of themselves, and he 
was telling his story with the simplicity of genuineness. He for- 
got the lack of romance which had depressed him. 

" I thought," he lesumed, as she kept silence, " that if I had 
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by my side somebody to help and advise me, I might be able to 
do just a little bit, after all. Didn't somebody say you only begin 
to know when you know you don't know ? Well, that's where I 
am. I don't mean that I haven't got anybody to help me now. 
Mother does a lot for me, and so does Dick* And as for Eleanor, 
she's taken ever so much trouble with me. She's helped me to 
know myself." 

There was a sudden tension of the atmosphere which he could 
not explain. 

" Laura " — his voice became low and full — " I've always been 
so like a brother with you, that for a long time I didn't know just 
what I felt. Now, I know I've loved you all my life. I haven't 
much to offer you ; only myself; but with you by me, I — I might 
be able to do something. Anyhow, I could always serve you, 
Laura, and always love you. Could you marry me for that?" 

" I shall never marry," said Laura hoarsely. 

A strained pause followed. 

So it was to end like that. It had been unromantic from the 
start. 

Rutherford got up, 

"Good-night," he said. 

" Good-night," she answered. 

. And he left her. 

The sound of his horse's hoofs died away. 

" If she had not sent him ! If she had not sent him 1 " sobbed 
Laura. And her head in her hands, she wept long and bitterly, 
alone in the night. 



CHAPTER XIX 

HOW BLACK AND WHITE MAY AGREE 

LAURA had no escort to driye her to Uncle Jake's cabin next 
day. The old man was low indeed. He lay on the bed so 
still, his face so grey, that Laura thought all was ended, and fell on 
her knees beside him, tears streaming down her cheeks. Her sobs 
roused him ; opening his eyes, he looked at her expressing recog- 
nition and gratitude. She spoke to him gentle words of comfort, 
and when his lids fell again she crossed to the other side of the 
room, where Rosella stood. 

"Doctor Howard says he will surely die unless he is fed," 
warned Laura as she put a basket on the dresser. " We had better 
give him something now." 

" Yassum, Miss Laura. T'ank ye ma'am. Miss Laura. De ole 
man jes' been eatin'. Ent want nuttin' yet awhile. Bymby uh'U 
gen 'em to 'em. He do eat mos' 'stonishin'. Buck an' me's a- 
feedin' him all day long. T'ailk ye ma'am. Miss Laura. Say 
howdy to Miss Bessie fo' me." 

Rosella, bowing and smiling, was seeing Laura out when a 
form appeared in the door. It was Eleanor. 

Laura drew back instinctively. They had not met since the 
night when they had bared their souls to each other. 

" Why, Laura ! " Eleanor was as composed as if they had parted 
on the pleasantest terms an hour before. 

Laura slipped by, and was gone. 

'' Mrs. Hadleigh asked me to say she would come over later 
this afternoon. How is Uncle Jake?" 

As she spoke, Eleanor gave her offering to Rosella, who ac- 
cepted it as a matter of course. 

" Yo' kin look," said Rosella in answer to Eleanor's question. 

(182) 
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The afiability which she had shown to Laura had changed to 
insolence for Eleanor. 

Uncle Jake had roused, the light rekindling in his eyes. 

" Miss Ellen i She done come back ! " 

He endeayoured to raise himself. Eleanor restrained him. 

" Lie still, Uncle Jake. You knew I had come back." 

*' Ent uh tell yo* fo' not come back ! " he moaned. " Ent uh 
say old man Jake'U be daid, ent uh say uh see deat' up to de 
ole Dale o' Bounty, all fo' w'en yo' come back. Miss Ellen ? " 

" I hope it will be for me," sighed Eleanor. 

" 'Tent fo' you. When de ewe-lamb go fo' lay in anoder man 
bosom, Uriah'll bruk he heart I " 

Jake gazed wildly about for a moment, and sank back ex- 
hausted. 

" He is delirious," said Eleanor. 

** Him talkin' plain common sense," grunted Rosella. ** Us-aQ 
is know who's a-mekin' up to you, and how some day you'll go off 
fom Marse Dick an' lef 'em sa" She laughed offensively. 

" Rosella, don't you dare to speak to me in this way. I will not 
tolerate such impertinence. I shall never come here again." 

Observing that Eleanor's indignation was intense, Rosella felt 
flattered, and laughed on. As Eleanor, quivering with wrath, 
walked rapidly away, she heard Rosella's voice ring out clear 
and strong in a hymn. 

I was dere w'en dey nail Him on de Cross, 

On de Cross ; 
I was dere w'en dey nail Him on de Cross ; 

0-oh, sometime my trouble mek me tremble, tremble, tremble, 
I was dere w*en dey nail Him on de Cross. 

I was dere w*en dey laid Him en de grave. 

En de grave; 
I was dere w'en dey laid Htm en de grave ; 

O-oh, sometime my trouble mek me tremble, tremble, tremble, 
I was dere w'en dey laid Htm en de grave. 

Upon becoming a member of the Hadleigh family, Eleanor had 
lost no time in fulfilling her dream of doing missionary work among 
the negroes. She felt it a blot upon her as an American that 
these millions of oppressed creatures should be grovelling in an 
ignorance resulting fh>m the condition of servitude in which they 
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had deliberately been held for generations despite all the precepts 
of humanity and civilisation. She considered it her sacred ddty 
to do what she could towards influencing and raising at least those 
cast in her way by fate. Two means alone occurred to her as 
plausible : instilment of self-respect and extension of education. 
For her, culture was the key to all merits; and perhaps it is, 
when one possesses these merits very strongly and need only open 
the way for their development. Yet even then, one as often as 
not opens the wrong way, and attains a counter-development of 
vice. It is the fad of the hour to proclaim education the universal 
panacea. But the principle is not justified by close observation 
of people. The world has known men of wealth, position and 
education who were thieves and liars and libertines ; and illiterate 
n^oes and labourers with sterling virtues which would have done 
honour to a Hebrew patriarch. The good have l>een perverted 
by learning, and the bad elevated by it. One who cares to apply 
his eyes rather than arm-chair treatises in going through the world, 
learns that general laws cannot be applied to education, as they 
cannot to any other question or condition. General laws are not 
made and are not applied : they make and applf themselves. To 
attempt shaping them and forcing the universe into their mould, 
merely retards the creation and progress of the myriad conflicting 
elements, atmospheres and influences which in their hetero- 
geneousness and their struggle for supremacy form the varying 
characteristics that only in their contrasts and contradictions can 
raise to greatness and usefulness a race or a nation. The strongest 
class illustration advanced in favour of education, the American 
negro, is the most positive argument against it. The older 
generations of illiterate negroes counted few faults ; the younger 
generations of educated ones count few merits. This is not the 
popular view of the question ; but it is none the less true and 
would be none the less evident to all, were mankind more cautious 
about accepting foregone conclusions simply because they happen 
to be widespread. Vox popuU never was and never will be vox 
Dei. The most representative governments are prone to be the 
most corrupt, from the very fact that they rest on a strong popular 
majority and have nothing to fear. As temptation leads to sin, 
as power leads to abuse — so popularity inevitably leads to mistake. 
Eleanor had commenced with Julia, teaching moral law and 
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deconimi self-appreciation and self-assertion. Julia listened at- 
tentively. 

« Yo's de fus' white 'oman uh is heah talk dat 'er' way/' she 
said at last, one day. ** Us-all is know a nigger's ez good ez two 
white men» an' better, toa" 

''Oh, no, not as good as two," protested Eleanor. *' All that 
I meant was, that we are equal before God. You see, I don't 
pretend to be twice as good as you. And as it happens that I 
am mistress and you are servant, I must give orders which of 
course you must obey." As a matter of fact, Julia rarely obeyed 
anybody, and never Eleanor, by any accident. "That," con- 
tinued Eleanor, ''is what we call discipline, but it is purely out- 
ward, and does not concern our inner selves." 

Julia, who was kneading biscuit-dough for supper, shook her 
hands free and brushed off the flour on her apron as she tore it 
from her waist and tossed it into a comer. 

"Uh gwine," she said. 

"What?" asked Eleanor, bewildered 

" Tell Miss Harry uh done gone," quoth Julia from the door. 

" You mean that you give notice ? " 

But Julia was already beyond hearing. 

" It is just as well," said Mrs. Hadleigh when Eleanor related 
what had occurred. " Keeping a servant was becoming a luxury 
which we could no longer afford. The crops will be almost a com* 
plete failure this year." 

As a share of Julia's work fell upon her, Eleanor had good 
reason to repent of her excessive zeal. Nevertheless, she 
neither repented, nor reformed, nor even asked Mrs. Hadleigh 
for advice. 

Her attention was next directed towards Sam, one of the planta- 
tion hands whom she found sitting on a cross-bar fence throwing 
stones at a pig. Eleanor lectured him severely on cruelty to 
animals. Sam listened sulkily, and related the incident in dis- 
respectful terms which reached Dick's ears. Mild as Dick was, 
and deeply as he loved his wife, he told her that she had been 
wrong, and' he b^ged her to leave the hands alone in future un- 
less she wanted them to desert at a moment's notice like Julia. 

" Would you have let him abuse a poor pig ? " said Eleanor. 

" Of course not. I'd have cried, ' You Sam ! You let that pig 
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alone, or I'll shy stones at you 1 ' Td have laughed, and he'd have 
laughed, and that would have ended it." 

" You surely did not expect me to use such language ? " 

'' No, and that's just why I want you to leave them alone." 

Still, Eleanor did not despair, though she altered her ways. 
Particularly anxious to reach Rosdla, who remained refractory in 
the lace of all advances, Eleanor tried her influence upon Buck. 
Buck longed for everything which was not his, and professed to 
despise that which lay before him. This state of mind is expressed 
in one word as Ambition, and is a thing to be encouraged. 

''And so you would like to go to town?" inquired Eleanor, 
hearing that he had expressed such desires, and delighted to find 
promising material. 

" Yassum, uh'd like to go up to Noo Yawk way, an' be butler. 
Dey say yo' kin mek heaps o' money dere, an' nigger good ez wlute 
man." 

"Oh, yes," assented Eleanor. "You are quite right. That 
would be well worth your while. But you have a great many 
things to learn first. You know how to read and write, of 
course?" 

"Yassum." 

" Have you read much ? " 

" Uh ent had much book, but uh likes to read." 

" What would you care for ? I may be able to find you books," 
said Eleanor eagerly. 

" Uh done heah say dey's a fdler call Shekspare as is write fine 
stuff," grinned Buck. " Uh wants to read him." 

"A most remarkably intelligent man," thought Eleanor; and 
she ran to Mrs. Hadleigh. 

" You have an old set of Shakespeare somewhere, have you not, 
Mrs. Hadleigh ? Do give it to Buck. He wants to read it. And 
we should encourage such ambitions." 

"Certainly," answered Mrs. Hadleigh, betraying none of the 
surprise and resistance which Eleanor had expected. " I shall see 
to it." 

Eleanor met Buck a day or two later, and asked if he had his 
book. 

'' Yassum, an' dey do be fine readin', sure. Uh is read 'em 
t'rough t'ree time." 
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Eleanor herself would have been incapable of accomplishing 
such a feat in so limited a period. 

" Really ? Three times ? " she interrogated sceptically. 

" Yassum," answered Buck. "An' de pictures do help a lot" 

As he spoke he drew from his pocket a thumbed and soiled 
prima*. 

« Dis de Shekspare Mis' Harry done gimme. Uh kin read 'eia 
easy. Dey's a horse" — ^he pointed to a crude engraving — "an* 
dey's a man, an' dey's a cow — no, mus' be a ox, 'cause he got a 
plough ; an' dey's a ws^on. He do be fine readin'." 

The bliss of igaonaice was upon him. Whilel blaming Mrs. 
Hadleigh for having deceived his trusting soul, Eleanor had not 
the heart to enlighten him. 

The lesson served her better than many harder ones. She 
allowed Buck's budding intelligence to care for itself, and thence- 
forth she resorted to working rather than teaching. She accom- 
plished no little real good among the negroes ; and presently was 
dismayed to find that she had come no nearer to an understanding 
of or with them than she had been before. 

" I have worked so hard to help the negroes," she once said 
to Mrs. Hadleigh. " It is discouraging to accomplish nothing. I 
esteem them far more than you do ; yet they listen to you and 
will not take a word from me." 

Mrs. Hadleigh did not respond immediately. She had seen 
Eleanor often do harm where there was good to be done, and she 
had held back knowing that advice would be scorned. When she 
spoke, it was slowly, laying stress upon each word : — 

" If you were to accept a negro as an overgrown child with hb 
whims and passions, his good points and bad ; a being always to 
be kept at his distance^ yet humoured and indulged in such ways 
as may seem to increase his privileges without intrenching on your 
own — I think not only you would begin to be useful to him, but 
you would truly esteem his many qualities for the first time." 

" I had never thought of him under this aspect," said Eleanor. 

Mrs. Hadleigh smiled one of her rare smiles. 

" I fear the trouble with most people who discuss him, is that 
they have never thought at all." 

The rumour had spread among the n^roes of Suffolk County 
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diat Jake Ellis was dying. After ten o'clock that night, anj 
housdceeper within a radius of twelve miles, who had a negro 
servant, might have searched in vain through her cupboards for a 
piece of china. The bareness of the shelves would have caused 
no consternation. Experience had proved that the articles were 
merely borrowed for the night, and everything would be replaced 
before breakfast As by a common consent, the available plates 
and dishes had concentrated at Rosella's cabin, whither negroes 
were streaming from all directions in long silent files. 

Sam and Jackson, who with Buck worked at the Hadleighs% 
were the first to arrive. Julia soon followed. On the hearth a 
pine fire was crackling merrily. The three gathered round it with 
their hosts. One by one other negroes joined them. The room 
filled, and newcomers could not advance beyond the steps. Still 
mysterious forms kept gliding through the dark woods and along the 
roads leading to Jake's hut. Scores had to stand out in the yard. 

" Ent it de deat'-rattle ? " 

Julia, kneeling and sitting on her heels, pointed to the bed in 
which the dying man lay. A hush fell upon all. The sound 
came again. But it was followed quickly by a noise suspiciously 
like a suppressed giggle. 

" It's dat debil Asberry I " cried Buck, pulling the boy by the 
leg from under the bed and shaking him fiercely. ** Ef yo' scare 
us dat 'er* way ag'in, nigger, uh'll jes* 'bout kill yo' ! " 

" Don' see no cake ! " whimpered the child. " Yo' telled me 
uh'd get cake ! " 

" Beatin's 'bout ez much cake ez you'll get," said Buck, with 
grim emphasis on the " you ". 

" Go 'long, nigger," interposed Rosella. " Don't treat de chile 
so w'en he gran'pa dyin*. Fotch 'em out de dresser, Asberry, an* 
give some to de gen'ermen an' ladies. Den yo'U have some." 

For once the child sprang to do his mother's bidding. As he 
oiJtned the drawer, his shrill voice piped out above the din of 
negro comment: — 

"Oohl Mammy! Jellies I An' chicken! An' goodies! Ooh! 
Ooh ! Rasberry ! " 

All that Mrs. Hadleigh, Laura and other neighbours had 
prepared with loving hands and had brought to save old Jake's 
life, had been hoarded up in the dresser for the death-feast. 
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Rosella dashed forward through the thick throng and scattered 
the twins with a cuff on the ear of each. 

" My sakes ! Who ever seed sech chillen ! 'Tent time fo' de 
jellies I'' 

"Alius time fo* jelly," volunteered a burly negro behind her, 
and reaching down, he seized a bowl, put it to his mouth, and 
noisily swallowed most of its contents. 

A clamour of laughter, jibes, reproaches, broke out. 

" Dat's de way ! " " Ent yo' shame ! " " Rosella jes' stingy.*' 
" Don' yo' gobble up my share ! " " Come 'long, nigger, le's 
rush it I" 

The noise was deafening. In the densely packed room the 
air was heavy and fetid. Old Jake, in his bed, shook with a 
nervous rigour, and groaned. The negroes without, hearing the 
disturbance, thought the interesting event at hand, and tried to 
force an entrance. A wild struggle followed. In the confusion, 
all the dainties disappeared. 

When relative order was restored, Buck and Rosella made their 
way back to the fireplace, where the dignity of their position could 
best be maintained. 

"Is de preacher done come?" asked a youth, the sides and 
back of his head shaved with a razor and a round mat of black 
wool left on the top. 

" Shoo, now ! Ent yo' know he saved ? " Rosella spoke scorn- 
fully. " What he want preacher for ? Preacher all right fo' you, 
Cupid Lee, w^at ain't been to meetin* fo' a good t'ree mont'." 

" Is you sabe. Mis' Morrison ? " asked Cupid Lee humbly. 

"Ent yo' never heah 'bout dat?" Rosdla swelled out with 
importance. 

" Do tell ! " came the chorus. 

" 'Twas two year gone, w'en dey was de big revival meetin' down 
to Shoreham," she said. " Uh'd been goin' reg'lar, an' seed all de 
folk gettin' save, an' nuttin' ent come to me. Uh wanted 'ligion 
mighty bad " 

" Sh'd say yo' did," came a voice from the crowd. " 'Member 
de time Preacher Brown axed yo' fo' pray, an' yo' get so scare' yo* 
Stan' up ydlin' ' Good Lawd, disher hell I ' tell dey pull yo' down 
en de bottom o' de pe-ew an' sot on yo'?" 

A roar of laughter greeted this anecdote. Jake again groaned 
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and his lips twitched as if he were trying to speak. No one 
heeded him. 

** Uh wanted 'ligion mighty bad/' Rosella continued, ignoring 
the interruption, " an' sence de preacher couldn't gen 'em to me, 
uh went out to pray fo' Gawd to sen' 'em down/' 

"DoteUI" "Heahdat.now!" 

'' Uh went down en de black night, out en de grave-yahd, an' 
dere uh sat on a tomb-stone, an' uh pray all de pray uh knowed. 
Uh telled Gawd as uh was a sinner, but all de res' o' de folk was 
such wusser sinners dey couldn't help me to 'ligion. Uh tell 'em 
on'y jes* He an' me was lef to fight it out." 

"Dat'sso!" "BressGod!" from the crowd. 

*' Uh pray all dat night, an' all de nex' " 

"What yo' do en de day?" 

"Shetupl" "Let 'em talk!" 

"An' all denex'," pursued Rosella, "an' uh telled Gawd all 
uh'd telled 'em afore, an' all uh could t'ink about, an' 'twa'n't a 
bit o' use. Uh was jes' gettin' up to go away, tellin' 'em to have 
it He own way an' not to bodder ef it was ez nrach trouble ez all 
dat — w'en w'at yo' t'ink uh see?" 

The awed silence about her did not even admit of a negro 
ejaculation. 

" Deh, on de tomb-stone, jes' aside me, was my 'ligion ; an' uh 
picked 'em up an' uh've wore 'em en muh pocket ever sence I " 

Cries of surprise, delight, congratulation, burst from all the 
listeners. 

" But yo' ent tell w'at she like," objected one when calm re- 
turned. 

" Ent meant fur tell," said Rosella. 

" Muh mammy used to say 'ligion was like a leetle beetle, an' 
w'en yo' cotched 'em, yo' tied 'em to a string," suggested Jackson. 
"Is dat so?" 

"Yo' ent never know tell yo* is got 'em," said Rosella. 
" Disher t'ing yo' is call 'ligion so leetle 'tent ez big ez de en* o* 
muh leetle finger ; but w'en yo' search an' fine 'em, he so big de 
whole worl' can't hoi' 'em." 

A husky sound came from the bed. This time, it was surely 
the death-rattle. Jake stirred, and by a mighty effcnt sat up. His 
eyes were fixed in ecstasy on the ceiling, his arms were outstretched. 
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" Dar He ! Dar He ! " he cried. His voice was veiled, but it 
cleared as he talked on, entranced. " De Lamb ! Uh see 'em ! 
De Gol'en Gates is a-stan'in* open, an' de blessed Lawd He dere 
a-beckonin' to ole Jake ! Uh see de Book o' Life, on de Table 
o' de Lawd ! Bress God, dey's muh name, ole Jake Ellis, sabe 
an* gone to heaben ! " 

His arms fell, but his eyes still looked upward. 

" Bress God ! " " Heah dat, now I " " Dat's so I " chorused 
the crowd. 

" 'S comin' now," said Buck in a loud rasping whisper which 
penetrated every corner. "Time to sing. Sam, you raise de 
* Gol'en Harp V 

Sam's voice rose, harsh and quavering; another, here and there, 
took up the air ; seconds were improvised or sung from memory. 
The throng without repeated words and music. The defects of 
each individual voice were lost in that wondrous harmony of half- 
tones which only the African negro can produce, as the weird 
melody re-echoed through the woods. 

I play on a Gol'en Harp, 
I play on a Gol'en Harp, 

Oh, I wonder whe' my Bredren gone ? 
Gone to play on a Gol'en Harp I 
No liar can't play on a Gol'en Harp 1 
False pretender can't play on a Gol'en Harp I 

Oh, I wonder whe' my Sistren gone ? 
Gone to play on a Gol'en Harp. 

I play on a Gol'en Harp, 
I play on a Gol'en Harp, 

Oh, I wonder whe' my Fader gone ? 
Gone to play on a Gol'en Harp 1 
Back-slider can't play on a Gol'en Harp I 
No deceiver can't pUy on a Gol'en Harp I 

Oh, I wonder whe' my Mudder gone ? 
Gone to play on a Gol'en Harp 1 

Jake listened, entranced, expectant. As]the last notes lost them- 
selves in the night, he again raised his arms. A plaintive smile 
illumined his face. 

" Lord Jesus, ent fergit ole nigger ! Lord Jesus, come tek me ! " 

The smile faded on his lips. His eyes closed heavily. His 

arms fell to his side. Still he sat, his face turned heavenward. 
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Long those who had gathered to see him die, waited. But his 
soul had gone to God, unprofaned, untarnished, white and holy 
like that of a little child. 

A vast multitude followed Jake Ellis to his last resting-place, 
among his erstwhile masters and their forebears. White and black, 
men and women, old and young, all ages and conditions walked 
side by side, bowed by a common grief. It was the tribute paid 
by the South to a faithful negro, an ideal vanishing so swiftly as 
the years speed by, that it will soon be but a memory, and for 
whose loss the South mourns to-day, biding an ominous morrow. 



CHAPTER XX 
HOW THE BRIDGES WERE BURNED AND THE WAR WAS WON 

PETER STOLTON was an amiable youth who considered it 
his mission in life to serve all women except his mother and 
sister. Accordingly, though ever ready to ride ten miles to call on 
a country belle, he protested loudly when Laura asked him to drive 
her to Sandy Bend on a household errand. Only her promise to 
make for him a supply of stocks, accounts of which had reached him 
as the very latest thing in neck-gear, bought his consent. Never- 
theless, when they had covered half the distance to their destination, 
he had not yet finished enu merating his wrongs. Laura was wont 
to let him talk without attempting a reply. But from much insist- 
ence she lost patience. 

" One would think I had been asking heaven and earth of you. 
What difference will an hour or two make out of your day? You 
needn't pretend you object to driving. You know you do nothing 
else, except riding. Is it me you object to, then ? I can tell you 
that you have bad taste. I'm worth a dozen Rosie Wartons!" 
She poised her chin high in the air, as if inviting contradiction. 

** Don't you say a word against Rosie ! " roared Pete so savagely 
that Laura looked round, amazed alike by the tone and the famil- 
iarity in omitting the obligatory " Miss **. 

" What is the matter with you ? Anybody would think you were 
engaged to her." 

The words, spoken lightly, caused Pete's face to darken. Laura, 
seized with apprehension, watched him earnestly. 

** It is not true, Pete ? You know papa would never allow it." 

Pete set his teeth. 

''He'll have to, that's all." 

" He never will." 

n (193) 



194 THE SCAR 

'Tve fixed things so he can't help himsdf." 

" Pete, you've not married her ? " 

" Since you've guessed it, yes. We've been married two weeks, 
an' nobody knows 'cept us an' the preacher in Paulsville." 

Laura fell heavily buick in her seat. She had always had a pre- 
sentiment that Pete would wreck himself. Rosie Warton, of all 
people ! The daughter of an ignorant farmer, the ** poor white 
trash " ranking beneath the negroes in mental and moral attain- 
ments I The democratic spirit then prevailing had caused Rosie 
to be accepted on her merits as a pretty girl, and tolerated at the 
social gatherings of the neighbourhood. Even Rosie's brother, 
working like the rest in an unavailing effort to make a living, had 
been recognised. But to have old man Warton as a connection I 
Laura shuddered. For the first time she appreciated her mother's 
wisdom in insisting upon a respect of class distinctions, a term 
odious alike to those that profit or suffer thereby, yet inseparable 
from organised civilised society. 

** Pete, how could you ? " I^ura sobbed. 

" Why not ? " snapped Pete. " Who was I to marry, I'd like to 
know?" 

*' Why did you want to marry ? " 

" I'd got to. Most o' the fellows I know jus' waited till they 
were twenty-one. I don't care what ole man Warton is. Rosie's 
the nicest girl in the county. Dad mayn't like 'em, but he'll have 
to learn to." 

" He will cast you off, Pete. When he thought Rosie's brother 
was paying attentions to me, he told me what he thought of them, 
and said he would cast off any child of his who married a Warton." 

'' Dad can talk a lot, but he's got too much sense left in that 
ole bald head o' his to try shippin' me. I'm twice as strong as he 
is, an' can swear twice as hard, an' can drink twice as much with- 
^^t feelin' it. Jus* let him come some o' his tricks I " 

<H)oes nobody really know ? " asked Laura. 

"Nbta livin' soul," answered Pete genuinely. 

The wtele affair had none the less been planned by the Wartons 
in family cotf^lave. Pete knew that Rosie's brother Stumpy had 
driven her in t? Paulsville on the day they had agreed to meet, 
but she had maCR him believe that she was eluding her brother 
for an hour. Pete never suspected that Rosie's father as well as 
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her brother shadowed them with a pair of cow-hide whips through 
the streets of Paulsville until the fatal knot had been tied by a 
complaisant minister whose bell the young people rang. It had 
taken Rosie nearly two years to entangle Pete Stolton, and her 
father was not leaving anything to chance at the last stage of the 
game. When the couple reappeared on the door-step, Rosie 
dropped her handkerchief. It was a preconcerted signal to say 
all had gone well. While Pete stooped to pick it up, Warton and 
his son disappeared. 

" Not a Uvin' soul," said Pete. " Laura, you're a trump of a 
girl. You tell him!" 

" No," declared Laura firmly, knowing full weU that she would 
be brought to do it. 

The intensity of Billy Stolton's rage surpassed anything which 
had been seen before. He used language such that Laura blushed 
months afterwards in recalling it He vowed he would disinherit 
his son after breaking a carriage whip on his back. The latter 
pleasant project, however, he did not carry out, Pete having 
prudently fled through the rear door at the first intimation of his 
father's wrath. 

Being an accomplished scoundrel, Stolton had the talent of 
keeping his head under the most trying circumstances. He be- 
thought him that there might be some mistake as to the marriage, 
and having ascertained from Laura the name of the officiating 
minister, he decided to go to Paulsville. Starting with the rising 
sun, it occurred to him that Harriet Hadleigh might be useful in 
her double capacity as a clever woman and an impartial witness. 

At Oakdale, Eleanor came to the door and told him that Mrs. 
Hadleigh was confined to her room with a sick headache. 

"Is there anything I can do?" asked Eleanor, seeing the 
extreme anxiety in his face. 

" Yes," he answered. " Jump in an* come to Paulsville with 
me. I'm in awful trouble, an' need somebody to help." 

" I was just wishing to go to Paulsville," said Eleanor. " One 
moment, while I ask if Mrs. Hadleigh can spare me." 

Eleanor returned with her hat, and as they drove off Billy Stolton 
told of what he termed his son's disgrace. 

"That man Warton?" he thundered. "If 'twa'n't for him, 
dirty sneakin' hound, I'd have jus' twice the property I've got now. 
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He come spyin' roun' me an' got on to what I was after, an' 
played me a low mean trick, an' I swore I'd get even with him. 
Comes o' no-count people, anyhow, an' his children's common as 
dirt I ain't much of a stickler for family an' position, I ain't ; 
but I don't want no disreputable blood in my grandchildren's 
veins." 

Eleanor reflected that if a tenth of what was said were true, the 
offspring of Billy Stolton already had too much disreputable blood 
to afford a drop more. 

" I'll break the marriage ! " continued Billy. " Or else I'll cut 
Pete off without a penny. I guess he's got as good a right to 
starve a woman as any other man, but not a mouthful o' my bread 
ever goes to Rosie Warton." 

It was a five-hour drive to Paulsville, and as the monotonous 
miles succeeded one another on the dusty road, Stolton 's resent- 
ment gradually wore away. He could not resist a handsome 
woman ; and Eleanor's aspect, thanks to Howard's advice, already 
marked a decided improvement on what it had been. When they 
reached the outskirts of the town, Billy Stolton had so far re- 
covered his good-humour that he was paying obsequious compli- 
ments to his companion. 

The minister received Billy politely, listened to his story, called 
in the servants who had acted as witnesses, and pronounced all 
regular according to law. 

"Those whom God hath joined together, let no man put 
asunder," he declared solemnly. 

Stolton boiled over. 

" Two young fools come to an ole fool who's the biggest o' the 
lot, an' the three o* you make a durned mess of it all, an* you call 
that God ? I call it the devil ! " he roared, blustering out. 

It was noon, and proposing to Eleanor that they **take a 
snack," he conducted her to a dingy house in a side street, with 
the mistress of which he was evidently on good terms. She was a 
tall cadaverous woman who peered so oddly from her sunken eyes 
at Eleanor that the latter was quite disconcerted. They sat in 
the musty parlour and were served with the coffeeand sandwiches 
that Stolton had ordered. Requiring nothing further, he did not 
think of asking if Eleanor had enough to atone for the dinner 
which she must forego. He went out not offering to pay, and 
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told Eleanor to amuse herself for an hour or two, as he had busi- 
ness at the Court House, but not to be a minute late in meeting 
him before the George Washington Hotel to start for home at two 
o'clock. 

The prospect of the purchases which she was about to make, 
elated Eleanor absurdly. She had been deprived of money for so 
long that she felt like a little girl out buying toys. She laughed 
at herself in sheer joyousness. 

She went first to the bank which Dick patronised on the rare 
occasions when he had financial operations to transact, and hav- 
ing been seen there with him, she had no difficulty in cashing a 
cheque. Going next to Leigh Street, she bought for five dollars 
a pair of shoes solid in make while dainty in shape. She had 
promised herself not to be unreasonable. With her bundle under 
her arm — it was the first time she had ever carried anything in the 
street, and it amused her — she then went to Wright's Store in 
Broad Street. The clerk recognised her, for she had been there 
with Dick. 

" How d'y do, Mrs. Hadleigh ? *' he greeted her. '* What can 
we do for you to-day?" 

Though fallen in fortune, the name of Hadleigh was still one to 
conjure with in a large section of Virginia. 

Eleanor asked to see some ready-made dresses. The clerk 
showed her cheap things, at twelve dollars, at fifteen, at eighteen. 

" Something better," said Eleanor. 

" Twenty-five's the cheapest we have after that," the clerk ex- 
plained. 

" I asked to see dresses. We can talk prices afterwards." 

The clerk did not conceal his surprise as he advanced among 
the models. Eleanor's annoyance was no less evident. What 
business of his was it if the Hadleighs were poor, so long as she 
wanted good clothes and could pay for them ? 

" There— I shall see that one." 

Eleanor pointed to a dress which had caught her eye. It was 
of dark blue cloth, the bodice trimmed with an exquisite material 
wholly unknown to her, a background of alternating broad and 
narrow lines in rainbow hues, and the surface all frothed over 
with hoar-frost. This strange and beautiful conception formed 
collar, fix)nt and broad revers coming to a point at each shoulder. 
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Eleanor recognised at once the hand of a great Parisian dress- 
maker. 

'* That comes from New York/' said the clerk confidentially. 
'' It was a hundred-and-fifty dollar imported dress, which we or- 
dered for a client who dropped in here one day and then dropped 
out again so we never saw her afterwards. Nobody here will have 
it, because they think it odd. It's nice and quiet, though, and just 
the thing for you, I should say. And now we've marked it down 
and could let you have it for fifty dollars, a splendid bargain. It's 
lined with taffeta." 

Eleanor passed into the dressing-room and there surveyed her- 
self. The new dress fitted as if it had been made for her. She 
had not appeared to such advantage since her misfortunes com- 
menced. A pang seized her at the thought that Mrs. Hadleigh 
might reproach her, might even require that she return the dress. 

" The money is mine, and I have the right to spend it," she 
said to herself. But as she had, of late, been weak with Mrs. 
Hadleigh, she might yield again. 

" I shall wear it," she said as she came out. '' Have my other 
dress wrapped up. Have you some one to take it immediately to 
the George Washington Hotel ? Oh, I was forgetting. I want a 
hat, and some ribbons, and other things." 

She selected a blue velvet toque, which she decided to wear. 
Several bolts of blue and pink baby ribbon, and some lace-trimmed 
underwear of finest linen, were added to the parcel, and the bill 
was swelled by twenty-seven dollars. 

The clock struck two. 

" Oh, please hurry," she cried, drawing four cdsp bank-notes 
from her purse. 

The cashier looked over his desk. 

** I'm out of change. I'll have to send for some,, unless you 
have something smaller? " 

" No, I cannot wait. It was most important that I should be 
at the hotel by two o'clock." 

The clerk said a word to the cashier, who smiled and pushed 
back the notes to Eleanor. 

" It's all right, Mrs. Hadleigh," he said. " We'll charge it up." 

Eleanor hastily thrust the money into her purse and went out 
followed by a negro bearing the bundles. 
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She found Billy Stolton rubbing his hands with glee. He 
neither noticed the new dress, nor reproached her for being late. 

" IVe got it ! I've got it ! " he repeated more to himself than 
to her. Indeed, he was hardly aware of her presence. 

" So you can break the marriage ? " questioned Eleanor. 

"That?" said Billy Stolton in an altered tone. "Oh, blow 
that! Let Pete have his Warton girl if he wants to. I don't 
care." 

The drive fatigued Billy. At least, so he told Eleanor. He 
did not look fatigued. He seemed rather fresher than he had 
been in the morning. When they reached the Hadleighs' he 
pronounced himself unable to go on until he had rested and had 
something to eat. It was past seven, and he would ask Harriet 
for supper. He tied his horse, and carrying Eleanor's bundles — 
a remarkable piece of gallantry for him — he entered the house. 

Eleanor lingered on the verandah. The crisis in her life and 
Mrs. Hadleigh's was at hand. She was not sorry that she had 
burned her bridges by wearing the dress; she knew that a de- 
cisive step was necessary ; she felt herself strong enough to cope 
with the situation. But with the sensitiveness of refinement, she 
shrank from marching by her own initiative into battle. Her 
nerves tense with emotion, she sadly weighed the costs of victory 
as of defeat. She was forcing an issue intrinsically not worth 
winning. And to do this she, a woman endowed with the richest 
gifts of atavism and of culture, was about to resort to moral 
brutality. A wave of revulsion swept over her. Yet she knew 
where lay her duty towards what remained in her of self-respect ; 
a mere spark, it was now more precious than all the splendour of 
her former pride. On this side was gloom, on the other night. 
She must not let herself sink without a struggle into outer darkness 

Throwing back her head, she walked firmly in. 

It is in such moments, and such only, that true courage is seen. 
Not courage, but ignorance, enables the boor to stand in the midst 
of danger which he wots not. Not courage, but mania, carries 
on the soldier to the charge with booming guns and sounding 
trumpets. Not courage, but custom, inspires with stoic calm 
those inured to any perilous pursuit Not courage, but ambition 
or desperation, lends strength to fight out the battles of sickness, 
or poverty, or grief, in which one might be overcome. Only when 
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the enlightened mind wakes to a disaster which it must seek and 
face coldly, deliberately, for some eventual high purpose; only 
when it has evoked all pangs, all horrors which must ensue ; only 
when it ponders each thought before the action, apd then serenely 
advances in the teeth of impending destruction--only then does 
the human heart know courage. 

Upon the threshold Eleanor was fiace to face with Mrs. Had- 
leigh. 

They exchanged a long look. Mrs. Hadleigh's eyes ran down 
Eleanor's dress, and rose again to meet eyes darting back 
defiance. 

"So you can afford costly dresses while your husband lacks 
proper clothing and medical care," said Mrs. Hadleigh. Her 
voice was high and harsh. She shook slightly. 

** My husband is at present leading an agitated life which cer- 
tainly reacts upon his health, but I believe he lacks nothing essen- 
tial to his material comfort. Do you not rather mean to reproach 
me with having what you lack ? " Eleanor was absolutely mistress 
of herself. 
" That also." 

Mrs. Hadleigh had foreseen such a situation these many 
months, and had rehearsed her part. She had a sense that it 
was all old and familiar. She resumed : — 

" In marrying my son, you became dependent upon me. For 
his sake, I have not begrudged you what you required. But I do 
not deny that the strain has been heavy. Believing that you had 
no more than we ourselves, I accepted your occasional help with 
the work — never given willingly and often refused — ^as all you had 
to offer. Since you have resources, I now demand that you come 
to my assistance." 

" My resources are, I regret to say, not unlimited." Eleanor's 
lip curled ironically. ** I came by enough money to buy some 
much-needed clothes. It was the first money I had had since my 
marriage. And I considered it my right to dispose of it. If my 
husband has any questions to ask, I shall answer him." 

" I remind you once more that if you are dependent upon my 
son, he is dependent upon me." 

" I believe that your son invited me to share his lot before I 
consented to do so, and you acquiesced ? " 
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"Yes, to save him!" 

" Which would appear to indicate that I was essential to his 
happiness. Is that no consideration ? " 

'* Not when compared with the exigencies of existence," said 
Mrs. Hadleigh, realising that she lost ground in this word-play, 
and reverting to the original question. " While we could manage, 
we assisted you. Now our crops have failed, our taxes are un- 
paid, interest on our mortgage is due. What can you do to help 
us?" 

" Had you sooner taken me into your confidence, I might better 
have been able to advise." Eleanor made the words sting. She 
had suffered extreme mortification by being held aloof from all 
family consultations. 

" If you consider it late for counsel or help now, what will you 
think when you see yourself with us homeless and penniless ? That 
is what awaits us, and in the immediate future." 

Each woman was as she had been on first opening her lips ; 
Eleanor dispassionate and ironical, Mts. Hadleigh keyed to the 
highest pitch of indignation. 

** The little that I succeeded in obtaining would scarcely, I be- 
lieve, have helped," said Eleanor. She really did not suspect 
how modest were the sums considered vast in Suffolk County, or 
how insignificant was the burden which crushed her husband's 
family. " Since you have questioned me as to the money I had, 
I am willing to tell you, although, as I have said, it is Dick alone 
whom this concerns. Soon after my marriage Dick gave me 
what remained of china which had once belonged to his father. 
I sold it for something over a hundred dollars. That is all." 
Mrs. Hadleigh quivered with wrath. 

** You sold for a large sum property of 'mine " 

" Of mine," corrected Eleanor. 

'* Of MINE," repeated Mrs. Hadleigh with violence, " since my 
son is too hopelessly in my debt ever to claim possession of any- 
thing. You sold, I say, property of mine, and turned it to your 
own advantage?" 

" You forget two considerations," said Eleanor, cooling as her 
adversary warmed. "First, that you have gratis the services of 
my husband as overseer, as well as labourer, on your place. Since 
he does not earn enough to support me decently here, I shpuld 
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have the right, if I chose, to require from him that he take me 
where he can work for me as well as for himself. Secondly, you 
sold a Romney and an Angelica Kauffinann for a dollar or two ; 
]rou used at table those same Wedgwood and Spode and Delft sets 
until the nqjoes destroyed them ; you allowed princely furniture 
to be burned for firewood. As your son's wife and having his 
interest at heart, I should be the one to reproach you. I knew 
how to profit by the paltry remnants of what you had despised and 
squandered. Is this a crime ? " 

** What you say is unfortunately true," admitted Mrs. Hadleigh, 
strong in her sense of justice. " It is only against the cruelty 
of your conduct that I protest ; you in luxury, and we all but 
beggars!" 

Mrs. Hadleigh's head was still heavy with the morning's pain. 
Eleanor felt the weariness from her long drive and from lack of 
nourishment. But Mrs. Hadleigh was weakening, and Eleanor 
mustered up her strength. 

" Mrs. Hadleigh," said • Eleanor, " I reproach myself in view of 
what you say. It was not of myself that I thought most. Mine 
threatened to be the fate of all women cursed with beauty ; my 
husband had not married me for myself alone. When my beauty 
began to fade, he loved me less. His happiness, like mine, was 
at stake. I thought to return to him to-night as I was when he 
knew me and loved me first ; he would be brought to me again, I 
said to myself; any sacrifice was worth this." 

Two arms were thrown round her waist, and her cheek was 
kissed rapturously once, twice, thrice. 

** My darling, if I suffered from too many cares to speak, could 
you doubt my love ? " cried Dick. He had drawn stealthily near 
in the dim twilight of the hall, and Eleanor had divined his pres- 
ence before he spoke. 

Mrs. Hadleigh's dying anger blazed forth with increase of fury. 

"Dick! Don't touch her! You must choose between your 
mother and that woman ! " 

An awful silence fell upon the three. They could hear their 
hearts beat. 

" Mother," said Dick solemnly, the words coming thickly and 
painfully, " where is your promise to be kind to her for my sake ? " 

He swayed as he stood. Eleanor caught him lest he should fiall. 
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Mrs. Hadleigh gazed between them, out into the deepening 
night ; she turned and tottered into the parlour. On the mantel, 
in the lamplight^ she caught sight of the field grasses which she 
had touched that day when Eleanor had first crossed her path 
and beaten her back. With feverish precipitation, Mrs. Hadleigh 
tore them from their place, dashed them to the floor and trampled 
them underfoot Then she sank heavily into a chair. 

Billy Stolton who, forgotten in the parlour, had heard all which 
had passed, went to her. 

" What's the matter ? Feel bad ? " he asked. 

Mrs. Hadleigh started^ 

" I've had a sick headache," she said. " I don't know why I 
took to house-cleaning." She looked at the scattered grasses, and 
laughed feebly. " I came to say supper is ready. Dick and — and 
the others are waiting." 

Not only was the battle lost ; her spirit was broken. 



CHAPTER XXI 
HOW FREEDOM WAS EARNED AND ITS PRICE WAS LOST 

ELEANOR placed her bedroom lamp in front of the mirror, 
and turned high the wick. She had achieved the more 
important half of the victory, but the more difficult remained. 
After Mrs. Hadleigh, Dick's passiveness must be assured. 

" He never loved me for myself," she mused. " All the arti- 
fices of dress and flirtation were required to attract him. I should 
have known that I should risk losing him if I ever neglected 
them." 

She had known it, and had deliberately avoided resorting to 
any outward means for retaining her husband's admiration. 
Partly because she despised herself for depending upon artificial- 
ity to dominate a nature as simple as Dick's ; partly because she 
decided it was better that she should sink and leave no serious ob- 
stacle between his mother and himself. Howard had shown her 
the fallacy of the latter delusion ; and the former had since ap- 
pealed to her in a new light as a phase of sheer vanity. Here was 
a being incapable of understanding her, and for whom she could 
never care in spite of the tie uniting them ; and she wanted him 
to love her for herself! It was beyond all possibility ; and since 
live together they must, it was far better that he should adore her 
as an idol than ignore her as a woman. The woman in her re- 
volted against this sentence, but she had none the less put it into 
execution. One vision of her clothed as she had been, had suf- 
ficed to bring him to her feet again. On what would pass between 
them when he came up to their room, depended their future rela- 
tions. 

Eleanor took off her dress and slipped into a white lawn peignoir 
covered with frills. A peignoir or two, a few muslin dresses, and 

(204) 
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her mourning costume, were all that had been spared to her. The 
muslin dresses had been ruthlessly sacrificed for curtains before 
she realised how sadly she might need them in a Virginia summer. 
The peignoirs had remained unworn, as useless luxuries in her 
Spartan life. Had she cared, she might have transformed them 
into dresses. But until to-day, she had ceased to care. 

She let her hair fall loose about her shoulders and stood before 
the mirror. Though her face might be pale, her complexion was 
clear, and her eyes shone brightly. The lamp-light brought out 
the golden glow in the silky waves of her chestnut hair. She was 
still beautiful ; it was not too late. A tide of new courage swept 
over her. 

" When God's time comes for me to lose my looks, His will be 
done," she said. " But while their fate is in my hands, I will not 
waste my talents." 

She threw herself languidly on the bed, in a half-sitting position 
against the pillows, and waited. She had changed this room like 
the rest of the house ; it was furnished with old colonial pieces, 
though many had suffered badly. 

There was a tap at the door, and Dick came in. 

"Not gone to bed yet? What a pretty gown." He took a 
chair near her. 

"If I had known you cared, I should have put it on every 
night," said Eleanor. 

"If I cared?" A weary look passed over Dick's face. "I 
don't know what I care about ; or rather, I care about everything, 
and can't get it ; so I lose myself in it all, and it doesn't matter." 

" Yes," said Eleanor. " I have felt that. Do you remember 
the day we arranged the parlour and dining-room, and I told you I 
supposed I should come to it, and I only asked you to humour my 
old sentiments a little longer? You did; I am glad you did. 
For it is such a distant memory now I " 

She clasped her hands above her mass of dark hair, and looked 
afar with eyes which saw nothing. 

Dick sat in moody silence. 

" To-day," Eleanor pursued, "a mad desire seized me to break 
through the meshes of fate. I thought that I had been unjust to 
you, to myself, in neglecting my dress, and I tried to remedy the 
fault." 
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Dick still did not respond 

'' I had no trouble in selling the plates. I took them to Paols- 
ville that day you drove me in ; I hid them under the seat of the 
buggy and slipped them out while you were busy ; I wanted to 
surprise you. I sent them by express C.O.D. — I did not have 
a penny in the world to pay with — ^to a man in New York who 
was sure to buy them. I had bought things from him myself, and 
it seemed strange to be selling to him. I did not tell him^who I 
was ; I merely said these were heirlooms in the Hadleigh family, 
and that I wanted one hundred and ten dollars for them. I knew 
that this was the price a big dealer would pay for them> and that 
evidence of this knowledge would lead him on. By return mail 
I received a cheque for the amount." 

Dick shivered, but said nothing. 

" I put the cheque aside, keeping my surprise. You had given 
me the plates, you know, and as everything else you had was 
squandered without profiting anybody, I considered these, turned 
to advantage by me alone, to be mine. I was mistaken." 

"No," answered Dick sombrely. "You were not mistaken. 
They were yours." 

Eleanor was dismayed by his mood. Her position was yet 
more critical than she had imagined. 

" No." She raised herself abruptly. " The money would have 
been mine if everything had been as I supposed. But you had 
hidden the truth from me. Had I for one moment suspected the 
difficulties in which you and your mother were, I should have 
known that it was yours by right. I was cruel to your mother to- 
night, and I frankly say that I do not regret it. I yielded until 
driven too far. Then I struck back. Your mother will not 
oppress me again ; you and she and I will all be the better for it 
But she was justified in reproaching me for the money spent. 
Had you placed in me the confidence which a woman should re- 
ceive from her husband, every penny would have gone to you." 

"It was yours," repeated Dick doggedly. Eleanor guessed 
that he had just left his mother, and that he had spoken sharp 
words. 

" You have made yours mine," she said, in a low, quivering voice. 
" Can I do less than make mine yours ? " 

He thrilled at last, though he did not answer. 
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" Tell me," said Eleanor. '* Are we very badly oflf ? " 

" We are ruined," groaned Dick. " I don't know where money 
for interest on the mortgage will come from ; last year we had to 
borrow it, and we have not been able to discharge the debt. 
What we have of corn and fodder won't carry the cattle through 
the winter. God knows what's going to become of us." 

"And you could leave me in ignorance of all this?" 

Her earnestness tore a sob from Dick. 

"That's not the worst," he burst out, clutching his head in his 
hands as he bent forward. " I didn't want to tell you — it was not 
worth bothering you — ^but the taxes are already long overdue. 
We have only been spared this far out of favouritism because we 
are Hadleighs ; we can't expect further respite, and we haven't a 
cent or the means to raise one." 

Eleanor sprang to her feet, ran to the dressing-table, caught up 
her purse and thrust it in Dick's hand. 

" Here is money ; I don't know how much ; enough to pay the 
taxes, I hope. Take it, Dick, and save Oakdale, save us all 1 " 

Dick appeared dazed. 

"Money? No; it can't be." His fingers fumbled helplessly 
with the clasp. Eleanor opened it for him. 

Too moved to speak, he drew her to her knees beside him, and 
pressed her in his arms. Though she abhorred his touch, she 
was so shaken that she stayed awhile as she had fallen, leaning 
against him. 

" You have saved us ! You have saved us 1 " he repeated. 

" If you had trusted me " Eleanor began. 

" Mother forbade me to tell you frankly," said Dick with inten- 
sity. " Not that she wanted to keep the truth from you, for she 
has always proclaimed our poverty " 

" Indeed, yes," said Eleanor, for whom every mouthful of bread 
had been made bitter. 

" But because she thought you incapable of following our busi- 
ness details or of being discreet with them. Our position is such 
that often a random word might lose us. You were mine in body 
and spirit, and I wanted to conceal no thought from you. Un- 
fortunately, I yielded to mother. But that is ended for ever. I 
have spoken to her to-night " — his voice grew resolute — " and I 
told her that no one shall ever come between you and me again. 
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No one ever between us, Eleanor ; do you understand? No one 
again, ever." 

For answer, Eleanor touched his forehead with her lips. Never 
before had she kissed him of her own accord ; and in his ecstasy 
of bliss he forgot all the anguish which she had cost him. 

Immediately after breakfast next morning, Dick saddled Co- 
quette and rode away. So immense was the relief from imminent 
disaster, that he could serenely overlook graver perils in the 
distance. He would henceforth banish despair from his soul. 
Often as they had been down in the depths, a good God had as 
often sent relief. It was not meant that they should be utterly 
crushed ; they were only being tried. I He would no longer endure 
passively. He would be brave, fighting alike for every inch of 
ground lost or gained. Until now, he had fought only to gain, 
submitting when forced back and nursing his strength for a fresh 
charge in the proper time, according as luck might ordain. It 
had all been luck, and he had thought it against him. No ; it was 
for him. 

He had gone some distance on his way to Suffolk Court House, 
riding in his joyfulness more swiftly than was his wont, when to 
his surprise he overtook Billy Stolton. 

" Good-morning, Cousin Billy ! ** Dick called. 

Stolton turned in his saddle. 

" What you doin' over this way ? " he demanded. 

*' Come to pay my taxes at the last gasp,'* answered Dick. *' I 
ought to be asking what you are doing. You never let your taxes 
get overdue." 

Billy grinned mysteriously. 

'* I'm forgetful sometimes," he said. 
Now, Cousin Billy, who do you think you're talking to?" 
taunted Dick. ''I know you don't forget when people owe 
money to you, anyhow." 

" I wouldn't if I owed it to them, either," said Billy. " But I 
never owe money." In the eyes of the law this was true ; morally 
speaking, he was indebted to some ill-used creature for every 
dollar which comprised his unrighteous wealth. 

Dick chatted gaily, bantering Stolton on any subject which 
came to his mind. Stolton, whose spirits were likewise excellent, 
accepted the gibes complacently. Only when they came in sight 
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of a plank building in a cleared space by the roadside, did Billy 
become serious. It was Enoch Whetstone's bar, hard by the 
Court House. 

"Mighty fine gal, that wife o' yours," he said irrelevantly, 
sucking in his lips. 

Dick flushed. 

" If I hadn't thought so, I shouldn't have married her," he said 
stiffly. 

" Oh, I don't mean but she was a deal finer then," continued 
Billy. " Marriage ain't agreed with her worth two cents." 

Dick's face was crimson. 

"She doesn't complain," he said. 

" Now that's where you're wrong. She told me she led a devil 
of a life between Harriet and you." Stolton watched the result 
of his random shot. It went home. Dick's face, from red, turned 
a sickly grey. They were nearly at the door of the bar. " She 
said she couldn't stand it much longer, and some day she'd just 
slip away home again." 

Dick felt something rise in his throat and smother him. The 
trees and the road spun round, and all was dark. Stolton caught 
him and pulled him back as he fell over in the saddle. 

" Enoch I Come here quick I " Stolton's voice rang out, 
sharp and rasping. "Bring me some rye whisky. This boy's 
got a sunstroke." 

Whetstone ran to them, a bottle in one hand and a glass in the 
other. On recognising Dick, he stopped short. 

"Young Hadleigh don't drink," he said. 

" Oh, damn ! " ejaculated Billy. " When a man's got a faintin' 
fit, there's only one medicine." 

" I thought you said sunstroke ? " objected Whetstone. 

" I ain't a doctor," exclaimed Billy impatiently. " Give us 
that, quick." 

Whetstone cautiously poured out a finger's width in the bottom 
of the glass. Billy tilted the bottle so as to fill the glass to the 
brim with raw whisky, and held it to Dick's lips, making him 
drink. He thought better of his intention when Dick had drunk 
half, and he emptied the glass himsel£ Tossing a dollar to Whet- 
stone, he rode on, holding Dick by the arm and guiding his horse. 

Dick was conscious of fire coursing through him. He opened 
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his eyes. The world swam before him, and he was incapable of 
collecting his thoughts. 

" Well, of all the damned fools 1 " said Billy soothingly. " You'd 
been plaguin' me with all sorts o' yams for a good mile, an' when 
I turn the tables on you, you go off in a fit ! It was all a joke 1 " 

Dick thought of nothing save his peculiar condition. 

" Wha's er matter ? " he asked thickly. 

"Matter? Why, I was jokin' you, jes' so for fun, an' you 
fiiinted right away, an' Enoch Whetstone had to give you a spoon- 
ful o' whisky to bring you to, that's all. You ain't a-goin' to let 
it go to your head like a baby ? " Dick dreamily wondered why 
a baby should go to his head, but he did not have the energy to 
inquire. "Brace up, we're at the Cote House, an' everybody*!! 
have it you're dead drunk." 

Dick pulled himself together with a tremendous effort. 

"They'll tell mother— and Eleanor. Don't let 'em see me." 
He could scarcely control his tongue. 

" How are you goin' to pay your taxes, then ? " asked Billy. 

"You pay 'em — wi' yours." Dick felt in his pocket for his 
purse. " I'll shtay here" 

" I reckon that would be best," said Stolton, taking the purse. 
" ril tie your horse to those trees over yonder, an' you sit down 
an' rest there while I'm gone." 

Dick stretched himself out upon the ground, and dropped into 
a heavy sleep. How long he remained thus, he never knew. 
From the position of the sun when he sat up rubbing his eyes, he 
judged that he must have been there several hours. His head 
was like lead. Billy Stolton leaned over him. 

"All right now?" asked Stolton. "Good thing you didn't 
come. All the county was there. Kep' me waitin' for ages* 
Anyways, it let you have your sleep out Here's your tax re- 
ceipt." 

Dick took the paper and glanced at it with indifference. Every- 
thing assumed unusual aspects. Billy's face as he talked was 
vague and unfamiliar. The bark on the trees now spun round, 
now rushed up and down the trunks, and now did not exist at all. 
The writing on the t^x receipt was unnatural. Dick put the paper 
in his purse, which he let fall beside him. Nothing mattered save 
the problem of quieting the bark on the trees. 
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*' Come along/' said Billy, adding, as Dick got up laboriously, 
" you've forgotten your purse." 

" Pick it up for me/' pleaded Dick. " If I stoop I'll fall, and if 
I fall it won't pick me up." 

"Stuff an' nonsense," said Billy, unhitching Dick's horse. 
"Try." 

After several efforts, Dick succeeded. Stolton helped him to 
mount, and they rode away. As they rounded a curve, Billy threw 
his arm about Dick, catching him by the right hip. The contact 
was so violent that it was almost a blow. 

" Keep an eye on yourself, you darned fool ! " Stolton cried. 
" You were half out o' the saddle ! " 

This was a further phenomenon for Dick to note. He thought 
himself unsteady when he was perfectly safe, and he suspected 
nothing when he was reeling over. He decided to watch himself 
closely. His head was already clearing. The jolt of the horse's 
trot and the fresh air revived him. When they reached the cross- 
roads he declined Stolton's offer to ride with him. He could 
manage alone. 

By degrees, he became himself again. Things resumed their, 
natural aspect. His head ceased swimming. He would mention 
a heart attack in case anything eccentric might be observed in his 
speech or bearing ; but he did not think he seriously risked be- 
traying himself. To ascertain if he were normal, he thought of 
examining the tax receipt again to see if he could make it read 
straight. He put his hand to his pocket. 

The purse was gone. 

He was thoroughly sobered now. Cold perspiration stood out 
on his brow. Wild fears and suspicions assailed him. He in- 
stinctively accused Billy Stolton. Yet the chain of events proved 
Billy to have obeyed rather than dictated. The two most signifi- 
cant points, Billy !s offensive words which precipitated a heart attack, 
and the blow upon the hip, had escaped from Dick's mind, both 
being passed at the time as trivial, one a misunderstanding, the 
other an accident. For the rest, it was Enoch Whetstone and not 
Billy who had administered the whisky ; it was Dick himself who 
had proposed that Billy should pay the taxes. And Billy had 
delivered the receipt into Dick's own hands. Dick remembered 
that he had offered Billy an exceptional opportunity for trickery 
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by asking him to pick up the purse, and Billy had not profited by 
it This was far from indicating evil designs. 

Dick, galloping back on the road he had come, spied his purse 
lying open on a tuft of broom-straw, not half a mile from the spot 
where he had been aware of his loss. He had parted from Billy 
some time before, at the cross-roads. Whatever had happened, 
Billy was innocent. 

The fact that the purse lay open had prepared Dick for the worst. 
Money and tax receipt were missing. 

Dick searched feverishly for a clue of any description. No 
marks were visible in the sandy road, except the hoof-prints of his 
own horse. On either hand were pine woods. A n^o following 
the roadside must have stolen the contents of the purse, leaving 
only what might betray him. He had probably mistaken the tax 
receipt for* something valuable, and would throw it away lata:. 
Dick grieved more over the small sum of money gone than about 
the receipt, which had no value save for himself, and the absence 
of which would not constitute a danger so long as the payment was 
duly registered. This last formality had, as a matter of course, 
been accomplished. He had seen the receipt, and knew that all was 
well. As a precaution, he would go to the Court House the next 
day, and verify for himself. But there was no fear in regard to that. 

Meanwhile, not a word must he say about his adventure. He 
could not resist cross-questioning by his mother. She would ask 
so many particulars as to the loss ; in whose company he was and 
had been; who had received the tax money, how it had been 
entered, that he would inevitably fall into compromising avowals. 
He knew what Mrs. Hadleigh thought of drunkenness, and that 
she would never forgive, though it were not his fault. He did not 
know what Eleanor thought, and he dreaded her displeasure still 
more. His only policy was to say nothing to-day, and to ride 
back on some pretext to-morrow. An inner voice prompted him 
to go then, without losing an hour. But he was tired, and his fears 
were stilled, and his absence if prolonged further would excite com- 
ment at home. All that he had to do was to continue on his way, 
say that he had attended to his business, and then verify next day. 

However, the next day, Dick was very unwell. The day after 
that was Sunday. And when the third day came, life had changed 
in its course for all the Hadleighs. 



CHAPTER XXII 

HOW DICK HADLEIGH'S SECRET WAS KEPT 

ELEANOR had been unable to accept the view predominant 
in Suffolk County that church-going was beneficial what- 
ever the creed. The sad truth was, that she had not attended 
a service since her first visit to Oakdale the year before. She little 
suspected the evil comment to which this gave rise. She would 
have cared little had she known, not considering her neighbours 
competent judges in this or any other matter. She had not ad- 
mired them on meeting them casually. Her heart warmed still 
less towards them upon observing that, although married to one 
of their own people, she was not accepted as one of them. Mrs. 
Dick Hadleigh was an "outsider". Not that she met hostility; 
quite the contrary, she was received with kindness, even with 
distinction. But there was no suggestion of sympathy. In a 
sense, it was gratifying to retain her complete identity. No 
understanding was possible between these uneducated country- 
folk and herself. Eleanor would not have wished to be on cordial 
terms with them. Yet it should have been for her, and not for 
them, to decide this. They should have opened their arms to 
her in full brotherly love; and then she could have sent them 
about their business. 

Dick was pained by his wife's attitude towards religion. He 
would not have censured her for secluding herself at home. He 
appreciated her superiority above her surroundings; and Mrs. 
Stolton had lived apart. Yet non-attendance at church rendered 
reconciliation hopeless, and this reacted upon him in the region. 
Everybody in Suffolk County went to church whenever the occa- 
sion arose. It was the accepted thing to do. Even Billy Stolton, 
that notorious old reprobate, was never found wanting here. This 
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was the only point on which Billy was in harmony with his mfe. 
The arguments which led the two to this identical conclusion 
differed widely. Mrs. Stolton, with deep convictions, was fulfill- 
ing her obligations to piety. Stolton had observed that he en- 
countered at " meetin' " precisely the people whom he desired to 
see, and in the gossip which followed, he gathered much useful 
information. 

It must be said that from the scores who went promiscuously 
to these gatherings, few felt any spiritual benefit. They went to 
their own particular church for salvation, and to the others for 
sensation. The walls dividing the different sects were too hope- 
lessly high for those of one to join wholly in the religious exercises 
of the other. But all complied with the custom, and went. 

Dick never missed a service. Perhaps after all it was a matter 
of habit Yet perhaps non-attendance was a habit with Eleanor, 
and this he would have deplored. He and his mother were 
among the rare exceptions who found substantial reasons for their 
presence. With Mrs. Hadleigh, it was longing for higher comfort ; 
with him, it was intuitive reverence. His mother still cherished 
the distant ideal of her own church ; he found his ideal in them 
all. He believed firmly in the necessity for worshipping together, 
and once he had summoned up all his courage to approach 
Eleanor on the subject 

"Nell, aren't you coming to meeting this afternoon?" he 
asked. 

Eleanor said " No ". These half Sundays which she had to 
herself when all the family were at church somewhere were the 
only hours she enjoyed. 

" It's true you don't need it as I do," pursued Dick. ** But 
somehow, I should think you'd fed more comfortable after going. 
I always do." 

" If there were an Episcopal church in the neighbourhood, I 
should certainly go," said Eleanor. ** But I was not brought up 
to consider all creeds the same." 

'* We were not, either. We only try to profit by what we can 
get. Now, we're Methodists, here, and so they are at Pine Grove ; 
we don't want to be baptised like the Baptists, or to borrow 
doctrines from anybody else. But we know we're safe in pmying 
all together/' 
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"Frankly, for me, it is not praying," said Eleanor. "A dis- 
course which begins nowhere and rambles through everything to 
end nowhere, is not a prayer for me. I cannot follow. I am 
used to having prayers which are familiar to me, and each word 
of which I can say in spirit as the clergyman speaks it. That I 
call praying." 

"You're ritualistic," smiled Dick. "We're not up to that. 
The Episcopal Church is above the heads of the people, and it 
can't spread until it's simplified." 

"And which," demanded Eleanor hotly, "do you consider 
better: to educate the masses up to an appreciation of God's 
word in its noblest form, or to lower the Church's standard to 
the level of ignorance ? " 

"Oh, I don't consider anything," apologised Dick hastily. " I 
was only thinking how queer it is, all the different things people 
can believe, all drawn out of the same texts. It's a wonder the 
Evangelists didn't take the trouble to make them clearer." 

"They made them clear for those who know how to read," 
retorted Eleanor. " Put a page of Macaulay before a child in the 
First Reader, and he will stumble over huge difficulties where you 
and I recognise the purest, simplest English ever written." 

"It's a pity, all the same, everybody can't agree," said Dick. 

"A pity?" Eleanor repeated scornfully. "The more I see of 
the world and the more men and women I meet, the gladder I 
am that there should be a diversity of opinion. Heaven forbid 
that I should even argue with nine-tenths of the people I know, 
I am so grateful that we should differ on every conceivable 
point ! " 

Thereafter, Dick gave religious discussions a wide berth. 

The rumour had spread that Peter Stolton had been married 
secretly, that Billy Stolton had approved the match, and that the 
couple were to present themselves at Jerusalem Church on Sunday. 
With this special inducement added to force of custom, no self- 
respecting resident in the western section of Suffolk County would 
have failed to go, though the season was late and the weather 
offered small guarantee against an autumnal rain. Eleanor herself 
decided to make an exception and go. She felt the need of pleas- 
ing her husband in every possible way. In telling her that the 
taxes were paid, Dick had been less exuberantly grateful than the 
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pievious day. And he had not offered to return to her one penny 
of the money which she had given him. She would have refused, 
of course. But he might have offered. 

He drove her, as he had that Sunday eighteen months before, 
when her spell was fiill upon him, when to torment him she had 
left him for another, and when she had ceased to care whether he 
admired her or not. How conditions can change in the same 
accompaniment of circumstances, she mused* 

He, too, was plunged in deep reflection. 

*'Nell, dear," he said — Eleanor loathed to have her name 
abbreviated, and he constantly did so, thinking to please her — 
** Nell, dear, you have a secret which you have never told me." 

She did not flinch. She had expected this. Long nights of 
mental agony had she passed awaiting such a moment, and steel- 
ing herself against it. Nothing could remain a secret. The reve- 
lation must come. 

" Yes," she said quietly. 

He laughed. She looked up, not understanding. 

" Oh, you acknowledge it, do you ? " he asked. 

There was some confusion of ideas. A word might lose or 
save her. She sharply taxed her wits to their utmost of pre- 
caution and calm. 

"Why not?" she said. 

" Well, aren't you going to tell me now ? " 

"Why?" 

" Because I want to know." 

It was for her to speak, and he had given her no clue. 

" I may not want you to know, which is a better reason." 

"Then you were in love with me all the time!" concluded 
Dick triumphantly. "It always puzzled me, the way you put 
me off, after that supper at the Stoltons' last time we drove to 
church together. You guessed right away what I meant, didn't 
you ? You know, before then, I*d sometimes almost thought you 
were leading me on ; and then to freeze me out the way you did ! 
I went so far as to think — ^you'll laugh, but I did — that you were 
getting interested in Pete, you changed so suddenly. And then 
I thought the trouble was with me. So it was with you, and you 
already loved me then ! I knew if this was true, you'd keep it a 
secret ; women always do things like that ; you've only half ac- 
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knowledged now, to your husband, you silly girl! But I hold 
your secret ! *' 

Eleanor smiled wistfully. No; he did not hold her secret. 
And if she was to decide, he never would. 

Rosie had arrived early at Jerusalem in a new buggy with Pete. 
Those gathered about the church steps cheered. Rosie giggled. 
Pete swore under his breath. He did not look happy. She did. 

As she alighted, Rosie displayed a shoe patched on the side 
and run down at the heel, and a coarse black stocking with a hole 
in it. Fortunately, these details were eclipsed by the gorgeousness 
of her dress. It was of garnet cloth, cut after the latest fourth- 
class-town-general-supply-store pattern, or, strictly speaking, what 
is termed the latest, and was so fifteen years ago, and will be 
fifteen years hence. Only the decoration claimed originality. 
Garnet plush formed a V-shaped breastplate, a three-pointed 
shoulder-cape, a collar and cuffs. The point of the cape supposed 
to fall in the back was creased and turned up, betraying the fact 
that it was stiffened with thick paper and unlined. A string of 
garnet plush rosettes with lead buttons affecting to sparkle in their 
hearts started from the waist at each side of the centre in front, 
and fell down the skirt in two parallel rows to the hem-line, 
which drooped before and reared up behind. The V-front, the 
collar and the cuffs were edged with imitation ^ru lace in which 
narrow cotton velvet ribbon of a dubious red had been run. The 
inventor had designed this costume to be worn with a garnet plush 
belt which Rosie had foigotten in her haste, so that she presented 
a disjointed appearance amidship. Her hat was a strawberry-hued 
fancy straw, bearing a whole partridge on one side, and on the 
other a bunch of grapes which the bird eyed greedily. 

" Oh, my, ain't you fine ! " exclaimed some girls crowding round. 

''Pete, Tve done forgot my salts in the buggy," simpered the 
bride, adjusting her mittens. " Fetch 'em along, hear ? Reddy 
Curtis, Where's your manners ? Want a introduction ? *' 

" My, no, Miss Rosie," protested Reddy, advancing. " I was 
thinkin' if you hadn't jus' given us all the slip, though 1 " 

" Your fkult. All you had to do was to do like Pete. If you 
hadn't his sense, don't thank me 1 " 

" You'd ought to have told us," laughed Hiram Twigg. " There^s 
a lot of us bachelors who'd have bad a try. Miss Rosie." 
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"You needn't have tried, Mr. Flour Barrel! I ain't fo' the 
likes o' you ! " said Rosie saucily. 

"Ain't youp though?" cried Hiram, piqued. "'Pears to me 
I can remember the time when I could 'a' had you for the askin', 
an' mebbe mthout." 

The laugh was on Rosie. 

" You tell Pete that, an' he'll spoil your face," she said, pouting. 

" Who's that fellow who said 'twas better to have loved a lot 
than never to have had a mash on anybody ? " The speaker was 
Hezekiah Benton. Though the miller's son, Hezekiah was a 
youth of refined feelings, and had read one of the poets. Nobody 
knew which, and he never specified. But he had surely read 
something, for his conversation consisted principally of sentimental 
allusions. 

" Ah, now, Miss Rosie ! " he resumed. " Why so pensive ? " 

" You quit your fool ! " snapped Rosie resentfully. " I ain't 
expensive ! Oh, my, here's mar an' Laura ! " 

Three young men darted forward to take charge of Mrs. 
Stolton's buggy. Laura and her mother both wore black tailor- 
made suits. After seeing Rosie in the hall at Pine Grove, they 
had gone to their rooms and taken off the dresses which they had 
expected to wear. Only the utmost sobriety on their part could 
save the situation by contrast. 

Rosie looked disapprovingly at them. 

" Where's your funeral ? " she asked Laura, who answered with 
a question. 

"Are you coming in, Rosie?" 

" Oh, you go on with mar," said Rosie. " Tell Mrs. Joyce I'm 
goin* up in the choir." 

It was notorious that Rosie sang false. Mrs. Joyce, the organist, 
threw up her hands in dismay when Laura broke the news. 

" For lands' sake ! An' we haven't got a single strong voice 
to-day to drown her out! Don't Mrs. Dick Hadleigh sing? 
I've heard she did. Ask her to come up, Laura, do, now, for 
pity's sake ! " 

"She — she doesn't like to sing," said Laura. "I don't know 
how to ask her." 

" Oh, mercy ! Here comes Rosie, an' I hear the Deacon ! 
Run, Laura, tell her she's got to 1 " 
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Laura, bewildered, obeyed. She had hitherto escaped talking 
with Eleanor only because the latter did not go out. It was now 
a choice of concealing her sentiments or arousing comment. She 
must take a decision some time, and since she abhorred scandal, 
she knew what that decision must be. 

*' Mrs. Joyce wants you in the choir," said Laura, with crimson 
face. ** She begs you to go. She can't get on without you." 

Eleanor hesitated. She had not practised for months. But 
her voice had been well placed and perfectly trained, so that she 
would not risk much, especially with an uncritical audience. 
Moreover, it was Laura's first advance, and Eleanor would not 
have wished to mortify her. Rosie in her ludicrous attire was 
already among the singers. Eleanor looked charming in her new 
dress and hat. The human instinct for winning approbation over 
one's inferiors called within her, and cast aside her last scruples. 

** Certainly," she said, and went to take her place in the choir. 

During the opening hymn Eleanor did not sing. It could not 
have occurred to her that she was expected to help the chorus. 
Rosie, singing false with the delightful unconsciousness which 
distinguishes people having this weakness, hated Eleanor alike for 
her presence and for her silence. Eleanor allowed the second 
hymn, also, to be executed without attempting to join it. Rosie 
concluded that Eleanor was there solely from spite against her, 
Rosie, and to detract from her glory. And while Deacon Springs 
addressed the congregation in a sermon, Rosie cast about for 
means to punish her enemy. 

The Deacon had established a reputation for himself by his 
short and pithy sermons, and long and comprehensive, though 
rarely comprehensible, prayers. While the prayer remained some- 
thing of a mystery, the sermon was a triumph of lucidity and 
succinctness. He affected to discuss only matters which his 
hearers could understand, and to use language familiar to them 
all. If he could mention the names^f men known to them as 
illustrations of the principles he was advocating, he was all the 
more pleased, so long as no member of the congr^ation present 
was implicated. 

" My brethren, to-day I've got a story to tell you about the 
answer to prayer," he droned out in his colourless voice. " I 
know some people don't believe in it, and I was sinful that way 
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once myseliL But the truth has come to me, and I want to pass 
it on to you. 

" Two weeks back, I was over by Stoneville, and I put up for 
the night at Brother Johnson's. He'd fallen some from grace, 
had Brother Johnson, and I wrastled with him in sperit and 
prayed with him tell well on in the night I'd got his soul en- 
lightened on pretty much everything except the answer to prayer, 
and that was his stumblin'-block. No arguin', no prayin', couldn't 
get that into his head. If I hadn't always been sure myself, the 
truth was in me all right that night, and I disputed with him, 
all for nothin'. It was long after midnight, when he was yawnin' 
and Mis' Johnson was sound asleep in her chair, that I said I 
reckoned we could put off the rest tell mornin'. 

" That was the night of the big rain. It had been rainin' all 
the time we'd been disputin' and prayin'. I got in bed after 
blomn' the lamp out, and was just droppin' off to sleep, when I 
heard a tinkle-tinkle under the window. I'm sort of deaf, and 
at first it didn't bother me much, so I turned over my best ear and 
thought I'd go off to sleep that way. But I couldn't. The tinkle- 
tinkle, tinkle-tinkle kept up. By-and-by I got up and went to the 
window, and I saw a cow grazin' down there. 

" ' Shoo ! Shoo ! ' I said, but she didn't seem to care a bit I 
hunted for something to throw at her, but only found the lamp 
and the wash-basin, which would have gotten broken, and I was 
afraid if I threw my shoes some pigs would come along and make 
off with them before mornin'. So I went back to bed, thinkin' 
that it was Brother Johnson's business, anyway, to drive his cows 
off. But the tinkle-tinkle, tinkle-tinkle kept up. I don't know 
just how long I stood it ; but after a time I felt like I was goin' 
mad, and I jumped up and lit the lamp, and put my shoes on be- 
cause the ground was soakin' wet, and went downstairs and chased 
that cow, and threw sticks at her, tell she galloped off at such a 
rate she couldn't have stopped short of a good mile down the 
road. And when I was tiptoein' back to my room, I heard Brother 
Johnson's voice callin' meek and sober-like from his room : — 

" * Deacon, I take back all I said about prayers not bein* 
answered. For two mortal hours I've been lyin' here prayin' the 
Lord to send somebody to drive that cow away! I've been 
answered. Praised be the name o* the Lord ! ' " 
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When the Deacon ceased, Rosie leaned forward and said to 
Eleanor : — 

" What you going to sing ? '* Only she pronounced it " gunno ". 

" Ohy I don't know ; some hymn, I suppose ; Tve brought no 
music," said Eleanor carelessly. "I think 'Art thou weary?' 
might do." 

It was not the custom for women to sing alone at Jerusalem 
Church. Rosie, suspecting Eleanor's possible ignorance of local 
proprieties, had devised this to turn her to ridicule. Retribution 
was coming to Eleanor for neglecting her religious duties. 

"Mis' Hadleigh says she's gunno sing 'Art thou weary?' — 
alone," whispered Rosie to Mrs. Joyce. 

This good lady was horrified. The crime was on her own head, 
for lightly inviting an outsider into their midst. Eleanor rose to 
her feet. This, too, was prohibited. The choir was supposed to 
stand only when the congregation did so. Mrs. Joyce did what 
most people do when perplexed, viz., that which was expected of 
her. She played the first chords on the weak-lunged melodeon. 

There was some agitation, rustling and whispers. But as 
Eleanor's voice soared alone in the hymn, those in the pews re- 
mained still with amazement. A bass to the extreme left, feeling 
that something was due to the proprieties, attempted to drone out 
a second until, after a few notes, he desisted, spell-bound. Eleanor 
had a voice which seemed to spring from the soul, unearthly, 
divinely beautiful, arousing the heavenly chords of one's own soul, 
yet appealing to all one's human emotions. Eleanor had purposely 
selected this hymn ; in centres where the world is surfeited with 
the finest music, she had sung it, and had seen frivolous women 
weep and stern business men bend their heads thoughtfully upon 
their hands. Eleanor threw her full force of sentiment, her entire 
command of art, into each note. It was the old Geneva tune, in 
three-fourths time, to which she put the words; but she sang 
it an octave higher than it was written, at each verse thus coming 
to her climax on high D fiat. The voice, rising and falling, 
clear, true, permeating the building, enveloping every sound, 
caressing every inmost thought, lulled the hearers into ecstatic 
calm. As she reached the last measure, the faces of the seated 
throng which she dominated were transfigured. 

There was a moment's silence ; then, from the rear of the 
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church, the clapping of hands was heard, and the roar of applause 
rolled up to the very front, by the altar steps, and to it was joined 
A murmur of wondering admiration. Then the worshippers, shak- 
ing off their dream, remembered in Whose house they were, and 
exchanged frightened glanc^ 

Eleanor herself was more deeply affected than any one who 
heard her, except one man, of whose presence she was unaware. 
A spirit of boundless yearning had crept upon her as she sang ; the 
degradation of the atmosphere in which she lived overwhelmed 
her. Never a word of art or of thought, never an action^ calcu- 
lated to elevate ; only living to work and working to live. She 
compared her position to that of girls in sweater-shops, she almost 
envied them as luckier than herself. They had a chance-^oh, so 
slight ! yet a chance — ^to rise. She had no hope. 

A wild restlessness seized upon her ; she must have air. 

Deacon Springs was praying. Regardless of consequences, she 
left the choir and started towards the door. She had to go the 
entire length of the church in the face of a congregation so shocked 
that the most pious forgot their devotions to stare after her. She 
hurried on ; she must have air. 

Two men had followed her. 

"Are you unwell ? " Dick was at her side, under the trees. 

''Yes. I don't know what happened. I could not breathe. 
I must go back to the house." 

" I've got to speak to the Stoltons after meeting. They couldn't 
forgive me if I didn't. We came late, you know, so I didn't see 
them before, and they're having a sort of reception afterwards. 
I'll skip that, but I must speak to them. Can't you wait just a 
few minutes? Get in the buggy. It won't be long." Dick, 
sincerely concerned about his wife, was held back by his sense 
of obligations. 

" Don't you see the girl's almost fainting ? " interposed Doctor 
Howard. "You stay with the Stoltons, if you want to, but I say 
hang them all. I'm going to drive her right home. You come 
along afterwards when you've done your manners. It won't take 
a minute, Miss Eleanor." He ran off without waiting for an 
answer. 

" Will you go with him ? " asked Dick uncertainly. 

'* Yes, if you must really stop longer. I am very much over- 
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come. I cannot get home too soon. You will not belong?" 
she added from compunction as Howard drove her off. 

" rU get there before you do," he called. 

It sounded like a joke, and was taken as such. But Dick meant 
it seriously. 

It was the same trap in which Howard had been that day when 
he humiliated her. To Eleanor it seemed as if all the threads of 
her life were being gathered together, preparing the solution. Only 
she knew that there could be no solution. 

Doc's characteristic good-humour was singularly absent. Eleanor 
was so surprised that for a time she laid her own preoccupations 
aside to speculate 'upon his. Hers soon returned, however. She 
was stirred in her soul by mad notions which could find no outlet, 
and which tore her in their struggle. Freedom at the price of life, 
was the ever-recurring thought. 

" We are not going to Oakdale ? " 

The cessation of sound from hoofs or wheels had roused her. 
They had left the main road and were driving through a pine 
wood. The trees were so spaced that it was evident a road 
had once crossed there ; but it was now lost in a deep layer of 
fallen pine needles. They glided as noiselessly as a boat upon 
water. 

" It's a short cut," answered Howard. " It doesn't go any- 
where except to the Hadleighs', so people don't use it much. It's 
treacherous, too, with the pine straw." 

They drove on at a trot, relapsing into silence. There was a 
shock, a crash, and the trap turned over. Howard was hurled to 
the ground, with Eleanor stretched beside him. 

She was stunned, and though she did not lose consciousness, it 
was some minutes before she moved. 

She sat up. 

'' I thought I was dead. I hoped I was dead," she said, and 
began to sob. 

For the first time in her life, her nerves were shattered. She 
expected Howard to banter her into regaining her self-control. He 
said nothing, and this increased her sense of misery. 

** 1 hoped I was dead ! I hoped I was dead ! " she repeated 
hysterically. 

Howard raised himself to his feet. He did not even glance at 
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his trap, wrecked beyond repair, nor think of the predicament in 
which this placed them. 

" Are you unhappy ? " he asked. 

"Unhappy? My God!'* 

The intensity of her anguish stopped the flood of her tears. 
She would have given worlds to cry, and she could not. She 
swayed back and forth, moaning. 

Howard drew near, and stood over her. 

" You and I have each made one great mistake in our lives," 
he said with a passion which shook him. " The time has come 
to repair it." 

" My life has been nothing but mistakes, each one of which has 
broken me," said Eleanor, too enveloped in her despair to grasp 
the meaning of his words. "There is no repairing. Ask the 
shattered vase." 

She cried again. Howard let her grief well-nigh spend itself in 
tears, until she rested her hand weakly against a tree. 

" We may both have made many mistakes, but I count only one 
for each," he resumed. " Each in turn refused to help the other 
in sorest need." 

He paused for his words to penetrate. 

" Eleanor " — ^he spoke solemnly, and she vibrated in every 
fibre at the sound of her name on his lips — " I once offered you 
marriage, and once you offered it to me. First you were blind, 
and then I was. The past cannot be mended, but the future can 
be saved. Give me your life, and I can still give you mine." 

Eleanor listened fascinated. 

" No," she said as if battling in darkness against unknown 
dangers. "You humiliated me. No. Not you. Never." 

She covered her face with her hands, shuddering. 

" Then know why I behaved as I did that day," he said. " I 
had offered you means and position, dependent on a reconciliation 
with my parents. You rejected them then, and claimed them later 
under circumstances which cut off" all hope of their attainment. 
What chance for consent would I have had from my father, in 
marrying a woman who had broken her engagement to another on 
their wedding-day ? To cut myself off" from hope was nothing ; I 
did so from sheer wantonness long ago. But to condemn you in 
advance, was different ; or so I said to myself then. I confess that 
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I was wrong. Just as you should have cast Dick aside for me, I 
should have risked everything for you. But a hellish thought 
came to me ; that if you hated roe then, later you would love me 
more for that very hatred, and that Dick Hadleigh would be no 
obstacle in our way. I thought of his heart trouble, of the danger 
with which a violent emotion would threaten him. I saw him 
pulled at cross-purposes between Harriet Hadleigh and yourself. 
I saw you free to marry me. And if he showed resistance, as 
men sometimes may" — he stopped, and continued passionately 
— " to tell you all, I thought of killing him with a cruel word, 
that you might be mine. That is how much I loved you." 

He paced feverishly up and down a score of times before her. 
She was still dazed. He was not sure that she understood all he 
said. 

He came so close to her that his foot touched hers. 

*' Here you have led a life of thraldom in the midst of labourers 
and fools, of contempt and indifiference. I don't ask you to love 
me, Eleanor j that will come. I only offer you my love and my 
protection, and — ^your freedom."^ 

He had struck the chord which he sought. 

" Freedom ! " she cried. " Yes, freedom ! I have lived in a 
nightmare from which there was no awakening. If you can — save 
me, for the love of God I ** 

She struggled to her feet, and he clasped her in his arms. 

"We shall make our lives no matter how or where," he whis- 
pered, "always together, with no thought save for one another, 
with all thi% forgotten far behind us. I have gone through my life 
a soulless thing. My love for you has made me a man. If you 
could love me, I should feel a god ! " 

Eleanor clung to him. 

" I have loved you since — ^since the day you were so cruel to 
me. I may have loved you before; but I know I loved you 
then." 

He pressed a burning kiss on her lips. 

She yielded a moment, and then tore herself away. 

" I am Dick Hadleigh's wife," she said. 

"You are mine!" 

" While Dick Hadleigh lives, I am his. Shame upon you, Doctor 
Howard, to have made me forget it ! " 
15 
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" WhUc he lives— and after ? " 

" Yours for all eternity." 

Her voice was not more than a breath. As she spoke, she 
turned, and fell back with stifled cry. Dick was by them, so close 
that from his seat he might almost have touched them. He had 
driven up without noise on the mysterious pine-straw. How long 
had he been there? How much had he heard? 

He looked at her with awful eyes, speechless, motionless. If 
he would but betray a sign of life, even to curse 1 He seemed to 
give a mute command. She obeyed instinctively and got in beside 
him. They drove off. Neither had spoken. When they reached 
Oakdale half an hour later, still not a word had passed between 
them. 

She went to her room, and sat there, a numbness weighing on 
mind and body. She felt her hair falling about her face, she saw 
pine-needles clinging to her dress. She wondered absently at it 
all. She remembered only vaguely what had happened. There 
was something strange about all she saw or felt. She herself was 
changed. Hours were passing ; no, years, aeons ; the universe had 
come to an end, eternity itself was waxing old. 

The door opened. Dick came in. She had fallen into a chair, 
near the head of the bed. He laid his hand upon the foot-board. 
Partial consciousness returned to Eleanor. How much had he 
heard ? She reflected that he had never held her secret — and she 
was about to learn his. It did not seem just. 

" Eleanor " he began. 

His face grew ghastly white. His hand convulsively clutched 
the bedstead. 

'* Eleanor " he repeated. 

His eyes stared wildly for the space of an instant ; he gasped, 
reeled, and fell full length upon the floor, dead at her feet. 



CHAPTER XXIII 
HOW HARRIET BADE THE UNGODLY PERISH 

" OUCK MORRISON found her lying on the roadside, be- 

±J tween his place and Benton's Mill. He carried her 
home in his arms, and Rosella saw to her while he came for me. 
Something's wrong with her brain, from the way she's talking; 
it's more than delirium, and the exposure has given her pneumonia. 
I doubt that we can save her, but there's a bare chance. Make 
a big fire in her room, and warm the bed. I'll put a mattress in 
the waggon and bring her as quick as I can. Every minute she 
spends in that draughty cabin is enough to kill her." 

Howard spoke excitedly. Mrs. Hadleigh was unmoved. 

" I told that woman " she began. 

" Oh, I'll hear about that another time," he interrupted. " Been 
having a row, I suppose. I know you lead a dog's life between 
you. If she'd been near the water, I'd have thought she was 
trying to commit suicide, and I shouldn't have wondered. But 
she fell in the road. I don't know if she was crazy already, or 
got so afterwards. For the present, it doesn't matter. While you 
and I are talking, she's dying." 

He started towards the door. 

"Stop, Robert," said Mrs. Hadleigh. "That woman shall not 
cross my threshold again." 

" Oh, I say, Mrs. Hadleigh, you mustn't let your anger run 
away with you," protested Howard. " I don't doubt it was very 
unpleasant, but you're not going to cast your son's wife off for 
that. I tell you it's a question of life and death." 

" I have cast her off," said Mrs. Hadleigh. 

She was cold and motionless as a statue. She had broken very 

(227) 
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much, in the four months which had elapsed since Dick's death. 
Her fitce, so sweetly resigned of yore, was hard and forbidding. 

Howard understood that she was in earnest. Precious as time 
was, the concession of obtaining shelter for Eleanor was more 
urgent yet. 

'' I think we've been friends long enough to be able to talk the 
matter quietly over," he said, leading Mrs. Hadleigh to a chair 
and taking one himself. ** Picture clearly to yourself just how 
things stand. Eleanor Hadleigh, your dead son's wife, leaves 
your house under I don't know what circumstances. She is 
found critically ill, lying upon the damp ground in a wintry rain. 
She is taken up by two charitable negroes who have not even a 
sound roof over their heads. She has neither friends nor family 
of her own. There is only one house in the entire land which 
can receive her. And you close it, you who have sacrificed your 
rest night after night to watch by a sick negro. Your decision 
is tantamount to a death-warrant for this girl. Have you grave 
motives for so grave an act ? " 

" Who has appointed you my judge ? " demanded Mrs. Hadleigh 
tragically. 

** You are your own judge. I only ask to be an impartial jury. 
I know one side of a frightful tale. I want to hear the other. 
All that I know condemns you. Will you or will you not justify 
yourself, if you can ? " 

Mrs. Hadleigh sat silent a moment. When she spoke, it was 
in dull hollow tones. 

** I am justified by every event in that woman's life and mine 
since we came together. The final provocation was in itself too 
great to bear ; but the sum of all that had preceded, counted also 
to make me drive her from my house." 

'' Wasn't the house partly Dick's, as your son, and didn't his 
wife have some claim ? I should think there'd be a difference 
between a daughter-in-law and an absolute stranger. And I 
should think if you couldn't get along with her, you might have 
found a more decent way to part than turning her out at a minute's 
notice in a February storm without bat or cloak.*' 

His censure caused Mrs. Hadleigh to bridle. 

" That woman deliberately, and for motives of her own, trapped 
Dick into a marriage which he did not seek. I have reason to 
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believe that he had not even proposed to her when she announced 
their engagement. She had caught him unfairly, and held him 
fast, blasting his life and mine, putting her accursed self between 
him and me, when we had always been united. She altered his 
ways of thought and of life, she discouraged him in the work on 
which we all depended, and she paved the way for the ruin in 
which we are now plunged. Was this nothing? '* 

" If you'll let me put an oar in, I think your ruin b^an some 
twenty years back, when Eleanor van Osten had very different 
things to think of," commented Howard. *' And as for faking up 
an engagement, Dick was already the darndest love-sick fool I ever 
saw, a good year before when she had gone away without looking 
at him. I'll admit she came between you and Dick, but you would 
have had to put up with that from any wife of his, because a 
woman naturally wants some control over her husband, and you'd 
grown accustomed to running Dick your own way." 

Mrs. Hadleigh pinched her lips. 

" Are you here as her advocate ? " she asked sourly. 

"No, I'm pleading the cause of abstract justice," he returned. 

" Allow me to say that I consider it one-sided." 

" Because you are blinded by your own prejudices, Mrs. Had- 
leigh," said Robert Howard boldly. " Whoever closes out from 
his mind one side of a question, naturally accuses of prejudice 
those who are able to see both. Remember that I came here to 
listen to your defence before condemn^'ng you in my opinion. 
That would not have been the part of prejudice." 

Mrs. Hadleigh resumed her narrative as though there had been 
no interruption. 

" A scene with her caused my son's death. I had seen him 
drive her to church, happy and boyish as he had rarely been of 
late ; and when I came back from church, I found his horse 
wandering in the yard, still harnessed to the buggy. Never in all 
his life had Dick failed to attend first to his horse on reaching 
home. I knew that that woman was responsible for his neglect 
of duty, and n^e was in my heart. As I looked for him in the 
house, I beard the sound of a fall above. Seized with forebod- 
ings, I ran up to his room and knocked. No one answered. I 
opened the door. 

" There she sat, like a thing of stone, and he lay dead before her. 
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** I knelt by him, I called to him, and when he did not answer, 
I cried to her, 'Is he dead?' She answered absently, ' I do not 
know '. She did not know, and he, my boy, was there dead before 
her, killed by her 1 Was that nothing ? 

" I refrained from words which might sting, I was considerate 
in my utmost grief. I tried to remember that she was my boy's 
widow, that he had loved her, and for his sake I must be charit- 
able. I made no reproach against her. And never a word of 
regret did she utter, never a tear did she shed for her husband's 
loss; she moved among us silent, callous, unheeding all that 
passed. Tell me, Robert, was that nothing? 

" Yesterday, a letter came to me from Paulsville. It was a bill 
for seventy-seven dollars for clothes bought by that woman. She 
had lied and told me they were bought with money of hers. I 
should have known she was lying. She had taken them on credit, 
and made my boy responsible. As there is a God, I will repudi- 
ate the debt. Were my boy's honour at stake, I should repudiate 
it. What! Sacrifice for her the little that remains to me? No! 

** I accused her of her treachery. She lied again, saying that 
she had paid for what she bought. I placed the bill before her. 
She turned pale, and acknowledged She made no excuse. She 
simply said, ' It is true ; I had forgotten '• Forgotten ! 

*' She pretended she was going to faint. But she did not. It 
was sham, all sham ! 

" Then the torrent of my wrath burst out ; I told her more than 
I have told you, for I cast in her teeth each detail of her infamy. 
She listened, too cowardly to shape prayer or protest. 

" Ahy and that was not all ! She had taken one child from me, 
and slain him. Little did I suspect that she had designs on all 
that was left to me. 

'' Rutherford came forward, he pleaded for her, he defended her. 
He justified her against me, against his dead brother. This was 
too much. She had lost for me my greatest treasure ; she should 
not have the other. 

** I turned upon him in such wrath that he quailed before me. 
I called him traitor, I asked him the price of his blood-money. 
And when he was cowed, I drove from my house that woman, 
cause of all my woe, who was plotting further evil against me. 
I opened wide the door through which my poor boy's corpse had 
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been borne, and I commanded her to go, and I stood there while 
she passed, and clanged the bolts behind her I *' 

Harriet Hadleigh's face was horrible to see. 

Howard rose. 

''I hope/' he said grimly, "that you are as insane as your 
victim. If not, you are too vile for any name to fit you." 

" Endure what I have endured, and act otherwise if you can" 
said Mrs. Hadleigh. 

"I give you one more opportunity to retrieve yourself," said 
Howard. *' A human creature is dying at your gates. Will you 
take her in ? " 

** * The ungodly shall perish ; even as the smoke shall they con- 
sume away t ' " quoted Mrs. Hadleigh. << It is the command of 
God." 

'' She is your son's widow, dying by your hand as surely as if 
you had stabbed or poisoned her." 

" * They shall perish.' " 

Howard went to the door and looked back. 

'* Such crimes cannot go unpunished," he said warningly. 

" « They shall perish ! ' " 

Howard drew the door after him with such violence that the 
old house shook from foundations to roof. His mind was opened 
to a clearer judgment of a thing which had driven him nigh to 
despair. Since Dick's death, Eleanor had never spoken in his 
presence. He had thought that she held him in aversion for what 
had preceded her tragedy. The words which he had heard proved 
the existence of a mental strain attenuating responsibility. What 
Mrs. Hadleigh had interpreted as callousness, what he had inter- 
preted as repulsion, was simply the morbid manifestation of an over- 
taxed brain. She might be won after all. And she was dying. 

The farm waggon was in the barn ; he harnessed to it his horse 
and a mule he found in a stall. He would not ask Mrs. Had- 
leigh's leave; in her frame of mind, she might refuse. He 
adjusted the canvas cover over the top, and drove out of the 
enclosure. 

The ground was wet and slippery underfoot, drops of water fell 
from the trees as the wind howled among the branches. It had 
rained and sleeted all this bleak February morning. Patches of a 
soiled white in the clearings testified to recent snow and to linger- 
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ing cold To drive her br, at this pace, in this weather, would 
be worse than exposing her to leaks and draughts at Rosella's. 
If there could be a worse, where either alternative meant death. 

His thoughts revolved in a hopeless vortex. After the Had- 
leighs', Benton's Mill was the house nearest to the cabin ; it was 
only a mill, and the miller and his family lived in it. There was 
no hope here. Pine Grove occurred to him. The family already 
filled the house, and Rosie's incessant screams of rage and 
laughter by turn, would be fatal to Eleanor in her physical and 
mental condition. He might ask the Joyces. One reflexion 
sufficed to banish them and all other neighbours from his con- 
sideration. What right had he to ask such a service, and in what 
position would it place Eleanor should she recover? If he had 
not loved her, he might have taken her to his office, and have 
found a negress to nurse her. But Eleanor, though innocent 
as an angel, would be blighted in public opinion. Now that she 
could be his without stain^ he would not compromise her, though 
it were to save her life. 

The sole possible solution was the last to present itself. His 
mother would take her in. Never had the gates of Broad Lawn 
been closed to misfortune. They were closed to him alone. 

It was four years since he had crossed that threshold for the 
last time. With supreme indifference he had heard his father's 
order never to return. He had refused to amend, and he meant 
what he said. His life of irresponsibility would have been marred 
by the conventional observance of such things as licence r^;ula* 
tions. He would soon have lost interest in medicine, had not 
the zest of illegality and possible prosecution lured him on. 

Twice his father had turned him out, saying that when he 
chose to observe the law and become an honest practitioner, he 
might come home. A third crisis came, when there was no 
question of return. 

''You have refused to observe the law in your profession, or 
to choose another calling. You are an unworthy son, who have 
dishonoured my name. Go from my house, and never let me 
see your face again." 

Thus had his father spoken, and the words had not so much as 
rung in his ears. He had gone not caring enough to attempt 
resistance against the verdict. He knew his father too well to 



THE UNGODLY PERISH 288 

expect reprieve ; he knew himself too well to thmk that he would 
want it. 

Only recently, with the depths of his nature stirred by the single 
strong love in his extensive and none too creditable experience of 
love-making, had he considered. He would have preferred his 
effort at reconciliation to have come otherwise. However, he 
could not choose. 

Buck Morrison's cabin was before him. He was so near that 
he could distinguish the bark upon the logs that formed its outer 
walls. And he had no means of knowing how she fared whom he 
had left dying there. Drawn on by the impetuosity of his love, 
he was held back from dread of the news which might await him. 
He had heard of moral suffering; he had not undergone it 
before. 

Rosella was emptying a bucket from the door-step. Eleanor 
must be better, or Rosella would not dare leave her to attend to 
a detail so trivial. Yes — Rosella would have left a corpse. His 
hands gripped the reins convulsively. He wanted to call out, 
and his voice would not come. 

" Bress God ! Yo' done come back ! ** said Rosella. 

Howard stared at her. He could not speak. 

" An' ef uh ent jes* t'ink her was gwine die right dere on muh 
ban's/' pursued Rosella. " He stretch out dere so white, wid he 
lips so trembly, an' he talk so funny, uh jes' " 

** Where's Buck ? " Howard's control of his voice returned as 
quickly as it had fled. 

She still lived. 

" He en de house, waitin' fo' you, Marse Doc. Yo' gwine tek 
'em to Miss Harry ? " 

" No. We shall take her to Broad I^wn. Buck must come 
along to help." 

Rosella put her arms akimbo, and laughed. It was a low short 
laugh like the crack of a cartridge. 

'* £h, eh ! How come ? Her done runned away ? Ki, Buck I 
Is yo' heah ? . Ent uh alius done tell yo' so ? " 

Howard made a mighty effort and gathered his scattered wits. 
Were he to let this pass, the negroes' gossip would course through 
the country, and blight Eleanor forever. Were he to betray an- 
noyance, she would be still more hopelessly lost. 
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" Yes, you're right, Rosella. She ran away in a fit of delirium. 
Miss Harry says she was out of her head aU day yesterday, and 
was 80 hot with fever that some water sizzled when it fell on her 
hand. You don't know what pneumonia is, and you'd better not 
want to. Miss Harry's right sick, too, and can't watch Miss 
Eleanor right, so I'm taking her to my people, so she won't get 
some more delirium and run away again. You'd better go over 
and see Miss Harry, Rosella; she's all alone there. But mind 
you're careful. She caught the pneumonia from Miss Eleanor, 
and you might catch it from her." 

** I ent gunno catch no noomony," protested Rosella in alarm. 

"Oh, you'd better go; I just said be careful." Howard had 
thus assured himself that even lured on by the prospect of gossip, 
Rosella would not now venture near the big house. " Give us 
some quilts. I put straw in the bottom of the waggon before 
starting. We've got to make a sort of bed for her, you see. It's 
a long way. There, that'll do, I reckon. No, I'll wrap her up 
in the blankets myself. Yes, I must have them all. Sit up in a 
chair by the fire, if you're cold. You won't mind doing that for 
Marse Dick's wife, will you ? Now, Buck, steady ! And remember 
one jolt might be enough to kill her." 

Buck drove, and Howard sat beside Eleanor on her improvised 
couch, to administer what care the circumstances permitted. The 
canvas top shut them out from the rest of the world. There were 
only he and she. 

She talked without ceasing. Petty incidents of her recent life 
appeared to prey principally upon her mind. Unconsciously, she 
told cruel secrets of her relations with Mrs. Hadleigh. Of what 
meant most to her, in regret and ambition, she said nothing. 

"I did my best. How could I know that the wicket was 
unsteady ? " 

The voice was plaintive. 

'* I closed it as I do every night I don't know how it fell on 
her leg and crushed it ! " 

" Yes ; she was your best hen, I am very sorry." 

A tone of exasperation was introduced. She repeated, as in 
answer to renewed reproach : — 

" I said I was sorry." 

Then submissively : — 
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" Won't you see to it hereafter ? " 

Then plaintively : — 

"Yes, I shall, since you wish me to. I am very sorry it 
happened. Perhaps if I am more careful, it will not occur again." 

She grew more agitated. 

" No, I will not. It is awful in there. The dust coming in 
here from the windows has choked me already." 

" No, I don't suppose Rutherford does like it, or you either. 
But I simply will not." 

" No. My hair would get full of it, and I should never get 
it out." 

'' You have said yourself, again and again, that pea-nuts don't 
sell any more, and that one or two years' crops are still on the 
market. What is the use, then, of fanning them, or husking 
them, or whatever you call it ? " 

"No, I don't know the name. Why should I? You know 
perfectly well what I mean ; getting the earth off from them. What 
does it matter ? It is not one of my duties. I am cook and char- 
woman and dairymaid already." 

There was a silence, during which her face twitched con- 
vulsively. 

" Yes, I may be wrong. You are very kind to keep me here. 
I suppose I am unreasonable." 

" Do you really think the pillow-case will keep the dust from 
my hair ? Thanks. You will show me how to do it ? I did not 
bother last year, you know." 

"Oh I" 

She was seized with a violent attack of coughing. 

** Oh I The dust in my lungs ! Fm suffocating I " 

" Did you ? Then I may get used to it too." 

She sighed wearily. 

Then passionately : — 

" I swear to you before the living God that we had not spoken 
a word 1 He came to the room and uttered just my name, twice, 
and fell to the floor. The shock stunned me. I think my mind 
must have been wrong. I remember seeing you at the door, as 
if you were in infinite space, and hearing your voice as if from 
another world. I could not move or speak." 

Again the weariness. 
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'' I have told you the truth. If you will not believe me " 

She broke off, and began to rave incoherent sentences. 

A sense of helplessness oppressed Howard. The cart rattled 
on, always on. Would they never reach Broad Lawn ? Would 
she die before his eyes» there, in his arms, and he unable to save 
her ? He took to praying. Words learned by him at his mother's 
knee, unheeded then, banished since, returned to him, and he 
repeated them at random as they came. 

And as he felt for the first time the need of a higher help, he 
felt also the lack of a lower one, of scientific medical knowledge. 
Ah, it had been well enough to trifle with the lives of huinireds 
who had been nothing to him, to apply haphazard remedies 
drawn from books or tested only by previous experiments of his 
own. He could tell himself then that medicine had commenced 
with individuality and experiment, and that at worst he was as 
good as the pioneers in the profession ; that if lives were lost, he 
was no more guilty than they. Now misgivings paralysed his 
hand each time he raised it to relieve Eleanor in her dire necessity. 
What did science say? What had others found? What would 
legitimate doctors do ? And those who had died in his care, for 
whose death perhaps he was responsible by ignorance or careless- 
ness, had been to some one else what this woman was to him I 
He shook in a convulsive sob. 

And with God as witness he made a solemn vow. Whether 
Eleanor lived or died, he would for her sake become an honourable 
man, a licensed physician, lead a life of atonement. 

The jolting ceased. There was the grinding of a gate opened 
on iron hinges, and the wheels rolled smoothly on a beaten road. 
Howard looked out. It was hard upon night. To each side 
stretched the green lawns on which he had played as a lad. 
Straight ahead, at the top of the broad avenue, was the old house, 
its fluted columns gleaming white in the twilight, and the yellow 
flare of the lamps breaking through the window-panes. He had 
thought of all this at times without a pang. How the sight of it 
wrenched him now! 

The waggon stopped at the steps. He got out Taking 
Eleanor in his arms, he went up on the verandah. The hall door 
opened before him. The bulky form of old Aunt Susan filled the 
frame nearly fi-om side to side. How he used to tease her for 
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this ! She had been his nurse ; and he spoke quickly to ke^ her 
from screaming out. 

" She's very ill. Get a bedroom ready as fast as you can. Call 
somebody to help. But for God's sake, hurry ! " 

" Muh honey come back, muh honey come back, an' he done 
brung he bride wid him ! " crooned the old woman. " My lan's, 
don't 'pear like yistiddy he was a chile in muh ahms, and termorrer, 
mebbe ole Aunt Susan'll be lookin' atter his chile ! Oh, Lawd ! 
Oh, Lawd!" 

"Hurry, she's dying!" pleaded Robert Howard, not. heeding 
her words, and desperate at the loss of precious time. 

Aunt Susan ran away with wonderful agility, considering her 
years and avoirdupois. But as she went, she continued her re- 
frain : — 

** He done come back ! Muh honey come back ! An' he brung 
he bride I" 

His mother stood beside him. Tears streamed from her eyes, 
and she ran to take him in her arms, after four years of separa- 
tion during which his thoughtless conduct had not altered her 
adoration. 

" Hurry, mother ; seconds may save a life," he said. 

He carried his burden up the stairs, and laid it gently on a bed 
which had been got ready. A cheery fire was already blazing in 
the grate. Loving hands took charge of Eleanor, so wasted and 
frail that had these women known her, they would not have recog- 
nised her as she lay before them. 

Robert Howard stooped to kiss his mother on the brow. He 
had scorned such practices in the past, and she wept for joy. It 
was the sole thought that he took for her; but to her it meant 
everything precious. He did not even offer an explanation of his 
return, or of the presence of the woman he had carried. 

''Pneumonia. Get poultices. Have my medicine bag brought 
up from the cart. Only the promptest and most devoted care can 
save her," he said. 

Mrs. Howard obeyed, asking no questions. These were need- 
less, she thought ; only one reply was possible. 

Not until all that could be done for Eleanor had been done, 
did Robert Howard go down. He paused in the hall, his heart 
sickening with the memories evoked. There were the antlers of 
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the deer he had killed when he was a boy of thirteen, by sheer 
accident of course, but every one had marvelled at him. There 
was the gun-rack. The lowest place had always been for his gun ; 
because he was small, to begin with, and later, because he declined 
to change. His fistther's gun was the topmost one. There was a 
n^lected air about them all, now. It was in that comer that he 
used to keep his whip. There was one very like it still standing 
there. Naturally it could not be his. Yet something told him 
that it was. 

He entered the drawing-room. Mr. Howard, tall, erect, with 
snow-white hair, dark piercing eyes and heavy moustache, sat in 
his great arm-chair at a corner of the chimney as he had ever 
since paraljrsis had deprived him of the use of his l^s. How well 
Robert remembered those chairs ! That large one, his father's, 
with the high upholstered back and pieces at the top on each side 
to protect the head from draughts, after the French fashion ; that 
smaller one, his mother's, lighter in build, but of the same model ; 
and the twelve chairs with exaggerated seats and diminutive backs, 
the whole covered with Pompadour silk ! To recall them so dis- 
tinctly, in every detail, he must often have thought of them in his 
sub-consciousness. And the pier- tables! He had broken the 
glass of that one, playing as a child. The pictures in their oval 
frames were left as he had learned to know them. That one, 
above his father's chair, was Governor Howard, for whom he had 
been named. 

His father looked sternly at him. 

"And so, sir, this is your way of respecting my commands! 
You perhaps forget that I have forbidden you my house, in thus 
presuming to introduce your wife into it as well as yourself? " 

Robert grew ghastly pale. 

** I have no wife," he said. 

" Then who is this woman, and how dare you bring her here ? 
Begone ! " thundered the irate old man. 

"I respected your commands while I alone was concerned. 
Now I plead for another. It was to save the life of Dick Had- 
leigh's widow. Her mind was deranged, and she had strayed 
from home. She was found by the roadside, delirious and with 
acute pneumonia. Immediate and efficient care was all that could 
save her. I saw but one thing to do, to bring her." 
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" You did your duty. And now you may go." 

Robert did not move. 

** Her condition is critical, and she will require close watching 
for some days, or perhaps weeks, unless she dies before, which is 
probable. Will you not allow me to stay at least until she is out 
of danger ? " 

** I really don't see that you can be of any service ; I should say 
she needs a physician," said Mr. Howard cuttingly. " To-morrow 
I shall send to Paulsville for Croman." 

** And let her die from neglect before he comes ? I know that I 
am not a physician " — Robert spoke humbly — ** but I have picked 
up some slight knowledge of medicine, and in an emergency, I 
think I might be better than no one. May I not stay until Dr. 
Croman comes ? " 

" On condition that you leave as soon as he is here, and that, 
meanwhile, you do not speak to me again," said Mr. Howard. 

" I give you my word," Robert answered. 

Mr. Howard resumed the perusal of a novel, indicating that he 
considered the interview at an end. 

As Robert left the room, his mother threw herself into his arms, 
sobbing. She had listened in the hall, at the door, and she knew 
that her hope of the years had been vain. 



CHAPTER XXIV 

HOW TASTE THE DREGS OF THE BITTER CUP 

BILLY STOLTON frowned as he opened the Hadleighs' 
gate. It was rotting on the hinges, and the fence was 
falling to pieces. As he rode, he had noticed that the fields were 
in bad condition. Evidences of direst n^lect lay on every side. 
Prudence and forethought were patently absent from each action 
connected with the management oi this once fine plantation. It 
was no longer struggling to exist fi-om year to year ; it was fighting 
for bare life inch by inch, second by second. 

Billy was resentful. Harriet had no business to let the place 
run down so disgracefully. Was she not supposed to own it still ? 
And did she have the right to be so improvident while she was 
nominally responsible? Billy took the grievance to heart as 
personal. It was better for her to give up at once. Better for 
everybody that she should. She would simply sink deeper in debt 
as time went on. She would come down to the most vulgar ex- 
pedients for keeping body and soul together. The land would 
lose value until it was not worth saving. And for what purpose ? 
Simply in order that a woman who, by all the laws of nature and 
precedent, should have been homeless years ago, might be shel- 
tered for a little while longer before the inevitable crash came of 
its own accord. The game was not worth the candle. 

Stolton had drunk little, that day. Just enough to clear his 
head. This result was accomplished, he considered, by one 
glass of raw whisky. More was dangerous when business lay 
before him. But that much was necessary. Drink was to him 
what corsets were to a woman, he was wont to say. No style 
without it. 

He did not tie his horse to a tree, as he had always done, 

(240) 
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There were certain points respecting the bam which he wished to 
investigate. At best it had been a wretched building, more shed 
than barn or stable, yet serving, or pretending to serve, both these 
purposes. The result of Billy's inspection to-day did not please 
him. The whole was on the verge of collapse. He noticed in- 
cidentally that the fodder supply was exhausted^ and that a cow 
standing in a stall with her calf was a bag of bones. This did not 
interest him. Only it was high time that Harriet should go. 

He walked slowly up to the house, not a detail escaping his 
weasel eyes as he went. That cabin, the chimneys of which could 
just be seen among the trees to the right, and in which the negro 
Jackson lived, was in fair condition. Jackson was thrifty, and 
made a farm hand worth having. Sam's cabin, further away, 
barely holding together, would require seeing to. So would Sam. 

The yard was barren of all save refuse. Pigs had run riot, 
strewing exhausted corn cobs in their course. Kindlings and logs 
had been cut, the splinters and the marks of the axe remaining. 
The ground was seamed in deep gullies by rain, and was ploughed 
up in spots as by the hoofs of stampeding cattle. The Hadleighs 
had always been too shiftless to run a board fence round the house. 
For them the cross-bar fence enclosing the lot sufficed. As if 
that offered any protection whatever ! The well-cared-for places 
of the region had small snug yards marked off within the lot, to 
keep at a distance from the house all varieties of beasts that walk. 
True, the Hadleighs did not pretend to keep up their place ; but 
in Billy's opinion, there was the rub. Shiftlessness, pure and 
simple. Those who could not pay for men could make their own 
fences. And those who had other more urgent and more exact- 
ing work to attend to ? Oh, well, they were not worth bothering 
about, and should not stand in the way of others who had possi- 
bilities. 

The old mansion was sadder than ever, sadder than all the 
ruins about. To judge from the state of the shingles on the roof, 
at least two rooms must have become uninhabitable when it 
rained. Three heavy wooden shutters were torn away from the 
windows ; a fourth hung by one hinge, threatening with instant 
death any one passing inopportunely beneath. A board of the 
house itself had sagged near the foundations, exposing a girder 
to wind and weather. A column on the front porch was falling, 
z6 
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and a rough beam had been tilted against it to hold it in place. 
Yes, it was far better for Harriet to go. 

Stolton knocked. The echo reverberated through what sounded 
like a deserted house. He waited, and knockad again. Still no 
one came. Losing patience, he turned the handle and pushed. 
The door must be locked ; it resisted. He put his shoulder 
against it, rather from spite than from any hope of entering. He 
was no Hercules to force a door. Yet he succeeded with this. 
It had merely been stuck at the bottom, and flew open without 
warning, projecting him into the hall. 

Stolton swore aloud. If the mishap annoyed him, the cause 
enraged him. Evidently the door was unused, and was swelling. 

" Harriet ! " he called. " Where are you ? " 

There was no answer, and he started to search for her. First 
the parlour. Women were always in the parlour when they were 
not in the kitchen. Billy went in. No one was there. 

He profited by the opp<Mrtunity to institute a minute examina- 
tion. A window pane was broken at the rear, and rain had 
stained the floor. They might at least have pasted a piece of 
newspaper over it, Billy thought. The floor was even slightly 
warped. He grew savage, and in passing he kicked from his way 
a chair that collapsed in three pieces, one of which fell on his 
toes. He exploded in a torrent of oaths, and proceeded to the 
dinmg-room. 

Nobody was there. A big patch of plaster was gone from the 
ceiling, uncovering the laths. They were in bad condition, and 
a large section of ceiling and floor bore traces of inundations. 
The leaks in the roof must be overhead. Between broken panes in 
the windows and missing shingles on the roof, the winter had had 
as much play within the house as without. Billy was in a mood 
to commit wholesale slaughter. He ranged through the rooms 
screeching furiously for Harriet What caused his wrath to in- 
' crease and multiply beyond measure, was the consciousness that 
he was partly responsible. Afler Dick's death, he had hung about 
Oakdale long enough to assure himself that no county officials 
gained access to either Mrs. Hadleigh or Rutherford. The former 
being crazed with grief and the latter lost in work, the task had 
been simple. When Billy had attained his ends, he went away. 
This had been an error. He should have continued to exercise 
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a discreet supervision. Had he suspected what was occurring, 
the solution would have been more prompt in coming. 

The house having brought Billy no reward in his quest, he 
went out into the yard. The kitchen door stood open, and he 
looked in. It was a vast basement, twenty feet square, the floor 
sunk a yard beneath the level of the earth and the ceiling rising 
only a yard above. It was a damp, dark, awful hole. Each time 
Mrs. Hadleigh served a dish, she had to come up four steps and 
pass through the door into the yard, reaching the rear verandah 
which gave access to the house. In summer, the sun made this 
intolerable; in winter, snow and rain made it a danger to life. 
It was an improvement over the old-time kitchen, entirely de- 
tached, which had been condemned as impossible and converted 
into a smoke-house. To walk a score of steps by the house wall 
was better than crossing an open yard, whatever the weather. 
Dick had promised his mother to have a little kitchen built 
against the house, the very first time that a few dollars were left 
over from a crop. Ah, all the plans he had made for her happi- 
ness, not one of which he had lived to fulfil ! 

Mrs. Hadleigh was on her knees, sorting potatoes from the 
floor. The two low windows let in a dim greyish light. Stolton 
noticed that there was no stove. He remembered having seen a 
kitchen stove in one of the two rear bedrooms on fhe first floor 
He had not noticed it particularly at the moment. She must* 
have got tired of going out in the cold and wet, and had trans- 
formed that room into a kitchen. Was it not like a woman's 
laziness 1 Very bad for the house, certainly. He would see what 
damage it was doing. Mrs. Hadleigh had not become aware of 
his presence ; he tiptoed away and re-entered the house. 

Yes, that was the kitchen, nowadays. Saucepans hanging on 
nails against the walls, and the stove standing to one side. She 
had been careful, at least ; a sheet of much-worn tin was under- 
neath to protect the floor. Everything was scrupulously clean. 
Stolton was surprised to see a large deal table occupying the centre 
of the room. Incensed by the fall of the plaster, he had not ob- 
served the bareness of the dining*room. They were using this 
for their meals, to economise fuel and pains. The parlour was in 
all probability deserted for this too. Whidi would explain the 
dilapidation of the house. 
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Where did the stove-pipe pass? Stolton put his head to the 
window, and a guttural ejaculation escaped him. A pane had 
been removed, and replaced by the tin square which had served 
in the basement kitchen. Through this the pipe went; but it 
stopped so near the outer wall that some boards were blackened 
and even charred. 

At this juncture Mrs. Hadleigh came in, the comers of her 
apron gathered in her hands. 

"Why, Cousin Billy, when did you get here?" she asked. 
She had aged very much, and her face was a mask of affected 
calm hiding a harrowed soul. She showed neither astonishment, 
nor pleasure, nor displeasure at seeing him, and having spoken, 
she did not appear to expect an answer. 

Stolton dashed towards her. 

*• What d'ye mean by fixin' up that stove-pipe so ? You'll have 
the house afire ! " he screamed. 

" Oh, I shall see to it. I didn't know." Mrs. Hadleigh was 
too weary to note the strangeness of his attitude. 

" If you think I'm goin' to have this house burned down that 
way, you're jolly well mistaken," he continued. " I won't have 
such liberties taken with my property ! " 

The ends of the apron slipped from Harriet Hadleigh's nerve- 
less hands, and the potatoes gathered in it streamed upon the 
floor, scattering on every side. The sound was of clods of earth 
in a new-made grave. 

" Your property ? " she said. 

Her tone was so quiet that Billy felt disconcerted. 

** You see *' he began. 

«* I asked for a Yes or a No." 

" Well, yes. You see " 

'' If there is business to discuss, I should like my son to be 
present," said Mrs. hadleigh. Beyond deadly pallor and a slight 
trembling of the hands, she showed no sign of emotion. But the 
trembling of the hands was never to leave her more. 

She went to the verandah and unhooked a horn from a pillar. 
She used it to call the boys from the fields for meals. It had been 
understood that should it ever be wound between hours, the call 
would be an urgent one. She had not before had reason to do 
it, not in the twenty years the horn had hung there. 
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Familiar as she was with it, she could not wind it at first. 
When the sound came, it was an eerie wail that rent the air, and 
not the accustomed note. 

" If you will, we shall go to the parlour and wait there," she said 
to Stolton. 

Harriet Hadleigh's parlour was cold and cheerless ; snow and 
rain had entered through the winter, the walls reeked with mould, 
the furniture threatened disintegration at a touch. The kitchen 
she had left was warm and comfortable. But the instinct of her 
blood compelled her to dignity at this moment, to hear her doom 
of misery in what had been spared to her of grandeur. 

She sat near a window, not speaking. Billy observed silence 
too. He dared not break in upon her reverie. Though nothing 
was sacred to him, he was awed. 

With hurrying steps, Rutherford burst in : — 

** What has happened ? " he cried. 

" He will tell you," said Mrs. Hadleigh. 

Billy Stolton cleared his throat : — 

" The fact is, Fve bought Oakdale," he explained. 

" You have taken up the mortgage ? God bless you. Cousin 
Billy ! I knew you were a friend of ours, but I couldn't have 
dared hope for that ! " 

Rutherford seized his hand and wrung it until the bones cracked 
together. Stolton winced. The physical pain was sharp; and 
hardened as his heart was, he nevertheless felt a pin-prick before 
Rutherford's ill-placed and enthusiastic thanksgiving. Billy liked 
to take the Lord's name in vain, but he did not enjoy having it 
pulled out against himself. Under the present circumstances, it 
was embarrassing. 

" Well, it wa'n't quite that way," said Billy. '* Your taxes hadn't 
been paid, you see, an' " 

** Dick paid them two days before his death," Mrs. Hadleigh 
interposed. 

** He may have said he did," insinuated Billy. 

" His word was unfailing," said Mrs. Hadleigh. " He told me 
that he had paid the taxes and that he held the receipt." 

"Yes, I heard him," confirmed Rutherford. 

" Um — ^there's something funny about it. Have you got that 
receipt?" queried Billy. 
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"^No," the two answered together. 
''Did be show it to yoa?" 

" Well, youVe got to own that's funny." 

" His sudden death came two days later/' said Mrs. Hadleigh. 
** In the grief and confusion which followed, I thought of nothing. 
His word suflfced* 

'' But I thought he alius gave you the receipts to keep 'em all 
together with the papers for the house ? Dick might just have said 
it to put you off." Billy blinked his eyes. 

" My son never lied/' said Mrs. Hadleigh. 

" Oh, of course not Nobody's son ever lied. An' I wouldn't 
breathe a word ag'in Dick for the world, mind you ; he was square 
as a die, he was. But it's mighty funny how he could 'a' got hold 
o' some money all of a sudden when the night before I heard you 
rowin' because you hadn't a red cent to bless yourself with. An' 
then, for him to ride back without any receipt an' without leavin' 
any record at the Cote House. If s funny, blamed funny. I 
looked over the books mjrself. No sign o' him. An' they all 
said at the Cote House they hadn't seen Dick Hadleigh fo' months 
afore he died/' 

"And what does this lead to?" asked Mrs. Hadleigh. 

" Well," said Billy, affecting unconcern, " the place was put up 
fo' sale on account o' unpaid taxes, an' — an' I happened to be by, 
an' bought it If I hadn't, it'd 'a' gone for a song to a nigger or 
some poor white trash. I couldn't 'a' stood that, so I bought it 
myself." 

" But the mortgagee " objected Rutherford. 

" It's a rather nice point o' law," said Billy. " The fact is, he 
has no more claim now. Of course if it 'd 'a' interested you all 
tereckly, I wouldn't 'a' turned a thing like that to my advantage. 
But if your Yankee business man don't happen to know how to 
look atter his belongings, I guess it's his funeral. 

" There's a statute sfacty years old in Suffolk County, that wa'n't 
affected by the new legislation after the war, and that nothin's ever 
come along to annul, which provides that a tax-lien accruin' sub- 
sequent to a mortgage is a prior claim an' divests the mortgage. 
There was no question about its applyin' to the present case, 
since the statute havin' been in force long before the mortgage, 
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controls the mortgage. Seems funny, don't it ? I'd lived in this 
county thirty years or so, an* didn't know a thing about it, when 
I saw it in some old law-books at Paulsville one day. Couldn't 
believe it then. An' forgot all about it till I happened to see 
your place put up fo' sale while I was passin' by accident. I said 
must be some mistake, but they said no. Due notice had been 
given " 

" Not to me," said Mrs. Hadleigh. 

"They've got record of it bein' given," retorted Stolton. 
** P'raps they came when you was still half-crazy. You was crazy 
for a time, you know. That wa'n't their fiault. I say due notice 
was given, an' neither you nor your mortgagee chose to mind it 
So I just did what any common-sense business man would do, in 
makin' a good investment." 

** I — I understand. Cousin Billy, that you'll allow us to buy the 
place back, or at all events rent it from you?" Rutherford's 
throat was so dry that he rasped in speaking. 

Billy coughed. 

** The fact is, I need the place," he said apologetically. ** Pete's 
wife, she don't get on with the rest of us, an' I'm thinkin' o' 
lettin' 'em have Pine Grove, an' comin' to live here myself with 
the ole lady an' Laura." 

** How long can you give us to move out?" Mrs. Iladleigh 
was absolutely composed. 

" Oh, I ain't in much of a hurry. Suppose we say a week ? " 
suggested Stolton. 

'' Yes. And if you have nothing further to say for the present, 
I think I must beg you to excuse me." Mrs. Hadleigh got up, 
and left the room. 

Rutherford followed her into the hall. 

" Don't speak to me, my son/' she said. " I must have one 
hour to myself." 

Had Billy spoken truth? The doubt rose in Rutherford's 
mind, and he knew that there would be no rest for him until it 
was settled beyond dispute. Not giving a thought to Billy, 
Rutherford went to the bam. By good fortune, Coquette had 
been worked so hard the day before that it had been necessary 
to let her rest to-day. She was no longer the dainty little mare 
so carefully tended by Dick. Her limitations could not be re- 
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qpected. Ploughing had weighted her gait and bowed her head^ 
while neglect had deprived her coat of its gloss. Rutherford 
saddled her and rode to the Court House as fast as she could 
carry him. 

For his pains, he received full confirmation of what Stolton 
had said. At least, all hope was removed. The situation could 
be examined without possibility of delusion. If he found a 
solution, it would not be on false premises. 

He dreaded the interview with his mother which would in- 
evitably await his home-coming. She had learned to appeal to 
him as she had to Dick. How could he take Dick's place in such 
a crisis ? What could he do? Or for that matter, what could 
Dick have done? His mother would question him, and he had 
no answer ready. 

He rode at a snail's pace, and on reaching Oakdale, he saw to 
everything in the bam before going to the house. A light was 
burning in the kitchen, and he directed his steps thither. 

The table was set, and Mrs. Hadleigh was busy at the stove. 
She did not look up, and he took his place without a word. 

She put before him a plate of hoe-cake, a dish of baked sweet- 
potatoes, and an omelet. For some weeks they had had no other 
fare than this, with butter and milk. It sufficed, and neither com- 
plained. 

Having served her son, Mrs. Hadleigh remained listlessly by 
the stove. 

"Have you already eaten, mother?" asked Rutherford solicit- 
ously. 

"I had forgotten," she said simply, coming to the table. 

As she took up a potato and opened it, the wealth of golden 
sweetness falling on her plate, Rutherford saw her hands trembling. 

** Mother, you are shaking ! " he exclaimed. 

"They always do that," she said vacantly. "They have been 
so for very long. Ever since — was it this afternoon?" She 
pushed her plate aside without having touched its contents. ** I 
suppose you have been to the Court House? Is everything as 
Mr. Stolton says?" 

" Yes," Rutherford answered dejectedly. 

"He is generally sure of his facts. And yet Dick — ^it is 
peculiar." 
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** Most peculiar," assented Rutherford. '' It beats me. Dick 
told me he held that receipt, and they swear he was not at the 
Court House and didn't send." 

" There must be something irregular in what Mr. Stolton has 
done j there always is, with him. But once he has set his eye on 
a victim, there is no possibility of escape. Years ago, when he 
reproached me because your father had contracted that mortgage, 
I knew we were ruined. The entire region has been more or less 
his prey. How could we have escaped ? Taking thought cannot 
help us here. We have only our future to consider. Have you 
any plans ? *' 

" None,'' he groaned. " Except that I have two strong hands 
and a brave heart to work for you in whatever part of the world 
you may wish to go." 

" I think," said Mrs. Hadleigh, " that we had better not go 
far. There are still neighbours who might save us from actual 
starvation, if it were to come to that. But I think we can live. 
Buck Morrison has not had time to attend to his little farm since 
he began working for others, and he could not make it pay before. 
If he would agree to let us have it with the hut, on condition of 
giving him a part of what we can raise, I think we might manage. 
It would be little for them, of course, but they are getting nothing 
now. Suppose you walk over there with me ? We shall be sure 
to find them at this hour." 

Night had fallen. In the western sky the last tinge of blood- 
red glowed upon the old house, bathing it in a sheet of fire. 
Harriet Hadleigh paused to look back from the turn of the road. 

" For how many years have I dreaded to see it like that, but 
wrapped in real flames," she said. '' I need no longer fear, now." 

She resumed her walk, and did not speak again until they 
reached the cabin. 

** Howdy do, Rosella," said Mrs. Hadleigh, entering through 
the open door. " Well, Buck. How are the children ? " 

Rosdla and her husband had sprung to their feet. Asberry 
and Rasberry, in the bed, cast the covers aside and leaped gaily 
up, revealing themselves clothed as they were in the day. Asberry 
even had some green slime from the pools at the river-side still 
clinging affectionately to his heels. 

"Evenin', Miss Harry! Howdy, Marse Rut'erford" — since 
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Dick's detth, Rutherford had inherited the title of Marse previously 
denied him. '* Who'd V thnnk you'd V been out a-walkin' disher 
late?" 

''Oh» the evenings are growing long/' said Mrs. Hadleigh. 
"I had a little business to talk with Buck." 

''Now you chiUuny run play," commanded Rosdla. ''Miss 
Harry ent got no time fo' fool wid you. Run 'k>ng, now ! Shoo ! ** 

Roaella "shooed" them with her outspread apron like a flock 
of refractory chickens, into the dark deserted yard. The squawk- 
ing of persecuted fowls disturbed at their rest, soon after proclaimed 
the whereabouts of the twins. 

Rosella offered diairs to Mrs. Hadleigh and Rutherford, while 
she herself and Buck stood. 

" Buck»" Mrs. Hadleigh said, -" how have you been getting on 
of late with your own crops ? " 

" Putty tollable, Miss Harry, putty toFable, t'ank ye, ma'am," 
promptly responded Buck, who had not put a plough into his 
land for two years, that is, since Uncle Jake had become too infirm 
to work and had delivered over the responsibility. 

" Do you make enough to pay the taxes ? " 

" Well, de fack is, uh kint quite manage dat," Buck admitted. 
" De drain do be heaby on me, too. Dat's de trouble wid Ian' 
ownin', Miss Harry ; alius de taxes comin' on. All de same fo' 
gen'ermen up to de big house an' poo' ni^er in de cabin. All 
us Ian' owners is got de same t'ing to go t'rough. Las' 'lection 
time was a feller come a-bummin' roun' heah, talkin' as he was a 
Social an' he wanted we fo' vote fo' he, an' tellin' as how dey was 
a*gwine to tek all de Ian' away fom de rich folk an' gen it to de 
poo' folk. 'S all right fo' de poo' folk talk dat 'er way, but 'uin't 
good fo' you an' me. Miss Harry. Us is got we Ian' fo' look atter. 
I say, tek de money 'way fom dey w'at ain't got no Ian' an' help 
we pay taxes. W'en a feller come 'long an' talk sense like dat, 
den Buck'll vote fo' he." 

" Have you ever thought," Mrs. Hadleigh continued, "that you 
might find your advantage in renting out your own place, since 
you have no time to attend to it ?" 

" Yassum, Miss Harry," said Buck. " Dat's jes' w'at Rosella 
an' me we's alius a-sayin'. If us could jes' get hold of a good 
tenant, us'd cl'ar out lickety-split an' let 'em hab it fo' de taxes an* 
a few vege'bles an' years o' cawn." 
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" Then I have an offer to make you." Mrs. Hadleigh sat very 
erect, her head poised proudly, her manner courteous yet distant 

It was one of those moments when a suggestion of either 
haughtiness or familiarity in dealing with a negro, may tip the 
balance and lose the situation. 

'^Mr. Stolton has bought Oakdale Plantation, and wishes to 
take possession of it immediately. Mr. Rutherford and I ^nrant to 
live quietly for awhile* What do you say to letting us have this ? ** 

Buck and Rosella who, like all the negroes in the county, had 
known the full details before Stolton had seen fit to acquaint Mrs. 
Hadleigh with them, feigned utmost amazement. 

" Heah dat, now ! Oakdale done gone to Marse Stolen ! De 
ole Dale o' Bounty ! Shoo, now I Who'd a-thunk it'd 'a' seen 
de day w'en dere be no mo* Ellises dere ? Wha' fo* you let *em 
buy, Miss Harry ? Wha' fo' yo' ent keep de place ? W*at ole Marse 
John say ? Crinktums ! Wouldn't my ole pa jes' break he heart ! " 

** It was much better for us to be rid of it," said Mrs. Hadleigh, 
putting a brave &ce on misfortune. " I could no longer keep it 
up. It will be better for you, too. Buck. You will make bigger 
crops with Mr. Stolton, and get more money. Of course he will 
keep you. Everybody in Suffolk County knows what a good farm 
hand you are." 

" Law, Miss Harry ! Tent money I'se t'inkin' on ! " protested 
Buck, grinning none the less from ear to ear. Tent money. 
Uh'd heap rader serbe yo* fo' lub dan serbe ole Marse Stolen fo' 
money." 

** You will earn more," Mrs. Hadleigh pursued, "and by letting 
me have this little place, you will be relieved of the drain for taxes." 

Buck meditatively scratched the top of his head. 

" Yassum, Miss Harry. 'Bleeged fo' to 'bleege yo'. Miss Harry. 
Ef yo' come 'long an' say to Buck, ' Mobe out o' heah,' Buck 
'bleeged to go. But what poo' Buck gwine do, Miss Harry? " 

'* I thought you had talked it over with Rosella, and wanted to 
let the place? " said Mrs. Hadleigh. 

" Oh, yassum, Miss Harry, us is talk it ober, an' us is 'gree fo' 
mobe out, but us ent expec' fo' do it." Buck affected extreme 
perplexity. 

*' We should pay the taxes, and give you one-third of what we 
raise/' said Mrs. Hadleigh. 
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** Chickens too ? " demanded Rosella. 

'' No ; only what we raise in the ground." 

" Yo' can't gen we more'n a bushel o' cawn, and a hatful o' 
sweet potatoes," objected Buck. ^How we gwine lib? Mek it 
cash, Miss Harry." 

** Why, Buck, we haven*t as much money as you have, and you 
know it," broke out Rutherford, losing patience. 

** Uh ent say yo* is, an* uh ent say yo* ent, Marse Rutherford," 
whined Buck. ^AU uh is say is, w'at poo' nigger gwine do? 
Whe* we gwine lib?" 

** I have often offered you a house better than this on the big 
place," said Mrs. Hadleigh. '' Mr. Stolton always does the same 
for the coloured men working for him." 

" A man is like fo' hab he own home," said Buck. " He like 
fo' set down Van he done eat he dinner, an' warm hisself afore he 
own fire, an' look down at de floor an' roun' de walls an up to de 
roof an' say, jes' so, like, * All disher b'long to me, dat it do ^ 
He like fo' ris' he chillun up fo* lub an' 'speck de ole home, an* 
t'ink as he chillun, an' he chillun chillun, an' he chillun chillun 
chillun, an' yea werily down to de fourt' an' fift' gen'ration o' dem 
dat lub me an' alius obey me'U all be a-swarmin' roun' callin' him 
daddy on de same heart'-stone." 

Mrs. Hadleigh remembered hearing her father use somewhat 
similar language, yet oh, how different ! one day when Buck was 
a fourteen-year-old boy brushing the flies from the table at 
Oakdale. 

**Oh, then, I won't insist," she said rising. "Good-night, 
Buck. Rosella, mind those children don't catch their death of 
cold out in the yard at night. I sha'n't be by to nurse them 
next time." 

** Yo' ent gwine tek de place atter all ? " asked Buck in con- 
sternation. 

"No, I could not think of it," said Mrs. Hadleigh. 

Buck lamented aloud. 

" Do, now, Miss Harry, don't leabe poo' Buck in a hole ! Yo' 
is say as yo'd tek de place an* pay de taxes I Don't go back on 
Buck, Miss Harry ! Poo' Buck w'at alius serbe yo' so fait'ful ! 
Tek de place, an' pay de taxes, please ma'am, an' don* say no. 
Nebermine 'bout de cawn an' vege'bles 1 ** 
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" Oh, if you desire it so much, I shall not object any more," 
relented Mrs. Hadleigh. ^ I shall want to move in at the end of 
the week." 

'^ This is the planting season, so that we are fortunate," she 
remarked as she and Rutherford made their way home in the 
night. ** Perhaps Buck will help you to build a shed in which we 
can keep a yoke of oxen and a plough. By selling everything else, 
I should think we could manage until you get your v^etables 
under way. Perhaps we may be able to keep one cow ; we must 
try to do so. And of course I shall keep a few chickens, though 
we shall sell all the best ones. You can easily patch up the cabin 
so as to make it water-tight. When it is thoroughly cleaned, and 
a curtain is hung across one end to make a room for me, and we 
have put in a few simple pieces of furniture from here, I think we 
shall be quite comfortable." 

Mrs. Hadleigh spoke composedly like a young woman looking 
confidently forward to a future which could not be wholly bad. 

They stood once more in the house where they had passed 
their lives, she her long one and he his short. They had no 
light ; the moonbeams shining through the columns of the narrow 
verandah and the open door, cast a cold clean-cut patch of brilli- 
ancy on the floor, while all round about was in excessive darkness. 

" In a negro's cabin ! That my mother should come to that ! " 
cried Rutherford choking. 

''It has threatened us for very long," said Harriet Hadleigh. 
'' I have known it must come. Perhaps I am less unhappy now 
than I was all these years when my destiny stared me in the face 
and my spirit was too cowardly to m^t it. The strain is gone, 
now. I fear that sometimes it made me unjust in my dealings 
with others. I had not suffered enough. Now that the bitter cup 
has been drained to the dregs, I know that it is finished, that no 
more suffering can come, that the pit is not bottomless, since I 
have reached its depths, and that God is merciful to us. Will you 
thank Him with me?" 

She drew him to his knees beside her. With her words of sweet 
resignation, the hardness and resentment had passed from Ruther- 
ford's soul, and he prayed there with her, beneath the roof which 
was no longer theirs, thanking God humbly for the trials sent, and 
beseeching courage to endure. 



CHAPTER XXV 
HOW BILLY STOLTON REAPED THE WHIRLWIND 

NOTHING to do! Rutherford sat on the verandah, his 
hands on his knees. He had got up early, from force of 
habit, and had roamed through the house for two hours before Mrs. 
Hadleigh could serve breakfast. After, he had gone out in the 
air. He loved the field work now; he yearned for it as an 
essential part of his life. What is bred in the bone cannot be 
driven out in a day. And once, he would have renounced all 
this willingly, nay, gladly. The r^ret would have come too late, 
he told himself. As it was, it had come, and too late. At least, 
he was not responsible. 

Stolton rode by, not stopping at the house. Time was, when 
he had deemed it a privilege to stop. Evidently he was surveying 
his new domain. Thenceforth it was for him to direct, to alter 
according to his whim. He would obliterate all that had made 
Oakdale sacred. With the petty spite of. the man who lacks 
traditions of his own, he would stamp out those of others. At 
his order, nothing could resist ; without his sanction, none had the 
right to raise an arm, though it were to put hoe or plough into 
the earth. Rutherford would have given a year of his life for the 
privilege of working on the old place until the last day of his so- 
journ. But he would have to crave permission ; and he would 
have forfeited the whole of his life rather than do that. 

Although Stolton might be covered by the law, he had acted 
like the sneak-thief that he was. Rutherford could never have 
anything to do with him again. Laura would justify her father, 
naturally enough; it was "only proper. And so she, too, must 
vanish from Rutherford's life. A lump came in the boy's throat 
Well, that also could be borne, since it must be. There is a 

(2S4) 
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point in moral as in physical pain at which the senses become 
dulled so that one does not suffer more intensely, let the causes 
increase as they will. Yet he longed to speak with her one last 
time while all might still be unchanged. He felt intuitively that 
Billy would postpone the unpleasant avowal that he had turned 
out the Hadleighs from Oakdale. Billy would probably pass the 
entire morning on the estate. Rutherford decided to ride to Pine 
Grove and see Laura. 

She had been very cruel to him, since that night he proposed. 
When she had rejected Dick, it was Dick who had become con- 
strained while she had not altered. Now Rutherford loved her 
the more for not accepting him, and she apparently cherished 
secret resentment against him. It was beyond his comprehension. 

He had been patient before this attitude, confident that she 
would relent. Yet she only waxed more uncompromising. He 
ceased frequenting her, thinking to please her. And as this young 
lady had in her a large proportion of true womanly nature, she 
was not at all pleased, and made herself almost disagreeable when 
they met. Laura Stolton's attempts at ill-humour were only 
counterfeits, and weak counterfeits at that, which should have 
deceived no one. But she did her best, and convinced Mr. 
Rutherford Hadleigh that she despised him — ^which was precisely 
the impression she desired to convey. 

Rutherford tied Coquette to the gate. He would not stay long, 
and besides, he must not be indebted to Billy Stolton even for 
stabling his horse. 

Rosie hailed him from the verandah as he came up. 

" Hello, Ruth' ! Take your horse roun' to the barn. You're 
goin' to stay for dinner. You're the first company I've had for 
this week o' Sundays." 

'< Where's Laura?" asked Rutherford. 

^' Oh, she won't come roun' botherin' us. Come along in the 
drorin'-room. That's what they call 'em now-nirorin'-rooms. 
Nobody decent says parlour. Come in the drorin'-room, an' let's 
have it out. I ain't gunno let my beaux drop me this way jus' 
'cause I happened to hitch on to Pete, an' you've got to be the 
first to know it." 

Rutherford was not in a mood to flatter the injured soscq>ti- 
Ulities of a deserted country bdle. 
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« I've come to see Laura/' he said. 

Rode's mouth opened wide. 

" Oh, you have, have you I Well, you jus' go look for' her 
then. I ain't gunno play servant for her," she snapped. " Ring 
the bell, an' see if anybody'll come, an' don't you go think it'll 
be me. Only dogs answer bells.*' 

** If your dog does, you'd better sell him to a circus for a freak," 
said Rutherford, irritated by her aggressiveness, " or else hire him 
out for a house-maid. Anybody'd be glad to have a trained dog 
to answer his bell." 

"You think that's funny," sneered Rosie. "I reckon dogs 
can answer bells if they can fetch handkerchiefs. You're always 
fetchin' Laura's. You're her poodle." 

'' I'd like to be," said Rutherford. 

" What you always hangin' roun' her for, anyways ? " demanded 
Rosie, more and more incensed. '* She ain't fo' the likes o' you. 
She's waitin' for a Duke to come over from Kamtchatka, or wher- 
ever they come from, an' carry her off with a tin crown on her 
head an' a bag o' her par's cash in her pocket. That's all she's 
good enough for — in her own opinion. Now, if you were to ask 
me mine, I'd say " — Rosie rolled her china-blue eyes in search of 
a sufficiently derogatory comparison, which she apparently found 
on a nail in the ceiling — " I'd say she wasn't a bit too good fo' 
you, which means you ain't either of you worth a corn-shucker." 

Rosie tossed her head, which action brought her uncombed 
hempen hair down about her ears. She was not attractive to- 
day. The most infatuated of her former suitors would have 
acknowledged as much. Ever eccentric in her tastes, Rosie had 
providentially not been able to indulge them in her ante-nuptial 
days and had atoned for the want by excessive care, compelling 
with what she possessed a neatness which was not in her na^e. 
Now that she could afford everything, she became neglectful in 
accordance with her instincts. It would have been difficult to 
say which, of gorgeousness or frowsiness, predominated in her 
toilet. This mornmg she had on a rumpled calico skirt with a 
large rent to one side revealing a greasy flannel petticoat ; and a 
peacock-blue velvet bodice rubbed white at the seams and left 
unhooked at the neck, which was too tight for her. This re- 
markable upper garment had served for three years as model on 



STOLTON REAPS THE WHIRLWIND 257 

a lay figure decorating the entrance to a general clothing store in 
Paulsville. Rosie had bought it "dirt cheap** for a dollar and 
fifty cents, spending in candies and ice-cream sodas the remainder 
of the eight dollars which Pete had given her to buy a jacket. 
She was miserably ill next day, and sourly reproached Pete for 
having jolted her in the buggy and upset her nerves. 

When Rutherford failed to take up her challenge, she blew her 
nose resonantly on a soiled handkerchief which she carried in 
her sleeve, and flounced away, her shoes slipping from her heels 
and spanking the floor as she walked. 

Rutherford waited, standing on the verandah. He had not 
the courage either to ring or to enter. Perhaps Rosie would be 
merciful, and call Laura. He might have stood there until noon, if 
Mrs. Stolton had not discovered him by sheer accident. 

" For pity's sake, Rutherford ! What are you doing out here ? " 
she exclaimed. 

**I must see Laura,** he said. "I have very little time. I 
have a message for her.** 

" Nobody ill ? How*s your mother ? Everything all right ? " 

"No— yes," Rutherford answered at random. 

"You look worried. Been tiring yourself? How is the plant- 
ing getting on ? " 

"Yes, thank you," he said abstractedly. He had been right. 
They suspected nothing. 

Mrs. Stolton hurried away in quest of Laura. 

" He says he has a message from his mother for you. He must 
have walked over, from the way he looks ; or else he didn't eat 
any breakfast. I'll put some biscuits and buttermilk in the dining- 
room. Tell him you want it, and make him take some.*' 

" I have a message for you," he said without greeting to Laura 
as she came out. 

"Then I am glad to see you," observed Laura. "From Aunt 
Harry?" 

"No, from me." 

The corners of Laura's mouth dro(4)ed with exaggerated de- 
liberateness. 

"Oh, then, it can wait. I thought it something interesting. 
Come into the dining-room. After having some biscuits and 
buttermilk I may be strong enough to bear it. I am so hungry 
17 
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that mamma raised her embargo on things coming from the 
pantry between meals." 

Rutherford was conscious of a gnawing at his stomach. At 
breakfiist, as at supper the previous evening, his eating had been 
no more than a pretence to avoid alarming his mother. He was 
beginning to suffer from a hst of twenty-four hours. 

''Thanks very much, but I'm not hungry," he said. Though 
he perish, he would not touch Billy Stolton's salt. 

''But I said I was hungry," pouted Laura. 

"I sha'n't keep you long," said Rutherford. "Can't you give 
me a few minutes first ? And I've been standing still for such a 
while, that I want to move about. Won't you walk down the road 
a bit with me?" 

Laura shrugged her should^s. 

"The road is not where I am used to seeing people," she said. 
" When they come here, it is not generally to take a walk. But 
of course, I can't object." She had so fallen into the habit of 
cruelty with him, that she could not resist the impulse now, though 
she read the sadness in his face. 

"Yes, I do want to." Never before had he opposed her; and 
he had done it twice in quick succession. 

They walked down the path together. Rutherford did not speak 
until they were out of hearing from the house. 

" Laura, I once displeased you very much, by talking of things 
that weren't for me. You have never been the same with me 
since, and I wanted to ask you to forgive me to-day, because I 
don't think I shall ever — I mean I don't know when I shall see 
you agab." 

There was a short silence. 

" Are you going away ? " 

He heard the pain in her voice. He supposed it came from his 
own over-wrought nerves, distorting the impressions that came to 
his senses. 

"Yes ; it is all up with us at Oakdale."- 

Laura turned white to the lips. 

" You are driven away ? " 

"Yes," 

"By the mortgagee? What an infamy! Oh, the scoundrel 
that he must be! To drive Aunt Harry from her own place, 
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because she is unfortunate I If that man has children, how they 
must hate him ! Oh, I should like to have him here before me, 
to tell him how I despise him 1 " Tears were streaming down her 
cheeks. 

<* Don't say that, Laura ! Oh, don't ! He had the right to do 
what he did ! Pity us, if you will ; we need it. But don't be 
too hard on him I " 

^'You take his defence against your own mother when I, a 
stranger, am indignant? And you can stand there before me un- 
shamed? Were it my own father, I should disown him ! " 

"Laura, don't!" 

"Yes, I should refuse ever to speak. to him again, and for your 
mother's sake, while you cringe before him ! " 

"Laura, Laura!" cried Rutherford in despair. "Take back 
all that you have said I" 

" I am no coward ! I say what I mean, and I abide by it, 
whatever the cost ! " 

She underwent a swift transition. 

"How did it happen? And how did Aunt Harry take it?" 
she asked, forgetting her anger in the wrench this gave to her 
heart. 

" The news came only yesterday. I went straight to the Court 
House, to make sure there was no hope. There is none. Mother 
is very calm. But I am afraid of a reaction. That is why I'm 
hurrying. Only I couldn't leave without seeing you, Laura, and 
asking you to forgive me." 

" You leave at once, then ? " 

"Yes." 

" And where are you going ? " 

" Where God wills." He could not bring himself to tell her 
that they were reduced to living in a negro's cabin. The news 
would reach her soon enough, and they would have ceased to 
know each other. 

Laura wept afresh. 

" It's too awful I I can't realise it. Aunt Harry homeless, 
and dear old Oakdale going into other hands ! I can't bear the 
thought. But I tell you this, Rutherford : whatever happens, who- 
ever goes there, I vow that I shall never cross the threshold of 
Oakdale after you have left ! " 
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** Laorai stop, for heaven's sake ! You don't know what you 
are saying ! ** 

His alarm impressed her. Why should he have cared so much 
to defend the perpetrator of this deed ? Why should he attempt 
to check the flow of her indignation ? The consciousness of her 
Other's unworthiness stole in upon her. Fugitive sentences 
dropped by indiscreet negroes giving inklings of Stolton*s finan- 
cial operations, came to her mind. Could it be that 

Laura turned faint. 

** Was it the mortgagee ? *' she asked in a hoarse whisper. 

^ I tell you it was justified by the law," evaded truthful Ruther- 
ford. 

** Was it the mortgagee ? " she insisted. 

Rutherford's courage failed him. 

"Yes/' he answered. 

Laura breathed again. But her heart was beating so, that she 
could scarcely speak. 

** Will you leave the country ? " 

** What is there for us here ? '' he said mournfully. ** Or what 
is there anywhere? I'm only good to be a fiirmer. I tried my 
luck in town once, and I learned my lesson. I can only Eum ; 
and I've failed at that ! " 

" If— if father were to take you as overseer ?" Laura had difli- 
culty in forming the words. ** Pete has not been willing to do 
anything since his marriage; Rosie won't let him. Would you 
become father's overseer ? " 

** He would not take me," said Rutherford, as if there were 
no other consideration. And Laura knew that her father would 
not. 

'' I've stayed too long already, Laura," said Rutherford. '* And 
I'm not going to displease you again. I wouldn't for the world. 
But it will make the battle of life much harder for me if I must 
leave here unforgiven by you." He maintained the illusion that he 
was going away. It did mean complete estrangement from Laura ; 
and sooner or later his mother and he would be compelled to 
leave. The life which they proposed for themselves in Buck 
Morrison's cabin could not be more than temporary. He knew 
what was the life of petty fanners in remote districts of the South ; 
he had seen its sordidness, its degradation. *' Laura, when I am 
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Struggling I don't know where, I don't know how, to get bread 
for mother and me, can I remember that here in dear old Suffolk 
County there's a girl I love and shall always love, and she doesn't 
— doesn't hate me ? " 

His generosity went to Laura's heart. Oh, if he would only 
read her soul and take her in his arms and claim her for his own, 
then and there ! 

"Won't you say you don't hate me any more?" he pleaded. 

•* I never hated you," said Laura thickly. 

" God bless you, Laura," he said, and left her before she could 
see the tears gathering in his eyes. 

No sooner had he gone than Laura ran to her mother. 

"Aunt Harry is turned out from Oakdale! They are going 
away, they don't know where ! " she sobbed. 

Mrs. Stolton was deeply affected. Laura and Harriet Hadleigh 
were the only people in the world whom she loved sincerely, after 
a quarter of a century of ill-treatment which had blighted her 
natural affections. 

" Your father will save them," she said confidently. " I shall 
speak to him about it. Since we were married, I have not asked 
him a single favour. He cannot refuse me this." 

Immediately after dinner they drove together to Oakdale. Billy 
had not returned home. 

They found Mrs. Hadleigh serene as Rutherford had described 
her; 

" While my husband or I have a dollar, you shall not suffer," 
reassured Mrs. Stolton, kissing the friend of her youthful happi* 
ness and of her mature forlornness. " He will lend you what- 
ever money you need. I have not yet seen him, but I pledge 
him to it." 

" No," said Mrs. Hadleigh. " If you wish to please me, you 
will not mention the matter to him. Have no fear for us. We 
are not in a position to keep up Oakdale, and it is better that we 
should go. We shall be able to manage on Buck's little farm, 
after selling at auction what we have here." 

" Buck's farm ? " Laura's face was convulsed. 

Rutherford winced.. His sin had found him out. Laura could 
never forgive him the deception. If she scorned him before, what 
must she think now I 
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And while he was making this sorrowful reflection, Laura, her 
soul harrowed bj the prospect of these two dwelling in a vile 
hovel on the very scene of their past magnificence, was terming 
Rutherford noble for having wished to conceal this from her and 
spare her pain. 

Btllj did not appear at home for supper, nor had he yet been 
seen when the lights were extinguished at Pine Grove. The sole 
event of the evening had been a venomous onslaught made by 
Rosie on her husband's mother and sister for presuming to use 
her own particuhur buggy for their visit to the Hadleighs. 

The first thing in the morning, Rosie re-opened the subject 
with Pete, having been too sleepy to pursue it on going to bed. 

" I jes' ain't a-gunno put up with it, so there, now ! " She 
stamped her foot imperiously. "You bought that sixty-dollar 
top buggy for me, an' nobody else ain't gunno ride in it. Wait 
till you've been an' gone an' buried me, Pete Stolton. I reckon 
you will bury me some day, if you go on abusin' me the way you 
do. What with all your tantrums an' vexatiousness, you're jes' 
about wearin' me to a ghost. But Vl\ live long enough to plague 
the life out o* you first." 

Pete looked depressed. 

^' What harm's it goin' to do you, Rosie, if mother an' Laura do 
take a ride in your buggy onced in a while? You've been in 
theirs often enough." 

" I ain't gunno have my new buggy wore out by them." 

** How 'bout you wearin' out theirs ? " Pete also could be 
aggressive on occasion. 

^ Ain't she your mar, an' ain't I got the right to use her things 
when I want to ? " 

** I reckon it works both ways, then, an' she can use yours," 
said Pete. 

"You reckon so? Well, you jes' try it!" An inspiration 
struck her. '''Tain't their buggy, no how. It's par's." 

" Why, the one you call yours is mine," retorted Pete. 

" Oh, you story ! Indian giver ! You gave it to me for a wed- 
din' present I " 

** What'd I give you the blue enamel ear-rings with Rhine dia- 
monds stuck round them you saw in the shop window at Pauls- 
ville an' wanted though your ears ain't bored an' you've nevar 
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been able to wear them yet, for then ? " demanded Pete, panting 
for breath as he finished. 

"You'll be sayin' nex' you jes' lent *em to me, too. You're 
that contemptible mean it's a wonder you let anybody ride in the 
buggy, for fear of wearin' it out," she whined. 

"You're the one to talk about wear," observed Pete. 

" There I Of course ! Put it all on *me ! Now say I raised 
the row." 

" Dad'U raise the row if you're late for breakfast again," said 
Pete grimly. **You know how mad it makes him." 

Rosie had suspended the performance of her toilet to parade 
about the room in her stocking-feet, attired in a petticoat with a 
tattered frill, and a shirt-waist with cuffs brown from protracted use 
which she had pressed into service as a peignoir. 

" If par don't like my bein' late fo' breakfast, he can jes' change 
his hours," she said. " I can be down as early as anybody, if 
they'll come down after me. I wish you wouldn't say * Dad,' Pete. 
It's awful common. All the swells say ' Par '. I read it in a book." 

"Which bode?" asked Pete sceptically. 

"The one with a pink cover an' big black letters on it," said 
Rosie. 

"What did you read about in it ? " 

"A house on the first page, an' a steam-boat on the last, an' the 
girl said ' Par,' an' * Drorin'-room *." 

"An' what was in the middle?" persisted Pete. 

" I didn't bother to look fo' the middle page, but I will when I 
go down, if you want to know so mighty bad." 

A bell rang. 

" There ! I told you you wouldn't be ready I " cried Pete. 

" Told you so]myself ! " snapped Rosie. " Go down an' tell par 
if he orders the waffles up an' I get 'em cold, I'll snatch him bald- 
headed!" 

Billy was in so amiable a mood that he did not even comment 
upon Rosie's absence when the family met at table. He had 
taken the pains to brush his last remaining wisps of hair over the 
top of his head, and plaster them down with water, and he had put 
on a cravat. He said grace with exceptional unctuousness, and 
helped his wife to bacon before helping himself. Mrs. Stolton 
judged the moment propitious. 
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''William," she began — it was the first time in many years that 
she had called him by his name — " William, I heard some very sad 
news yesterday." 

He frowned. 

" An' what of it ? " he asked sullenly. 

"An infamous scoundrel has turned the Hadleighs out from 
Oakdale," she said. 

Billy sprang to his feet, threatening his wife with both fists. 

" I've stood a lot from you, you old hag, but I'll be damned if 
I let you call me such names at my own table 1" he shrieked. 

Mrs. Stolton's jaws set so tight that she felt her teeth cracking, 
and was powerless to relieve them. 

''Am I to understand that you have done this?'* she asked 
when she could speak. Her voice was trembling so that she could 
scarcely hear herself. 

" Yes, an' be damned to *em I " cried Billy. 

His wife's agitation increased. 

" You shall restore the place to its rightful owners, or I shall 
never again pass a day under the same roof with you/' she said. 

'* Go, an' praise be to God ! Go, an' take your damned daughter 
with you I She's set you up to this ! Get out, the two of you ! 
Good riddance o' bad rubbish ! Out with you I " He was shaking 
with rage in every nerve and fibre. 

Mrs. Stolton rose. 

" I said I would not remain under the same roof with you, but 
I did not offer to go." Her voice was loud and clear. Her 
emotion was too intense for outward evidences of it to disturb her 
now. ** You shall be the one to go I " 

'' I'll see you all in hell first ! This place belongs to me, to me, 
do you hear ? I've got the titles. I paid the taxes. If it hadn't 
been for me bein' gosh-darned fool enough to marry you, you 
an' your daddy would 'a' been where Harriet Hadleigh an' that 
precious son o' hers are now." 

Pete and Rosie had quietly slipped into their seats, taking no 
part in what passed, and appearing to understand imperfectly. They 
were holding aloof from the battle, like Indians, to see which of 
the alien forces would win the day, and then join the victor and 
share the plunder. Laura had risen and taken her place at her 
mother's side. This silent supporter leant Elizabeth strength. 
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Her moral cowardice vanished, though she was bearding the vile 
brute who had beaten her down whenever she had attempted to 
rise until all spirit seemed dead in her. The instinct of the 
animal defending its young cried out in her. She must fight to 
the death. 

" I have known more than I should have cared to repeat, es- 
pecially before your children,*' she said. " Would you like me to 
tell before the Courts how you happened to own Pine Grove, and 
how you acquired most of the land around it ? " 

" I*ve got enough money to buy up any jury in the United 
States,'* sneered Billy. *' In my own county, I can have my own 
jury framed, which would clear me in the face of enough evidence 
to send twenty men to the Penitentiary." 

" Have you enough money to save you from lynching ? " 

Billy jumped forward. 

" You old hell-cat ! You threaten my life ! " 

" Stand back from me, or 1*11 dash this in your face I '' com- 
manded Mrs. Stolton, seizing the coffee-pot. All the resistance 
which she had not offered during the years of her purgatory had 
gathered into this minute. "Three times have I saved your life," 
she continued as he paused irresolute. " I do not threaten you 
now ; I only warn you that I will not save you again. You have 
turned out from their home the most respected and most un- 
fortunate people in Suffolk County. Now touch your wife and 
daughter, and the men of the entire region will arise in their 
righteous wrath and put you to death like the cur that you are. 

" Remember the night it got noised abroad that you had turned 
Widow Warren from her humble little home with a six months' 
old infant in her arms that died before she reached shelter. Re- 
member the crowd which gathered under your windows! Re- 
member the cries of ' Hang him 1 Hang him I ' that filled the 
woods 1 Remember how you crawled under the bed, like the 
worm that you are, imploring me to save you 1 Remember how 
I went out and addressed the men, beseeching them to disperse 
for my sake ! Remember all that, and tremble before the (axe 
from which I will not rescue you now 1 " 

She stood with one hand raised, an apostle of vengeance. 

Like all men of his type, Billy Stolton was an arrant poltroon. 
Stamping the weak underfoot and revelling in the sight of their 
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blood and in the sound of their cries, he fled before resistance 
and cringed when caught against the walL Before a danger 
real, imminent, atrocious, his craven soul sought immunity at any 
price. 

''Bessie! The property '11 all go back to you at my death! 
What can it matter? For God's sake lefs make it upl I— I 
love you, Bessie; I couldn't get on without you 1 " he whimpared. 

''There is no recondltation possible," said Mrs. Stolton scorn- 
ftiUy. " You sought this situation, and you shall meet the issue." 

" Whatll you take, Bessie? What do you want?" 

" Open that desk," she ordered, pointing to Billy's receptacle for 
his private papers, the key to which never left his person. 

He obeyed, trembling. 

" Now take out the papers relating to the house." 

She counted the papers which he handed her. 

"One is lacking," she said. 

He found it, and gave it to her. 

" Now write." 

She marvelled at herself as she spoke. What had become of 
the weakling who had sufiered herself to be downtrodden by Billy 
Stolton? What had become of the years dragged out under that 
iron yoke? The links of her married life seemed wrenched from 
the chain of her existence, and her youth was rejoined to her 
present as if no martyrdom had come between. She was strong 
and brave as in her noble girlhood. How often had Harriet 
Hadleigh implored her to rise to the possibilities within her, to 
assert herself; and how often had she answered with that sign of 
hopeless, desireless impotence expressed in the words " I caniK>t ". 

Billy wrote with uncertain fingers as she dictated : — 

" I, William Stolton, hereby declare that I renounce in favour 
of my wife, Elizabeth Prentice Stolton, all claims upon the estate 
known as Pine Grove as specified in the title deeds when they 
stood in the name of her father, the late Harrison Prentice, to- 
gether with the house and the contents thereof; I declare that the 
said estate of Pine Grove is rightfully the property of my said wife, 
Elizabeth Prentice Stolton, from whose father I obtained it ir- 
regularly ; and I furthermore declare that I have of my own free 
will and as reparation for the harm I have done her, made to her 
this day restitution of this estate which is hers by right." 
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** Laura, call in the servants/' said Mrs. Stolton. 

Laura, opening the door, found herself confronted by all the 
negroes of the plantation and not a few of the neighbourhood, 
gathered round the keyhole and too absorbed to be on their guard. 

" D'ye see ole Billy-goat mek de hair fly ? " one was saying. 

" Uh bet on Miss Bessie now she got she back up," another 
was answering, both speaking together, as indeed the rest of the 
assembly were doing, when the vision of Laura before them, with 
the door open, caused them to scatter like chaff before the wind. 

Laura called back those on whose loyalty she could count 

" Caesar I Adolphus 1 Wash* ! Aunt Dimpsey ! Come here. Miss 
Bessie wants you." 

In the presence of the four witnesses, Billy dated the paper and 
signed it. Two of the negroes affixed their signatures and the 
others their crosses. 

Mrs. Stolton motioned Billy away from the desk. 

''There is another paper to be made out," she said, taking the 
pen. 

'' William Stolton having restored to me my rightful property of 
the plantation known as Pine Grove, in recc^nition thereof I, 
Elizabeth Prentice Stolton, his wife, hereby renounce in my own 
name, and in that of my daughter, Laura Prentice Stolton, all 
claim to whatever other property my said husband may now or 
in the future own, or may now or in the future be supposed to 
own." 

Mrs. Stolton and Laura signed this conjointly, the negroes 
again serving as witnesses, after which their mistress sent them 
from the room. 

Mrs. Stolton gave to Billy the paper which she had just written, 
and he seized it eagerly. 

''I demanded only what is mine, and I would not derive a 
penny from your ill-gotten gains, nor would I have my daughter's 
hands soiled by touching them," she said with withering scorn. 

** You go to hell t " he burst out, his anger rekindling now that 
the crisis was past. ''I've got enough to be happy rid o' you all. 
It's worth it, by God ! " 

Rosie judged that the time had come to intervene. 

" Where do we come in ? " she demanded. 

" You ? Why, you come in with your mother ! " said BiUy. 
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** I guess not 1 ** retorted Rosie. ** What she's got ain't a circum- 
stance to what you keep. You ain't gunno disherit my husban' 
that 'er* way, Mr. Billy Stolton. You can sign all the papers you 
wanti an* she can too, but that don't touch us. We'll go to live 
at Oakdale with you, we will, an' don't you ferget it ! It's the 
buUiest place in Suffolk County. An' when you die, you red-faced 
ole baboon, an' you will soon if you go on drinkin' an' livin' the 
way you do, why, Pete an' me'U get all the boodle I Eh, Pete ? " 

** You bet ! " responded Pete resolutely. 

**My son," said Mrs. Stolton solemnly, "if you follow your 
Cither to Oakdale, remember that you can never see your sister or 
me again. You must choose between him and us." 

Rosie put up her nose. 

" If you're half as glad to get rid of us as we are to be rid of 
you, you're lucky, that's all. Pete an' me, we stick up for dad 
an' the boodle. Eh, Pete ? Speak up, you ninny f Say Yes ! " 

"Yes," said Pete. 

" But I don't want you at Oakdale," protested Billy. " I'm 
goin' there to enjoy myself fo' the fust time in my life ! " 

''Get all the fun yo' want, ole feller, but you don't shake us 
off ! " said Rosie. ** We'll stick to you close as wax, an' well take 
jolly good care you don't ferget it, neither." 

** I have one last word to say to you," said Stolton's wife. ** 1 
shall institute divorce proceedings against you, and shall resume my 
maiden name which my daughter also will henceforth bear. The 
last accursed link between us is broken. But since you claim the 
power to buy any jury in the land, I warn you that it might be 
dangerous to attempt coming back upon what you have done in 
signing this paper to-day. You may have enough money to 
escape the penitentiary ; but you cannot again escape the fury of 
men revolted by your crimes. I would not urge them on, I could 
not abet a further and greater crime. But in the South, where 
the laws are in themselves ineffective, and where the venality 
of juries renders all law a farce, a desperate population sometimes 
think themselves justified in protecting innocence against vice. 
Lynching is the means devised by the devil to claim his own, 
and tolerated by the Lord to save the land from moral annihilation. 
You have sown the wind of suffering, of poverty, of death in 
your wake ; beware of reaping the whirlwind 1 " 



CHAPTER XXVI 

HOW ROBERT HOWARD KNEW HIS FATE AND CALLED IT JUST 

"'\/'ES, I am quite myself again — or very nearly. How strange 
X everything seems ! And how kind everybody has been 
to me 1 I must have been ill a long time. There is a lapse in 
my recollections. I remember passing out through a door into 
the black night ; the shape of the doorway and the blackness 
beyond impressed me very much. And then, nothing — until I 
saw this view» down the avenue from the verandah, over the lawn, 
and the trees, and the fields. I was sitting, all dressed, in this 
same chair. You must have let me get up before I was con- 
valescent? At other times when I have been ill — ^it has not 
happened often, and never since I was a child — I have become 
conscious of the bed and the room first. It is all so odd ! " 

Eleanor rested luxuriously back in an easy-chair, with soft 
cushions piled behind her, and a warm rug cast over her knees 
though the sun was bright and the air balmy. Her cheeks were 
pale and her features pinched. Her old-time beauty had vanished 
with its luscious colouring and rounded form. But her face had 
the ethereal light, the serene purity, the mysterious impersonal 
charm of a Botticelli madonna, which for a connoisseur in art, or 
life, or love, eclipses the full-blown glories of a Titian. 

She looked down at her hands, white and delicate as they lay 
in her lap, and she smiled faintly. 

** They are almost as they were before they learned to work. 
Poor Dame Nature, employing all her cunning and industry to 
repair damages which we must systematically repeat after her ! " 
There was no sadness in her voice. " I must have been ill long, 
have I not ? I believe I have asked you that already. I asked 
you many things, and you have not answered one. And I have 

(269) 



270 THE SCAR 

foigocten them already I All that I don't forget, is that I am so 
happy and comfortable I * 

Robert Howard leaned against a column, in moody siloice. 
Obterving the promise to his fiither, he must leave now. Already, 
an esctension of time had been granted. He should be grateful 
for that. In spite of idiich, the effort that he had to make, the 
parting definite, irrevocable, shutting him off from all that he had 
learned too late to value— 4o8t opportunities are stones to form 
the lining of one's grave — appeared only the more distressing. 

He watched her narrowly as she lay ext&uled in the easy-chair. 
Could she bear the excitement of what he had to say ? Ot might 
his departure without a word prove more unfortunate ? Oh, those 
weary weeks of anxiety, when the body mended and the poor mind 
remained infirm, and hope had fled firom his soul as he beheld her ! 
That was past; but the frail fabric of her brain, newly woven 
together, could not even yet resist strong emotion. Mercifully, 
all memory of unpleasantness seemed to have vanished for her. 
She was as contented as a child without a care. 

<^And now, in a very short time, I shall be able to go," she 
resumed, oblivious of his abstraction. 

If he had been deaf before, he heard now. 

'* Don't think of it I " he said earnestly. ** Don't worry about 
anythmg. It's a pleasure for my father and mother to do any- 
thing they can for you. Their lives consist solely in helping 
others when they can, and it happens so rarely that they find a 
deserving object for their Samaritan proclivities ! In fact, so far 
as my knowledge goes, you are the first really interesting traveller 
they have picked up by the roadside in fiiUy thirty years that 
they have been at it ! It is jrou who are conferring a favour on 
them by allowing them to be useful. If you were to go, they 
would be in honour bound to find some one to replace you, and 
there is no telling how the experiment might turn out For 
pity's sake, don't wantonly and deliberately expose them to un- 
necessary risks ! '' 

** That is a very nice way of putting it ! " laughed Eleanor. 

" If only you wouldn't bother about anything ! I wonder if 
you would make me a promise ? Will you stay here, and not 
think, until I come back ? I've got to go away for a time. Will 
you promise?" 
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" For how long ? " queried Eleanor. 

** Oh, I don't know. You must promise as I ask." 

Eleanor shook her head. 

"I hope to be at home in a week, or at most, two," she 
said. 

Robert threw out his hand in a gesture of entreaty. 

** Oh, don't ! You could not stand it for the present I To go 
back where you suffered so much " 

" I do not mean to Oakdale." Eleanor spoke without emotion. 
" You are right, I should not care to face that I shall never see 
the place again^ if I can help it. I caused and experienced too 
much sorrow there. I meant at home, in New York." 

Robert stood aghast. 

" New York ! And what could you do there? " 

"What could I do elsewhere? " said Eleanor lightly. " They 
say it is Yankee to answer a question by a question, but it is 
often the best way. One complements the other." 

" No, because if there is anything in the derivation of words, 
that which complements should satisfy, and such is not the case 
with your system." 

" Then we shall assume that satisfaction is due you. My mis- 
take was to have left New York. I was in much trouble there, 
but the trouble I got into afterwards was infinitely worse. I 
should have stayed to fight it out among my own people. It 
would have been difficult to start anydiing^ but it would have 
come out right in the end. Yet perhaps I have not lost by wait- 
ing. It will not be nearly as hard now that I have served my 
apprenticeship. I can do good plain cooking, and by a little 
study I could learn to make fancy dishes, too. My Virginia 
muffins and waffles and hot biscuits and fried chicken should 
suffice to make me a reputation. I might even develop a cadence 
in talking, and pass myself off as a Southerner. And in case I 
betrayed myself^ I should throw people off their guard by saying 
once in a while, ' I dedire, down at h6me they all tdl me I tilk 
like a r^ular Ydnkee ! ' " she scanned in dactyls. " Now you 
know that ought to be worth twenty dollars per month, at the very 
least. We gave our cook more, and she had not one of these 
accomplishments, being only able to prepare full course dinners 
for twenty people ! Or else, I might qualify as a maid. I have 
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learoed the little working details by experience, and I have had 
enough maids myself to know precisely what their general be- 
haviour should be, and never is. I could make the joy of some 
fiunily plunged in despondency because an efficient servant is as 
hard to find as a white blackbird. And I might save the life of 
a rheumatic old gentleman by tucking in his blankets at the foot 
of the bed I have had that to do for myself until I am past 
mistress of the art, because it is a trick few servants learn. So 
there are two careers awaiting me. I can do laundry work, too. 
I have learned other things as well, but they may not prove as 
useful. I doubt that cow milking and poultry tending would be 
ranked as accomplishments in New York! There is just the 
possibility of another opening for me. I mean my voice. I am 
afraid it may have gone to pieces, with all this added to pro- 
tracted neglect. But if it holds good, I can always make a living 
from it. I really should have tried that to begin with, a year ago. 
Somehow, I shrank from the vulgar publicity of putting myself up 
for the admiration or the criticism of the rabble. I am less 
sensitive, now. Yet it seems so pathetic in a way, and at the 
same time so grotesque, that a true artist, who has higher gifts 
than others and who has developed them by long study and 
great pains, should depend absolutely for his success on catching 
the eye or the ear, as the case may be, of the incompetent and 
ignorant who as a rule have the most money to spend. It is 
small wonder that the day of great artists is past. If they were 
bom, they could not survive modem influences. I sometimes 
fear that art is destined to perish under the sway of commercialism. 
There is little enough of the fire in me ; I suppose there must be 
some, or I could not sing, or write, or compose, or do anything 
else ; so I have been talking generalities of which I apply only an 
infinitely small fraction to myself. But I so rejoice that I live 
now, and not even twenty years hence ! " 

Robert Howard had allowed her to talk on, not daring to in- 
terrupt. She betrayed not the slightest excitement. 

^ You have overlooked the solution nearest at hand," he said. 
He must speak ; she had left him no choice. 

** I have not overlooked it," Eleanor answered. " I put it aside 
because — because it cannot enter into my life. I should never have 
married ; I was unfitted for it. I shall not commit the error twic^t" 
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** Would it be an error?" He controlled his voice to be as 
calm as possible. 

" Don't make me argue ; it tires me so I " she said, half playful, 
half pleading. " I have thought it all out, and can give you only 
the same answer — No I to-day, to-morrow, and until all time, what- 
ever may happen, always No I " 

** Don't argue, then ; only let me talk, and listen quietly to me 
as I listened to you a while ago. I shall not excite myself or you. 

" It will be a long time before I can do anything for you ; it 
may be, never. If I appeal to you now, it is because you can do 
much for me. In my egotism I call on your unselfishness. 

"At the age of thirty-two I find myself with my life yet to 
make. It is not so old, as age goes ; but it is late for a start. 
Worse still, I have much to undo. The last process has already 
commenced." 

Eleanor had observed that he was mentally matured and morally 
sobered, and that his characteristic indifference of speech and 
manner had disappeared. 

** You have helped me to begin. Without your aid, I can never 
finish. Will you abandon me, or will you let the good work go 
on, as the missionaries say when they come home for more 
money?" 

He was in no mood for jesting, but he attempted persiflage to 
relieve her from the strain to which he must expose her. 

With her hands clasped behind her head, she kept her eyes fixed 
on the horizon, giving no sign of attention. 

**! made a vow, that day I brought you here, that for your sake 
I should hereafter lead an honest life. I have already renounced 
my illegal practice in this district. A hundred times have I been 
summoned for patients during these days ; only thrice have I re- 
sponded, in cases of extremity where no man having technical 
knowledge however elementary, can refuse his assistance so long 
as there is no doctor at hand. To all others I sent word that 
I was not licensed. To become righteous after all these years of 
law-breaking, has made me ludicrous to most and odious to some. 
Where I did not win detractors, I won enemies. After this, I 
shall have no hope for a career where I am known. 

''In ten minutes a negro will bring up my horse. I have 
already parted from mv mother ; my father I have not seen, re- 
i8 
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specting his wishes to the last. Only these few seconds with you 
are left to me before I turn my back for ever on this land of 
poverty and suffering, of sincerity and affection, of hopeless 
struggle and rewardless toil. I am going to the University to 
study medicine, and shall not leave there until I hold my d^;ree. 
I have enough money laid aside to carry me so far. It was not 
from thrift that I saved my pennies ; small pleasures were palling 
upon me, and I was anticipating the sensation of some insane 
extravagance. Foolish intentions may lead to wise results. 

** I shall go to practise in some town, and then will come the 
hardest pull. I shall be without friends or funds. Many a time 
shall I hear my sign grate with a whining noise on its rusting 
hinge as the wind swings it, before I can earn enough to support 
me. Only an energy of which I have never until now been cap- 
able, and yet which I must develop if I want to live, can carry me 
through. It will be a desperate struggle in which I shall stand 
little chance for winning unless I have somebody for whose sake 
I can make a supreme endeavour, battling alike against adversity 
and discouragement. For your sake I have renounced the life of 
easy pleasure which I had here. For my sake, will you give me 
yourself that I may work for you ? ** 

" If I have been the instrument of Providence to lead you back 
to your duty, I am truly happy," said Eleanor. *^But in the 
future I could only be a mill-stone about your neck. I have 
wrecked one home ; I will not blast your life. A spell is upon 
me ; I blight everything I touch. Let me remember with thank- 
fulness that I was useful to you ; but banish me from your mind 
before the good can be transformed into harm. Work for your- 
self, for your parents ; win their forgiveness, and forget me." 

"Forgiveness?" he repeated after her. "I am too unworthy 
even to beseech it. They must not forgive me ; it is only just 
that their curse should rest upon me. I have broken my father's 
life and my mother's heart, acting deliberately and without re- 
morse. Let me now pay the penalty. I own that incoming here 
I bad hoped for a reconciliation ; I thought of mending my ways, 
of cheering the few years that may remain to my parents. When 
I saw my father's face, I knew that the door of forgiveness was 
closed, though it might lie at the end of the stony road of atone- 
ment. I thought it hard. Now I pronounce it just. Atonement 
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I can make, without chance of reward therefor. So it will be 
sincere, and precious at least to me. I fear I cannot do the 
whole alone ; I have fallen too often to trust myself now ; I had 
counted upon your support Will you indeed deny it to me?" 

" I cannot help you ; there is a blight upon me," said Eleanor. 
Her eyes were still looking afar, but emotion was gaining upon her. 
Howard felt that if he did not convince her then, she was lost to 
him. 

" Can you forget your word to me, that you would be mine for 
all eternity?" 

Two tears fell from her lashes and rolled slowly down her cheeks. 

" It is because I love you that I will not marry you, Robert." 
She was not aware that she had called him by his name, as she 
did in thinking of him. " I have that on my conscience which 
can never leave me again, which can never allow peace to me or 
to any into whose life I come. I did one man the frightful injury 
of marrying him without confessing to him. I will not marry you ; 
but I will tell you what I concealed from him." Fresh tears fell; 
she was trembling in her whole body. 

" Don't tell me I " cried Howard quickly. " I know what you 
have to say. You have nothing to confess to me. It is I who 
owe an explanation to you, for a dishonourable action committed 
by me." 

She was already so pale that her cheeks could not blanch 
further. But at Howard's first words the muscles of her face 
twitched spasmodically. 

"You have known — ^and you could continue to respect me?" 
she asked. 

'' I loved you only the more, because a wrong had been done 
to you," he said. 

The tension on both was so extreme that their breath came 
short and heavy. Such a strain might cost Eleanor her reason, 
and Howard was himself too deeply stirred to appreciate the 
danger. 

" I have been cursed from childhood with two faults : forgetful* 
ness and curiosity," Howard pursued. ** Lacking all restraint, 
acknowledging no law, I fostered these foibles until they became 
my masters. The first led me often to carry for days or weeks in 
my pocket letters given me to post or to deliver. The second 
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prompted me at times to read what was intended for other eyes 
than mine. 

''Your mysterious return to Suffolk County started all the 
tongues of the region a*wagging. When the announcement of 
your engagement followed, it was like the clap of thunder after 
the lightning. The commotion beggared description. From what 
I have told you about myself^ you can understand that I was not 
behind the rest. I came to stay at the house not so much to 
nurse Dick as to watch you. One of the things which attracted 
my attention was the anxiety with which you expected a long- 
delayed letter. You must remember how I questioned you, trying 
to catch a clue. I wonder at myself, now, reflecting how un- 
worthy, how childish such conduct was. But it is true that in 
looking back, I wonder at my entire past, whethar of thought <»: 
of action. 

" One day I was at Crabbe's post-office when he g^ve me two 
letters for Oakdale. I put them in my pocket saying I would 
deliver them. Of course, I forgot all about them as soon as I 
had turned the bend of the road. I wouldn't have been Doc 
Howard — I mean Robert Howard — ^no, Doc, since he is a thing 
of the past and this frailty is also — ^if I had not. I found the 
letters in my pocket more than a week afterwards." 

He stopped, as if courage failed him to continue. 

'* It was a dull rainy night," he resumed in a subdued tone, 
"and I had ridden a very long way. I was sitting by the lamp 
with my inevitable pipe between my teeth, wondering what I 
could do to divert myself. It was a dreary life I led, there at the 
office. I sometimes wonder how I stood it. And I thought 
myself happy ! 

" Well, I was looking for something to do, when the devil him- 
self made me put my hand in the bottom of my pocket. With an 
accumulation of odds and ends, the letters came out. 

" My first impulse was to destroy them. I had done this pre- 
viously, rather than acknowledge I had been forgetting again. 
My forgetfulness had got to be a by-word in the county, and like 
all those who love to have the laugh on others, I resented having 
it on myself. I took up the first letter, and was holding it to the 
lamp-flame, when I noticed that it was addressed to you, and I 
remembered your expectancy and the secret I had been trying to 
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probe. The dastardly thought came to me that I might read it 
before burning it, and nobody would be the wiser except myself." 

Her eyes were riveted upon his. 

** The envelope was badly sealed, and the flap opened out in- 
stead of tearing as I pulled on it It idly occurred to me that I 
might re-seal it, if I wanted to, simply by moistening the edges, 
although I had no intention of doing so. From the envelope I 
drew out two letters and a newspaper clipping. I read the clipping 
first. 

" It was a pathetic story. Through the cruelty of a trained re- 
porter's pen seeking to be entertaining and sensational at the 
price of injustice or if need be falsehood, I discerned what I knew 
so surely to be the truth, that I have never a question to ask 
about it. I saw a girl ignorant of business affairs, committing a 
frightful blunder^ and condemning herself as soon as others cried 
out that she had acted from sheer depravity. For me, her very 
resignation proved her innocence. 

** I next took the letters. One was from you, returned. The 
other was from a friend of yours in Richmond, filled with base 
vituperation. 

" I reflected as to what I should da To leave you in ignorance 
might mean exposing you to other affronts from her. I decided 
to do what a Southern woman should have done under the cir- 
cumstances, had she been resolved to strike you when you were 
down and could not even call out. The Edsons wanted to 
broaden their daughter by sending her away to school. The con- 
sequence was the sacrifice of her Southern instincts to cosmopoli- 
tanism. The first duty of the Southern woman used to be 
considered loyalty, and the second gentleness. These are two 
qualities no longer reverenced in the outside world, and they are 
being lost even among us, as fool Southern parents try to do what 
they term 'broadening' their children. As the refinement of our 
men is already a thing of the past, so the charm of our women is 
bound to perish in the near future. 

" I did what Lois Edson should have done ; I sealed the envel- 
ope with only your letter in it, returned without a word. The 
rest, I burned." 

Eleanor's wasted hands clutched the arms of her chair. A red 
spot glowed in each cheek, and her eyes flashed anger. 
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"You dared to open and read my letter, and dispose of its con- 
tents ? You say that the refinement of Southern men has gone. 
Have they not even honour left ? " 

She lost all control over herself, shaking as in a chill Howard 
ran to her. She motioned him back. He could see her temples 
throbbing, and he knew that only a mirade could save her reason. 

It came in the {vosaic form which modem miracles assume. 
The day of miracles is not passed ; it is rather at its height We 
live so surrounded by them that we accept them as natural. From 
the life of every man could be singled out a score of happenings 
which, described in the poetic word-colouring of yore, would ap- 
pear more amazing than the miracles of the most renowned and 
most disputed legends. The miracle which relieved the strain and 
saved Eleanor was simply a negro boy bringing up Howard's 
horse. The commonplace acted as counter-poison to sentiment. 
She started, shivered, and regained her self-control, falling back 
weak and deadly pale with colourless lips, but perfectly com- 
posed. 

Howard signalled to the boy to tie the horse and go away. 

« I was very wrong," said Eleanor quietly when they were alone 
once again. " Your offence was not as heavy as mine. It was 
loyal of you to admit your fault to me, since I was ready to tell 
you of mine. I let prejudice blind me. I can understand better 
now, why people were relentless towards me. I think I feel more 
charitably towards the world." 

Howard watched her attentively. 

" I don't think you should be left here without a doctor," he 
said. " If you will allow it, I shall take the law in my own hands. 
When we arrived together, my father granted me permission to stay 
only until Doctor Croman should come. But Doctor Croman could 
not remain on account of patients in Paulsville, and ordered that 
I should wait until you no longer required care. The last time he 
came out to see you, day-before-yesterday, he said I might go to- 
day, provided all went well. All has not gone well. I shall not 
ask my father's permission ; he knows that I shall faithfully keep 
my double promise to go when it is possible, and not to speak to 
him meanwhile. My duty commands me to wait by you a little 
longer." 

" I — I think you had better go," said Eleanor. 
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*' Is it because you despise me ? " he asked. 

" No ; it is because I don't," she answered. " I cannot change 
the answer I gave you. But I can suffer from having to repeat 
it." 

He bowed his head. 

" I submit to your will," he said. " It is just that I should 
bear my punishment to the end." 

She made a vain effort to rise. He put his arm round her and 
helped her to her feet She passed into the house without a word 
or a look in his direction. She knew that he would understand. 

Leaning her hand for support against the wainscotted wall of the 
hall, she crept towards the drawing-room, where Mr. Howard was 
always to be found in his tall arm-chair near the chimney. She 
had spent much of her convalescence by Mr. Howard's side. 
There were in her qualities of patience, of nobility, of education, 
which had appealed strongly to the old man, and he treated her 
as his own child. 

When Eleanor entered the drawing-room, Mr. Howard was not 
in his habitual place, but upon a lounge hard by the window near 
which she had been talking with Robert on the verandah. He 
could not have avoided hearing every word that had been uttered. 

He did not speak until the sound of horse-hoofs died away, 
as Robert rode down the avenue. 

" I am glad to know his heart and yours," the old man said. 
" You did right to reject him. He is not worthy of you. His 
atonement comes too late for all save perhaps himself, and even 
that is doubtful*. I gave him his chance, which he threw away. 
You are not strong, my child; and I ought not to talk now. 
But if you can bear it, I think it would be well for us both. Take 
that arm-chair. You must not stand." 

When she was seated, he resumed : — 

" So there are circumstances which render you unwilling to re- 
turn to Oakdale ? " 

" Say rather which preclude all possibility of a return. I 
quarrelled seriously with Mrs. Hadleigh, who would not consent 
to receive me even if I wished to go." 

'' I have known Harry Hadleigh since she was a child," said 
Mr. Howard. ^ She has changed little throughout life. She pos- 
sesses all the traits of character which make the admirable wife. 
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mother and friend. But her heart is a golden nugget buried in 
idiich lies an atom of flint. The rest of the world has found only 
the gold. By marrying Dick, you found the flint She would 
have reserved such treatment for any woman whom he might have 
chosen. Knowing nothing of what passed between you, I under- 
stand everything. 

'^ You will not, then, go to Oakdale, and you are right Were 
a reconciliation to be effected momentarily, it would only lead to 
graver discord later. 

'^ I also understood, from what you said, that you had neither 
resources nor connections, and that you contemplated returning 
North to work for a living there. Would you be contented to 
work among us ? 

*' I am an old man, with not many months before me, but I 
should like, during that time, to have what solace I could find. 
My wife and I are a sad pair, deserted by the only one who could 
have cheered us and made our lives endurable. Tied to my chair, 
I yearn for young eyes to read to me, for a young voice to speak 
to me; my wife in her household duties needs young feet to run 
for her. Often have we attempted to find some one who could 
act as companion and aid; we never found our ideal until we 
knew you. My wife decided this some days since ; what I heard 
just now prompted me to lose no time in speaking; There will be 
no question of obligations on one side or the other. You give us 
services which we need, and we give you money which you earn. 
Will you consent ? " 

•* I don't know what to say, Mr. Howard," Eleanor filtered. 
''This is so far from anything I expected, that I cannot gather 
my thoughts to make sure if it be fair to you. But first, did — did 
you hear all that — that concerned me?" 

"All." 

" You then know that I " 

" I know all I care to know." 

** Then — then perhaps we might try, and see? I owe in Pauls- 
ville a debt which mortifies me exceedingly. I bought some things 
with the money in hand, and the clerk insisted on charging them. 
On reaching home — I mean Oakdale — I found my husband in such 
frightful straits that I was forced to give him what I had. His 
tragic death came right after. The fact that I had held the money 
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in my band at the store, caused me to forget that the debt was 
unpaid. It was the presentation of this unhappy bill which pre- 
cipitated the misfortune between Mrs. Hadleigh and myself, and 
nearly cost me my life. If I could earn enough money to dis- 
charge part of it before leaving, I should be very grateful." 

" How much is it?" asked Mr. Howard. 

" Oh, a great deal more than I could hope to pay off now. I 
was extravagant It was the first time I had held money of my 
own since losing a vast fortune. I did not appreciate the value of 
money. I think I know better, now. All I hope to do for the 
present, is to be able to pay something on account." 

" How much is it ? " repeated Mr. Howard. 

** It is — seventy-seven dollars," said Eleanor, hesitating. 

Mr. Howard drew out his pocket-book, and put a hundred dollar 
note in Eleanor's hand. 

** We shall call this four months in advance. No, you cannot 
refuse it You have promised to try." 



CHAPTER XXVIl 
HOW THE EMBLEM OF ANARCHY SIGNALLED PEACE 

THE auctioneer's red flag was flying from the Hadleighs' door, 
and since sunrise the house had been invaded by a hetero- 
geneous rabble of whites and blacks. They tramped through the 
rooms, laughing, talking, smoking, spitting, examining, brcakii^, 
tearing. All the people of the county had flocked thither as for 
a show. Few, indeed, had dollars to spend or the desire to buy. 
But none could forego the gathering. 

Mrs. Hadleigh, with Rutherford, had sought refuge in a bare 
room on the second storey at the front of the house. They had 
brought up with them two plain chairs which they were to take 
to the cabin. The rest of the furniture which they intended to 
retain was left about the house^ a list having been given to the 
auctioneer. There was little enough. In the parlour, the straight- 
backed chair which had been used by Mrs. Hadleigh's father ; in 
the dining-room, the deal table ; in the kitchen, the stove and a 
small dresser ; on the second floor, two single beds ; in the stables, 
a yoke of oxen, a half-breed cow and a few farm implements. 

They did not even know where they would sleep that night. 
Billy Stolton having allowed them a week in which to move, they 
had arranged accordingly with Buck Morrison. That had been 
on Monday ; and only two days later, on Wednesday, Stolton had 
come to take possession. He had arrived at noon in a cart con- 
taining three trunks and followed by a buggy in which were Pete 
and Rosie. Mrs. Hadleigh, aghast, had watched them discharge 
their luggage on the verandah, take their horses and vehicles to 
the barn, and return to the house as if they already had the right 
to be there. She had gone down and had addressed Stolton 
coldly, as if they were strangers. 

(282) 
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** Did I misunderstand you in thinking that I had until next 
Monday ? " she had asked. 

"Sure/* Billy had replied. "You must 'a' gotten it mixed up 
with this Monday." 

"Scarcely, considering that it was day-before-yesterday." 

"Oh, don't think I'll turn you right out," Stolton had said 
reassuringly. " Take till to-morrow. I ain't got my own things 
yet, so you can pay me fo' the loan o' my house by lendin' me 
your furniture." 

"An'doin'the cookin*," had interposed Rosie superciliously. 
" An* hurry up dinner. I'm starvin'." 

" I do menial work for no one save my son," Mrs. Hadletgh 
had said. "When I have finished in the kitchen, I cannot 
prevent you from entering, since Mr. Stolton is kind enough to 
remind me that the house is his. So when my son and I have 
dined, you are free to prepare what you wish." 

She had left the hall without allowing time for an answer, and 
seeking Rutherford, had told him to arrange for the sale to take 
place the next day. This precipitation would preclude what slight 
hope there had been of selling. She suspected that Billy Stolton 
had had this base end in view when be came, and she sought no 
further explanation for his premature advent. 

From the window, Mrs. Hadleigh and Rutherford watched the 
throngs coming to the sale. The Joyces were there, and the 
Curtises, the Bentons and the Wartons, Hiram Twigg and Jasper 
Larkson, most of the county notabilities, and all the popular 
element. The Stoltons behaved as if they were holding a re- 
ception, talking loud, and running out to meet the people they 
recognised. 

"I think we should sell something, with all this crowd,'* said 
Rutherford anxiously. 

Mrs. Hadleigh shook her head. 

" It is written that we should suffer," she said. 

" Something must save us, some time," groaned Rutherford. 

"Assuredly," Harriet Hadleigh answered. " This is the fall of 
the curtain on the drama. We must suffer until it is over, and 
then the illusion passes away. That is salvation." 

There was a loud rattling at the door. 

" I say, it's locked I " a voice exclaiipedf 
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** Push, while I ttira the knob ! " said another. 

Kicks and thumps were showered on the panels. 

** It's cheatin* to put up jo' things fo' sale an' then lock some of 
'em up ! " cried a coarse voice with a volley of oaths. 

^ I had better call out," whispered Rutherford. 

^No, they will go away/' said Mrs. Hadleigh apathetically. 

But that room possessed the attraction of the forbidd&i. 
Throughout the day the docnr was periodically attacked, the handle 
was rattled, the panels were beaten, the bottom was kicked, with 
an accompaniment of vulgar jokes, protests and profanities. The 
forlorn wretches within maintained their policy of not answering. 
For weeks afterwards Mrs. Hadleigh started nervously at the noise 
of a rattling door-handle. 

She kept her eyes on the red flag fluttering below. It held a 
peculiar fascination for her. A fresh spring breeze was blowing, 
and the flag fluttered, tugging at its staff. Mrs. Hadleigh followed 
its every vagary. It seemed struggling to tear loose, revolted by 
the task it had to perform. It was the emblem of anarchy 
signalling the end of Uw and order in that home and carrying its 
message of destruction through the land. Yet for her, it signalled 
peace, that peace which comes when one has reached the extreme 
limit of human suffering, and can look back on the bleeding heart 
which cost such agony when being torn palpitating from the 
lacerated body. 

A deafening din broke forth and filled the house. Mrs. 
Hadleigh knew the sound. It was the auctioneer's bell, proclaim- 
ing the sacrifice. The world grew black, and she fell fainting in 
Rutherford's arms. 

The auctioneer had taken from the parlour mantel a pair of 
vases which he held up to the admiration of the public. 

" Ladies and gentlemen, we'll begin with these handsome vases," 
he said. " Ask Mr. Hirman, there, and he'll tell you they cost 
every cent of two dollars at his store. Who'll give me a risin' 
bid ? Did you say one dollar, sir ? They're worth it, sir. Worth 
every bit of it. What! One cent? Come now, you're jokin'. 
Let's start 'em at seventy-five cents. Who'll raise it? " 

" I reckon they're worth a nickel,'* said a voice. " I'll give that 
for 'em." 

"A nickel apiece, then. That makes a dime. Ladies and 
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gentlemen, you'll surely not let these handsome vases, good as 
new, go for such a song ? Who'll give us a raise ? " 

** Mek it a quarter," cried a negro. 

" That's right, Cupid. Start the ball roUin'. Now we're offered 
a quarter. Who'll bid fifty cents ? " 

** Fifty ! " called Sam, who was courting the same dusky belle as 
Cupid. 

The controversy grew animated. Cupid raised it to fifty-five* 
Sam said sixty. Cupid, casting prudence to the winds, raised the 
price by thirty cents at one bold leap. Sam dropped out. 

''Gone to Cupid Lee for ninety cents. I congratulate you, 
Cupid. You know a good thing when you see it. Just have a 
look at these, now." 

The auctioneer displayed a pair of wrought brass candelabra 
with cut glass pendants. 

''Now, ladies and gentlemen, here's real antiques, good as new. 
AVho wants some family heirlooms for his sittin'-room ? Here's 
your chance. Worth a lot of money as they are, and would be 
worth considerably more if anybody painted them over with gilt 
paint. You could buy a bottle of gilding for ten cents, and have 
enough left to fix up the whole of your parlour ornaments to match. 
What shall we start the candle-sticks at ? " 

''Candle-how-much?" asked a lank youth minus a coat and 
plus a large rent in his shirt-sleeve. 

"Candle-sticks," answered the auctioneer. 

"Where do yo' stick 'em?" said the youth, grinning. 

"On the mantelpiece," replied the auctioneer, surprised. 

"You call 'em that way 'cause yo' stick the candles in 'em," 
protested Joe Joyce. 

"You're all out all round," volunteered Hezekiah Benton the 
learned "There's no stick about 'em, 'cause they're candle- 
holders." People laughed, and asserted that he was right. The 
proper name was candle-holder. 

But this diversion did not serve to render the onlookers atten- 
tive. 

"Couple o' dollars, shall we say?" suggested the auctioneer. 

No answer. 

"One dollar, then? Fifty cents? A quarter? Come, ladies 
and gentlemen* won't anybody offer anything? Here's your 
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diaiice, Sam. Cupid got the vases, you take the candle — er— 
ah— holders.** 

''Ole wore out trash ent good 'nuff fo' me/' said Sam indig- 
nantly. ** Yo* keep yo' anticks fo* yo' seff/* 

It was painfully conspicuous that antiques were not what the 
residents of Suffolk County desired. No offer was made, and the 
candelabra had to be laid aside to be included in a lot of odds 
and ends later. 

The auctioneer passed on to the furniture, which promised 
better. He lifted a mahogany chair and set it on the top of the 
piana 

*^ Here's a nice chair for anybody who likes good furniture. 
Quiet taste* old reliable sort of thing. Uncommon solid." He 
raised it and brought it sharply down on the piano. As he did 
so a 1^ came out and the chair fell to the floor, breaking its back 
in the process. A roar of laughter went up from the crowd. In 
no way disconcerted, the auctioneer gathered up the pieces^ and 
put another chair beside them. 

** If two heads are better than one, I reckon it's the same with 
chairs/' he said jocularly. " Who'll make a bid for the pair ? " 

There was a silence. Mrs. Joyce timidly offered twenty cents. 
No one intervened, and they were knocked down to her. As they 
were being taken away, Mrs. Joyce cried out : — 

** Stop ! That's not the chair I meant ! I nodded at that one I " 

She pointed to the chair which had been old Mr. Ellis's. 

" My dear lady, that was not put up for sale,'' said the auctioneer, 
with unction. 

*' Well, I thought it was, and I meant to buy it, an' I'm goin 
to have it ! " declared Mrs. Joyce. 

*' But it's not to be sold. Mrs. Hadleigh keeps that." 

'< She'll be a thief if she does, an' I'll tell her so. I nodded at 
that when I said twenty cents, an' I won't have anything else." 

** Well, madam, it's a pity you and I can't nod the same way, 
but I'm runnin' this show, and my way's got to go," said the 
auctioneer, exasperated. 

" You saw me nod. I believe it's a put-up job between the 
Hadleighs an' you. I won't take those other chairs, an' I won't 
pay for 'em." 

The auctioneer lost patience. 
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** I'm sorry, madam, but you'll have to. It's too late now." 

** Well, I say it's a shame. I won't stay a minute longer. That 
chair's mine, an' I'll tell Harriet Hadleigh so every time I see her. 
Joe, you come along. You sha'n't spend that twenty dollars you 
brought." As Joe Joyce had never been able to boast as much 
as one dollar of his own, a smile passed round the room, deepen- 
ing when it became evident that Mrs. Joyce had no more inten- 
tion of departing than her son had of buying. 

The auctioneer saw the necessity of creating a diversion. 

** Ladies and gentlemen, we'll now have a look at this mag- 
nificent piano. The finest specimen I know of in the county. 
One of the best makes, and in a tolerable state of preservation. 
Who'll start it? Not less than fifty dollars, surely? Well, say 
thirty ? Or fifteen ? Ten, then. Only to start it, mind you. 
Who'll bid ten dollars?" 

" Ten cents," sneered Billy Stolton. 

** You said ten dollars ? " queried the auctioneer. 

" No, ten cents, an' it's so dear at that, I'm sorry I spoke. 
I'm hopin' somebody'U offer twelve cents so's I won't have to 
take it." 

No bid was possible after that. The by-standers only laughed. 
And the piano for which old Mr. Ellis had paid one thousand 
dollars as a present to Harry, was knocked down to Billy Stolton 
at ten cents. 

By the rapidity with which the hammer fell, Mrs. Hadleigh, 
in her refuge, divined that her pessimistic previsions had been 
justified. She understood* the conditions in the midst of which 
she lived. Apart from the financial consideration, there was 
jealousy to be taken into account. The ignorant and prejudiced 
majority of the country people hated her because her house con- 
tained fine things which they could not have appreciated, while 
they lived in commonplace surroundings which were above them. 
And they would have seen the Hadleighs perish rather than con- 
tribute a cent in buying articles which might have been useful or 
even necessary. 

A discreet tap came at the door. 

*' Please 'm, can uh come in ? It's Rosella." Mrs. Hadleigh 
often said that the only intelligent trait about Rosella was her 
habit of calling her name instead of answering by a vague " It's 
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me " which might apply indiscriminately to that large proportion 
of mankind happening to be ungrammaticaL 

''Yatsum, Miss Harry, us kin move out termorrer, sure, now. 
Marse Billy done give us de house. Us ent telled 'em as we was 
movin' out fo' to lle^e you." 

"I had hoped it would be for to-night," said Mrs. Hadleigh. 
''But I understand that it is impossible now. Thank you, 
Rosella." 

The negress stood tracing back and forth with her toe the 
line of junction between two planks in the flooring. 

** Miss Harry, mighty funny 'bout Marse Dick," she observed 
irrelevantly. 

Mrs. Hadleigh did not understand. 

^ Miss Harry, is Marse Dick ever get drunk ? " 

Mrs. Hadleigh started up in a fury. 

" How dare you insult his memory ! He never drank a drop 
in his life, and you know it. I should have thought you incapable 
of such an infamy, Rosella, you who knew him from babyhood ! " 

A strange story had been circulated among the Suffolk County 
negroes. It was told how Marse Dick, riding to the Cote House, 
had met Marse Billy Stolen, and they both got drunk together 
at Marse Whetstone's bar ; how Marse Dick had fallen from his 
horse and Marse Stolen had ridden on alone; how they had 
joined again returning home, and had parted company at the 
cross-roads; how Marse Stolen had gone a few hundred yards 
on the road to Pine Grove and then, turning back, had galloped 
swiftly after Marse Dick on the edge of a ploughed field until he 
reached the pine wood, and had then ridden in the pines ; how 
he had gone out and dropped something in the road, and had 
hidden again among the trees just as Marse Dick rode back as 
if looking for Marse Stolen; how Marse Dick had picked up 
what Marse Stolen had dropped, and had pulled a long mouth 
over it ; and how Marse Dick had gone one way in the road, and 
Marse Stolen had gone another in the woods, without either ap- 
pearing to see the other. 

No crime however great, and no olTence however small, can be 
committed ; no event of one's life can pass ; no thought in im- 
pressing one's mind can wrinkle the brow, without attracting some 
notice in a n^o community. One negro may have seen all by 
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spying where his presence was not suspected, or a hundred may 
have gleaned fugitive bits which gain consistency by being pieced 
together. In either case, the story becomes the property of the 
negro population. If the n^oes could be made to tell what 
they know, there would not be a secret in the South. Thanks to 
their discretion, mysteries still exist — ^for white men. 

While modern thinkers have devoted much attention to the 
peculiarities of the East Indian, few have found time to study the 
characteristics of the Southern negro. Yet in the South more 
abundant and more reliable information is available by contact 
with the negro's daily life, than can be found among the secretive 
Hindoos where one depends largely upon records of questionable 
authenticity. A story is related of an English colonel in India, 
whose native servant told him of a battle taking place at that very 
moment hundreds of miles away through forest and jungle, de- 
scribing it stage by stage and finally giving the result. In the 
absence of telegraphic communications, it was only some days 
later that special couriers arrived, bringing the news precisely as 
the old Hindoo had announced it during the action. This is 
considered by some a proof of occultism because it comes from 
India, while others, for the self-same reason, denounce it as an 
absurd invention. Yet similar facts are observed, or might be 
observed, in the South whenever a noteworthy event occurs. 
The entire n^o community, to those dwelling in the remotest 
districts, is informed as quickly as if wireless telegraphy were in 
general use. How? Perhaps the answer will come when the 
n^ro is recognised as having a distinctive race-individuality 
worthy of attention and development, over and above his apocry- 
phal qualification of " good as a white man *\ But politicians do 
not like to envisage this aspect which conflicts with their doctrines. 
And philosophers prefer India and Buddhism to the New World 
and Christianity, because to speak of India intimates a wide ex- 
perience. A taste for Buddhism is out of the ordinary ; wherefore 
an intimate acquaintance with its laws enables one to assume an 
air of superiority over the Christian throngs that bristle with pre- 
judice, that have the impertinence to send missionaries out to the 
strongholds of Buddha, that have the folly of attending church on 
Sunday, and that lack mental force to the extent of letting a man 
get up in a pulpit and preach at them. Nevertheless, it is admis- 
19 
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sible for the said thinkers to have anti-Christian prejudices, and 
to lose no opportunity for enlightening the world and making 
proselytes in the strongholds of Christianity, and to assemble in 
halls at stated intervals to hear lectures on the ethics of Buddhism : 
all of which is, of course, quite different. And so, for the sake of 
politics or Buddhism, the negro's secret may never be sounded, 
and yet another mark will go down in the Loss page of nature's 
book, a counter-reckoning to some arduously achieved step of 
Progress. 

Rosella had laid aside her reserve to acquaint Mrs. Hadleigh 
with facts which might have proved valuable. Scorning all things 
and all men, she made a single exception for Mrs. Hadleigh, 
whom she still respected in her emancipated way ; for in her re- 
bellious nature there had lingered a strain of the devotion to old 
family ties which distinguished the last generation of negroes. 
By a sharp reply, Mrs. Hadleigh had unwittingly forfeited her only 
hope of ever learning the causes of her calamity. Rosella with- 
drew into her shell, and changed the subject. 

"Miss Harry, is yo' heah 'bout Miss Bessie? 'Pears dere's 
been a big fuss down to Pine Grove. Marse Billy done tu'n Miss 
Bessie an' Miss Laura out. Say he won't leave 'em live wid him 
no mo'." 

'* What has become of them ? " cried Rutherford in alarm. 

" God knows, Marse Rut' ; dey was a-roamin' roun' en de fid' 
all las* night a-moanin' like ghos'es, so's none o' de nigger couldn't 
sleep. Sam he heerd 'em say ez dey was comin' to de auction 
sale to-day fo' find some chayers fo' sit in an' res' some 'cause 
dey kint sit on de eart' atter de rain in dei' bes' clothes." 

" Rosella, are you sure of this ? " asked Mrs. Hadleigh. 

"Yassum, Miss Harry! Sure's a gun! All de nigger done 
know 'bout it sence yistiddy. Buck seen Caesar an* Caesar 
heerd 'em talk an* seed 'em go. Uh'll be back tereckly. Miss 
Harry. Uh got to go see how de auction sale gettin' on. Cupid 
Lee done bought Marse Rut's vases fo' ninety cents." 

Mother and son looked helplessly at one another when Rosella 
had gone. 

** No outrage was impossible with William Stolton," said Mrs. 
Hadleigh. " I have known of many disgraceful scenes there, of 
which I could say nothing. All the married life of poor Bessie 
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Stolton was leading up to this conclusion. Poor Bessie t Poor 
Laura! And that it should have come when we cannot help 
them!" 

'' Mother, the half of what we have can still be theirs," said 
Rutherford. "The humble roof which is to cover us will be 
better than absolute destitution. I can build a board partition to 
cut the cabin in half. I was ready to work for two, but I can 
work for four if one of the four is Laura. Mother, I love her ! " 

It was the first avowal he had made, and he had guarded his 
secret so well that his mother had not suspected his love. She 
remembered her ambitions for Dick, and her regrets when he 
would not heed her counsel. She called to mind all that was 
sweet and noble in Laura's nature. And she let Rutherford talk 
on, encouraging him until he sprang to his feet 

" I shall go out to find them now ! " he exclaimed. 

Mrs. Hadleigh laid her hand on his arm. It trembled even 
more than usual. 

"Could you— could you wait just an hour? It is foolish and 
selfish ; I should not think of myself; but I — I am afraid I could 
not bear to be alone while all this is — is going on. It would be 
better for me to be alone ; but I cannot face it." 

Meanwhile, the havoc continued downstairs. The parlour 
chairs had gone at prices varying from five to fifteen cents apiece. 
The round-topped colonial table had brought thirty cents. The 
book-case had been sold for a dollar, on the strength of a brilliant 
remark from the auctioneer that it would do admirably for kitchen 
shelves. All the books and ornaments, cast into a lot, were 
knocked down at eighty cents to Hezekiah Benton. 

The auctioneer passed into the dining-room, followed by the 
crowd. Rosie was seated upon the deal table, swinging her feet. 

"Comin* roun' here at last?" she said. "I'm goin' to do 
some buyin' here myself. Mr. Auctioneer, mind you don't put 
me up fo' sale ! I'm gunno stay on the table. I've been a-bum- 
min' roun' this here ole house all day till I'm that dead beat I 
don't know which end I'm a-stannin' on ! " 

The cane-bottomed chairs elicited the first genuine interest of 
the day. After some sharp bidding against Jasper Larkson and 
Reddy Curtis's father, Hiram Twigg secured the six for four 
dollars. Benny Benton the miller had had an eye on the kitchen 
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8afe» which came next ; but the auctioneer announced that it had 
gone to Mrs. Joyce for one dollar and ninety-five cents. The good 
lady again protested. 

'• I was btddin* for the deal table/' she aflirmed. 

*' Well, I wa'n't sellin' it," retorted the auctioneer. 

*'Now you see here, Mr. Whatever*your-name-is, this is the 

second time you've played me a trick like that *' began Mrs. 

Joyce. 

"Madam," rephed the auctioneer, drawing himself up, "my 
professional intq;rity is at stakes and I will not permit slander 
against it. I appeal to the ladies and gentlemen present Was 
the table put up for sale ? " 

" No, no ! " came in a chorus. 

"But I nodded at it! An* I've got a kitchen safe already! 
And I'll cut Harriet Hadleigh dead nex' time I meet her ! Aji' 
this is the first auction I ever came t o ■■ '* 

" It looks like it," commented the auctioneer. 

" An' it'll be the last," snorted Mrs. Joyce, flouncing indig- 
nantly out. 

" I hope it will be, if I'm in charge I " called the auctioneer 
after her. 

The sideboard was next proposed. Before the auctioneer had 
had time to speak, Billy Stolton intervened 

"Who'd load up his house with that abomination o' desola- 
tion ? " he sneered. There was a general laugh. 

" I'll bid five cenU fo' the ole thing," shouted Pete. 

" Five dollars ! " came an indignant voice from the door. 
All looked round. It was Laura Stolton with her mother. The 
two held their heads high, and passed Billy without a sign of 
recognition. 

There were no other bids for the sideboard, and the hammer 
fell. 

The spinet came after, and brought twenty-five cents from a 
touring undertaker, who said it would make an elegant baby's 
coffin and inquired if there were any more in the neighbourhood. 
An obliging by-stander said yes, plenty, but they weren't dead, 
yet. 

Then came the silver sugar-dish. This was the article for 
which Rosie had been watching. That sugar-dish was legendary 
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in Suffolk County. Had it been of massive gold, it could not 
have been more venerated. To own it would be a patent of 
nobility. Not a few worthy people had brought their pennies, 
averaging the extent of a dollaur, with trust in Providence to send 
them the coveted object. 

" One dollar," Rosie munificently proposed. There were numer- 
ous groans. The small bidders were set aside at the start. 

** Two," said Laura. 

"Three!" 

"Five!" 

"Six!" 

" Thirteen ! " After crying this, Laura held her breath. She 
and her mother, bringing together every cent of ready money they 
had, could muster only eighteen dollars; Billy had not been 
liberal. Laura had decided that the sideboard and the sugar- 
dish must be bought, since they meant more to Mrs. Hadleigh 
than anything else. The sideboard was already secured ; seeing 
Rosie's eagerness to possess the other, and knowing that vanity 
would not allow Rosie to make money a consideration, I^ura 
had named the utmost price, on the possibility of winning by 
bravado. 

Rosie opened her mouth to say no one ever knew what, for 
Pete clapped his hand over it. There was a suppressed gurgle, 
and the hammer fell. 

^I suppose I shall send them to Mr. Stolton's?" queried the 
auctioneer. 

**No/' said Laura, in a ringing voice. "Send them to Mrs. 
Prentice, at Pine Grove Plantation." And she left the room with 
her mother, having nothing more to spend. 

The auctioneer had reached the new kitchen, when the sen- 
sational event of the day occurred. A closely veiled woman ap- 
peared, and advancing to the front of the throng bought whatever 
was put up. She spent thirty dollars in chipped ironstone china 
plates and coarse glasses. She paid five dollars for three cheap 
prints on the wall. She acquired a two-legged stool for a dollar 
and a half, and a chair without a seat for three dollars. For Mrs* 
Hadleigh's rocking-chair she paid ten dollars, although both 
rockers were gone. 

The auctioneer asked her name. 
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''Address the things to Mrs. Hadleigh,** the stranger answered. 
^ Here is the money." She counted it out on the table. 

As they proceeded upstairs, the lady asked if the drawing-room 
had been sold. She expressed extreme r^ret at having arrived too 
late, but she atoned nobly. She bought recklessly. Old beds, 
mattresses, dressing-tables, wardrobes, chairs, frayed ends of mat- 
ting, everything seemed to take her fancy. She had soon spent 
nearly four hundred dollars, taking out silver or bank-notes after 
each purchase, and refusing to give her name, saying that it was 
suflfcient to know all should go to Mrs. Hadleigh. 

Inspired by her example, bids had become general. But she 
always surpassed the highest, irrespective of intrinsic worth. Bids 
ceased. She named her own prices, and bought on. The curiosity 
of the crowd was excited to the highest degree. Guesses Were rife 
as to her identity. - Bets were made. Substantial rewards were 
offered to any one who would jerk her veil aside, as by accident. 
** Who is she ? Who is she ? " the word was passed round. 

** The White Woman of Ivanhoe," declared Hezekiah Benton, 
always hazy as to literary characters, as he was to quotations, but 
never failing to impress his audience. 

'* Bet she's a bride tryin' to furnish her house, an' won't let on 
to it," said Hiram. 

** Bet she ain't. How much d'ye put up? " asked Pete. 

" Two to one. Here's two dollars." 

" More likely she's a lunatick," growled Billy Stolton. " Who'd 
buy this truck ? " The fact was that Billy himself had bought much 
of what was below, at ten or fifteen cents per article, through the 
agency of negroes bidding for him. He had counted on keeping 
the house furnished as it was for ten dollars at the most. The 
prospect of having to equip it afresh at shop prices was not grati- 
fying. His anxiety increased as the mysterious stranger's rapacity 
persisted unabated from room to room. He finally became 
desperate, and drawing the auctioneer aside, assured him that 
the proceeding was illegal. The auctioneer presuming to deny 
this, Billy used stronger arguments, and prevailed. Billy required 
that the veiled woman should declare her name and show her 
face. He was convinced that she would do neither ; for it must 
be Eleanor. 

The disappearance of Dick Hadleigh's widow had caused no 
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little comment in Suffolk County. The only limit imposed upon 
gossip was the absence of any explanation on her part, wherefore 
there was no definite point against which to direct an attack. 
The most unflattering versions encountered the widest popularity. 
That Mrs. Hadleigh had opposed the marriage, that all at Oak- 
dale had been miserably unhappy afterwards, that Dick had died 
in consequence of a scene with her, were accepted facts serving 
admirably as foundations for the most extravagant tales. Though 
it was known that Doc Howard had renounced his practice in 
order to study at the University, and that he was meanwhile with 
his parents, it was boldly asserted that he had eloped with Eleanor 
and the two were hiding somewhere in the North. Others had it 
that she had answered a call from a man in New York to whom 
she had once been engaged, and whom she had jilted to come and 
marry Dick, having found out how preferable Southern life was to 
Northern. When the news of Mrs. Hadleigh's disaster came, some 
went so far as to whisper that Eleanor had fled after robbing her 
benefactress, and they had known it all along, though they had 
not cared to say so. 

The idea that the mysterious stranger was Eleanor returned to 
buy Mrs. Hadleigh out after ruining her, had occurred to several, 
who communicated it from ear to ear. By the time Stolton 
appealed to the auctioneer, no doubt subsisted in anybody's 
mind. 

The auctioneer coughed 

'* Excuse me, madam, but my attention is brought to a provision 
which 1 had overlooked. At auction sales the purchasers are sup- 
posed to make themselves known." 

The lady was visibly perturbed. 

" I have paid, and I have given the name to which the things 
are to be addressed," she said. " That should suffice." 

" That's just the trouble," said the auctioneer. " You give the 
name of the lady who's holdin' the sale. There might be some 
irregularity. Suspicions have even been raised that this isn't a 
genuine sale." 

"So long as the articles are not bought by her " began the 

lady. 

" That remains to be proved," said the auctioneer. '* Who are 
you ? If you decline to answer, I must annul all sales made to 
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you to-day, and refund the money." The auctioneer already felt 
Billy's bank-notes in his palm. 

The lady hesitated an instant, and then, with a quick movement, 
cast her veil aside. She revealed a sweet aged £ice, framed in 
snowy hair. 

'' I am Mrs. Howard," she said. 

The auctioneer was dismayed. 

" Mrs. Howard," he stammered, ** how can I apologise ? " 

''You cannot," she said briefly, and left the house without 
awaiting the conclusion of the sale. Forgotten by all who had 
known her, she had thought to appear undetected, playing the 
fiury godmother for Eleanor's sake as well as for Harriet Had- 
leigh's ; and her romance being dispelled in tbe glare of vulgar 
curiosity, she fled back to the protection of her home, too deeply 
grieved even to accomplish her mission to the end. 

Laura and her mother had sought out Mrs. Hadleigh's refuge. 
They knocked at the door, Laura calling her name, and Ruther- 
ford opened. Without allowing her time to speak, he addressed 
her in the presence of his mother and hers. 

" Laura, once I appealed to you humbly, asking permission to 
share your life. To-day I ask as my right the privilege of pro- 
tecting you. The hovel in which mother and I are to live is not 
what should be offered to you ; but it will be a shelter for your 
mother and you until my toil can earn a better one. Laura, we 
know what has happened. Let half of ours be yours, and let me 
be all yours ! " 

Laura was crimson. To speak there, before people ! And to 
have to accept him ! For she could not refuse him again. Pain 
had ripened her for love ; and his nobility in defending her father 
against herself, concealing her shame even at the price of a lie, 
had rendered him dearer to her than all the world. But what 
could she say? 

He dropped on one knee and took her hand. 

" Laura, marry me ! " he pleaded. 

" Yes," she answered in a whisper, tingling in every nerve and 
blushing redder yet. 

Harriet and Elizabeth had looked away, too full of recollections 
of their own early days to be spectators of this love-scene. 

** We lacked a man's strength at Pine Grove," said Eliaabeth 
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when emotion allowed her to speak. " With you beside me while 
I live, dear Harriet, and with Rutherford to care for Laura now 
and when we are gone, I need have no more fear." 

" Pine Grove ? " gasped Rutherford. •• We heard you had been 
driven out ! " 

"No," she said. "Mr. Stolton and I have parted for ever. 
But Pine Grove is restored to me and to Laura." 

Rutherford rose from his knees, where he had remained with 
Laura's hand in his. 

" In that case," he said thickly, " I — I apologise for what I have 
said and done. A pauper cannot pretend to the mistress of Pine 
Grove. I — I beg your pardon, Miss Laura, and yours. Aunt — I 
mean, Mrs. Stolton. It was a misapprehension." 

" If children aren't the silliest things ! " exclaimed Elizabeth. 
" Rutherford, I*m not going to have my daughter jilted ! You 
have proposed to her in due form before two witnesses. I will 
hold you to it at — at the butt of a musket 1 " she declared reso- 
lutely, laughing through tears fast gathering in her eyes. " We came 
to o^er you both a home, Harry, since we now have one of our 
own.' 

There was a knock at the door and Rosella entered. 

" Uh's pow'ful sorry. Miss Harry, but Marse Billy done heah 
'bout de cabin, an' say ef we lef yo' move in, he won' tek Buck on 
de fahm. Poor Buck, he dasn't lef Marse Billy go back on 'em, 
an' he say, please ma'am, 'scuse him fom movin' out de cabin. Is 
yo* mind, Miss Harry ? " 

Mrs. Hadleigh's eyes sought her friend's in a long look of un- 
utterable gratitude. 

" Oh, no, Rosella ; it is all right," she said. 

" Tank ye, ma'am, Miss Harry. De sale been gettin' on fine. 
Mis' Howard done come, an' spen' free four hund'ed dollars. 
Buy up all de house ! " 

Harriet Hadleigh caught her breath. 

** I can pay Edward Leighton," she said, in a subdued voice. 
''I knew that when my cup was drained, God would grant me 
peace." 



CHAPTER XXVIII 

HOW GOD'S IN HIS HEAVEN, AND ALL'S RIGHT WITH THE 
WORLD 

MR. PEYTON HOWARD put down a letter which he had 
read for the twentieth time, and rang a bell standing on 
a small table at his elbow. 

''Ask Miss Eleanor to come," he said to the servant. 

He glanced again at the letter, laid it again aside, and rested 
back, looking out over the landscape. A haze hung on the broad 
green lawn. There was mist on his glasses also. Everjrthing 
about him was dreary and grey. Only in his old heart did a faint 
ray of light begin to gleam after a decade of hopelessness. 

"Yes, Mr. Howard?" 

He raised his head. Eleanor stood beside him. 

At a first glance, the two years or more which she had passed 
under his roof seemed to have changed her little in ways or in 
appearance. Yet as soon as she spoke or moved, one was 
conscious of a difference. The voice once so well modulated in 
each note of joy or of pain, was now of a sonority whose serene 
depths defied the varying waves of emolion. When she walked, 
her step was seen to have retained the elastic spring of youthful 
vigour, but her bearing had acquired a species of timidity con- 
trasting with her former assurance, and more suited to her 
womanly nature. She was clad in the simplest of gowns, plain 
grey with white lace at the throat, and her hair was coiled low on 
the neck, falling back in rich natural waves from the forehead. 
Those who saw her constantly knew that the comers of her lips 
rarely rose in a smile and never fell in sadness. The lines about 
her eyes, which had marked her displeasure, had vanished under 
the peaceful influences of the life she led. Only the eyes con- 

(298) 
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tained her history. The whole drama of a life, with its comedy 
and tragedy, lay there and looked forth, without bitterness or 
repining, without fear or exultation, only with realisation. 

" You have sent for me ? " she asked. 

•** I must have a long talk with you, my child," Mr. Howard 
said. "Sit here, near me." 

Before obejring she stooped to rearrange his cushions. 

" I shall miss that," he remarked, under his breath. If she had 
heard, she gave no evidence of understanding. 

" I received a letter to-day from Doctor Croman," Mr. Howard 
said. " It concerns — Robert." 

Eleanor had never before heard that name from Mr. Howard. 

" I should like you to read it," he said. He made no sign for 
her to take it, and she waited. 

"You have perhaps had news of him?" Mr. Howard asked 
presently. 

She flushed. 

"Yes." 

" Then you know something concerning his movements ? " 

*' Very little. He does not write about himself." 

" Then," said Mr. Howard, " you may be interested to learn 
that he received his diploma with the highest honours, and went 
to Norfolk to practise. He made a good start there. A few 
days ago Doctor Croman, whose health is failings invited him to 
become his partner and to succeed eventually to bis practice. 
Robert is already in Paulsville." 

" Who could have dared to hope for such good news 1 " cried 
Eleanor, clasping her hands. " I knew nothing of this." 

" I am not yet sure whether it be good news or not," said Mr. 
Howard dryly. " It depends. And now, read." 

The letter began abruptly, without salutation, and ran as 
follows : — 

*' During all these months that I have kept you advised of your 
son's daily life, not once have you alluded to him in your cor- 
respondence with me. I took silence as consent, and I continued. 
My last contained an announcement which should not have left 
you indifferent. Since it did, I see that I have been mistaken in 
you. This is a strange discovery to make after a close intimacy 
extending over half a century. I was wrong for fifty years, to be 
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oiUgbmed in Mmaoy boors. Idiougfatyoahadaibeut; Iloiow 
DOW that yoa have none 

** I approved joar course towards your son; I advised all means, 
howefer desperate, for bringing bim to bis senses, for awakening 
in bim bis hereditary pride and wortb, for forcing him into an 
bonoorable career. Bat now tbat he has fulfilled his duties as a 
son, and that you bare fidled in yours as a &ther, I condemn you 
as I condemned him. It might have been the port of prudence to 
say nothing while his term of probation lasted. But now that he 
has won his lioence, tbat be has inaugurated bis life as an honest 
man, tbat he has gained the respect of his fellow-prsctitioners, the 
case is altered. You may rest assured tbat it was not lightly I 
admitted him into partnership with me. I have watched him 
closely for the past two years. Exemplary conduct and exceptional 
ability compelled my confidence and my admiration. 

'' If you can renounce your son, I will not abandon a stranger 
whose late mending will render all the more arduous his persever- 
ance in the straight way. He may have in his nature more gener- 
osity than I. He may forgive. I will not. 

"I have the honour to be. Sir, 
" Yours truly, 

"Isaac Croman.'* 

" What have you to say ? " asked Mr. Howard 

« I — ^hardly know," Eleanor answered with embarrassment as she 
laid down the letter. 

«< Or—do you hardly dare ? You think litde better of me than 
he does, I warrant And yet, it is I who should have the right 
to reproach him, Isaac Croman, for inhuman conduct in com- 
promising the boy's future I " 

''Compromising? " echoed EleancM*. 

** Yes, by a premature guarantee of prosperity. Croman may 
not know, but do not you know, Eleanor, who have lived here like 
my child, that I remained obdurate because I knew that this alone 
could save him ? It was a slight chance, but it was better than 
none. He is of those whom prosperity ruins. His taste of it here 
began his downfoU, and harking back to that period later, when 
he experienced restricted means, he was pursued by its baleful 
memoiy. He was a soulless being, plunging into the abyss tbat he 
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had sought, when by God's mercy he met an influence strong and 
pure enough to restrain him, to draw him back in spite of himself, 
and to launch him in the path of duty and honour. This service 
which you rendered to him and to me has already made me your 
debtor for life. But I have something further to ask. As one 
influence alone helped him to become a man, so one alone can 
guide him now. Eleanor, you must marry him." 

She shrank back. 

" I cannot," she said faintly. 

" You acknowledged your love to him, and your every word and 
action betrays it to me. You have corresponded with him." 

" He has written twenty-three times asking me to marry him. 
He had my answer before he left, and I have never written to him." 

"Twenty-three times I Does that tell you nothing? Do you 
know that his inconstant nature could not concentrate upon the 
same subject for one day? Does this not show how profoundly 
his spirit is stirred at last ? ** 

** I have never doubted his love," said Eleanor. " Nor has he 
doubted mine." 

" And yet you will not marry him ? Do you not see that only 
you, who have accomplished this much, can hope to do the rest ? " 

" I could not make him happy." Eleanor's voice had not for 
an instant departed from its even calm. 

** Put happiness out of the question, then. His soul has passed 
through the fire, and has come forth purified. He has withstood 
the first tests. The second harder ones are at hand. Will you 
forsake him ? " 

There was a brief silence, and he resumed : — 

" No one has the right to ask a woman to reform a man. 
Tragedies constantly occur because a young girl is ignorant 
enough to think that by the main force of her love she can tear a 
man from his former life. No reform can come, save from within. 
What springs firom without is not worth the price of another's 
efibrts or tears. But when one, obeying instinct or influence 
has evoked a good impulse from his own inner being, and has 
raised himself, then is the time for outside assistance to have 
weight. 

"The wrench that pulled Robert from his irresponsibility was 
so violent that he was hardly aware of the revulsion requiredt and 
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carried on by the impetus, he has run the first span in the race 
Only now must come the complete understanding, the heroic 
endeaTOur on his part He is left struggling without an object ; 
and to this danger is added the more treacherous one of fsLcUi- 
tated success. He will not sink to where he was before ; he will 
plunge headlong into the depths. His reckless indifferent spirit 
wiU return as surely as at present it has gone. For my experience 
in life is, that nothing is changed in character, nothing can be 
rooted from it Only the currents are deflected. If the deflection 
be superficial, the old channel will be found again, whatever may 
be the precautions taken. If a deep channel be found, then there 
is hope of continuance, but never the certainty except with 
constant care. Leave to itself the current of that boy's life 
during the next few years, and it will be as though nothing had 
been done. All help which I might offer would be worse than 
useless. The thought that wealth and comfort await him, would 
remove from his soul the curb of responsibility recently imposed. 
Were I alone in the world with him, I should give to the poor 
every cent that I own, and infirm as I am, I should cast myself 
upon him for support, confident that he would earn my livelihood 
and his salvation. But to sacrifice myself thus would mean 
sacrificing another to whom I owe more than I do to him. As 
matters stand, you alone, Eleanor, can hold out a helping hand. 
Willyourefiiseit?" 

" I^cannot help him. I am unworthy," said Eleanor. " Were 
I to marry him, I should be his curse." 

"My child " Mr. Howard's voice became very tender — 

" there is not an incident in your life or thoughts, since you came 
here more than two years ago, which has escaped me. I have 
seen you under all circumstances, with never-varying temper, 
always the woman with high ideals which she knew to apply. I 
have seen you wrongly blamed, and you neither resented then nor 
triumphed afterwards. I have seen you tried and exhausted, and 
you neither complained nor faltered. I have seen you come 
morning after morning and go night after night with the same 
serene countenance, the same quiet voice, the same cheerful word, 
the same ready wilL I know you, Eleanor, as you may not know 
yourself. And I ask you, I implore you, to marry the man you 
love*; for my sake, for his, for yours I" 
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" Mr. Howard, you tear my heart in two t How can I resist 
such an appeal ; and yet, how can I yield i " 

She rose and went to the window. He kept silence, confident 
that her own sense of right would be his best advocate. She 
stood thus long, very long, her hands clasped behind her, looking 
out over the fields as she had that last day with Robert. Every 
detail of their conversation was fi*esh in her mind, familiar from 
much repetition. Only the conclusions differed as she turned to 
Peyton Howard. 

'' Since I cannot refuse, and cannot loyally consent,'' she said, 
** let me put my fate in the hands of one who will conceal nothing 
that is against me, and yet who may be just. Have Mrs. Hadleigh 
questioned concerning her life with me ; tell her that I unseal her 
lips, to say what she will ; hear her out, and then judge me. You 
have seen me at my best ; I had no cares here. Let her who has 
known me at my worst, in pain, in despair, yes, even in want, now 
speak." 

"And if, after hearing, my mind is unchanged?" asked Mr. 
Howard. 

" I shall obey you." 

** I was convinced that you would not fail me, once the scruple 
was cleared from your supersensitive conscience," said Mr. Howard. 
''And now that you have consented to sacrifice yourself for 
Robert's sake, let me tell you that your lot will not be so hard. 
You shall leave here without understanding in regard to my 
money, and you shall receive nothing from me until sufficient time 
has elapsed to assure Robert's future by arduous, genuine labour. 
He shall never have a penny from me, as I have sworn. But his 
wife shall not suffer. He must not know this now. But when 
the worst of his trouble is over, and he finds that the woman who 
brought him honour has also brought him wealth, he will not have 
cause for repining." 

** Until you have seen Mrs. Hadleigh, accept nothing as certain," 
Eleanor said 

** Ah ! You think my mind may change ? And if it does ? " 
asked Mr. Howard. 

" Then it were better that I should leave. You have been most 
kind, and have made me very happy here; but perhaps my 
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greatest solace has been the confidence you have in me. When you 
lose that, I should suffer too much to remain." 

*' You place me in a strange predicament. I lose you either 
way. It is Scylla or Charybdis." 

" Scylla for him, or Charybdis for me/' said Eleanor as she 
went out. 

In her room upstairs Eleanor closed the door and stood awhile, 
scarce knowing what she did. It was all ended. There could come 
but one verdict from Mrs. Hadleigh. She had done her simple duty. 
Her two years of unbroken peace and relative happiness were fled, 
to be interred with all that had formed the brightness in her life. 

Unconsciously, she began to pack. Each object that she 
touched symbolised these months which would soon be a mere 
memory. Her very clothes were due to her bene&ctors, either 
thoughtful attentions from them, or else bought with money paid 
by them — and for what services I For living with them as a 
spoiled child, for playing cribbage and talking with Mr. Howard, 
for assisting Mrs. Howard in the insignificant duties of a house 
filled with perfect servants, for doing an occasional bit of sewing, 
and for being the rest of the time simply herself, comings going, 
speaking, acting as she willed. 

She opened the trunk given to her by Mrs. Howard who from 
the kindness of her heart always had to be giving somethings how- 
ever remote its usefulness might seem. " I hope you will never 
have occasion to use it except as a chest, my dear," Mrs. Howard 
had said. Eleanor would gladly have passed the remainder of her 
life in this quiet house, with its undisturbed atmosphere a century 
or two old. She had enjoyed the seclusion, staying like the 
Howards ever within the gates. She saw now that it was a selfish, 
almost a dangerous existence. The world called to it all men 
and women of goodly intent to fight not against the bad, who 
might have their good, but against evil in the abstract, which 
could be rooted out by the combined forces of abstract righteous- 
ness alone. She denounced in spirit the principle of isolation. 
But she had tasted this life, and how blessed was its sweetness ! 

She took from the bottom of the trunk a bundle of letters, all 
written in the same hand, all unreasonably long, all parting in the 
folds from frequent reading. 

''Since I have renounced him, and since after to-night his 
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parents will approve my attitude, have I the right to keep them ? " 
she asked herself. 

The scruple had arisen before. Thrice had she held the lighted 
match in her hand to destroy them, and each time her heart had 
failed. She sat on the bed and spread out the letters before her, 
arranging them in chronological order and reading each line 
slowly. What passionate appeals they were, what yearning of love 
in every word ! Not a thought for himself, save in his relation to 
her ; only his soul-absorbing adoration, and the constant invoca- 
tion to her as his divinity. She marvelled at her own force of 
character in resisting so stead&stly. Some day she would take 
out these letters, and read them, and waver, and yield. She now 
bad before her a duty not only to him, but to her benefactor. 
Gathering her treasures, she kissed them and placed them in the 
hearth. She felt as if she were committing murder. It was cruel 
to put them out of the world. Could his writing perish thus, with 
nothing of hers to rise with it in smoke ? 

A thought struck her. It was silly girlish sentimentality, absurd 
in a woman of her age and experience, she told herself. Yet she 
did not feign resistance. Taking the scissors from the toilet-table, 
she cut a long lock of her hair, bound the letters with it, and light- 
ing a match, watched the whole bum until it fell in a heap of 
greyish black ashes. 

Eleanor did not go down to supper. She felt no need for food. 
Aunt Susan came up to aslt if she were unwell. She said no ; only 
not hungry. She refused the old negress's offer to bring up some- 
thing. She could not eat. 

She went to bed from force of habit, although she knew she 
could not sleep. The rising sun found her dressed and seated by 
the window. 

At half-past seven somebody knocked. Eleanor opened the 
door, and admitted Aunt Susan bearing a tray. 

" Good mawnin'i Miss Eleanor. Marster said you was goin' by 
de ten o'clock train, so I brung up your breakfas' an' come to axe 
if I can help wid your packin'." 

" It is all done, thank you, Aunt Susan," said Eleanor. 

So it had come. Eleanor had known that it would ; but it was 
harder than she had thought. They had then not even been will- 
ing that she should share this last meal with them I . 
ao 
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Ciniage wheels soanded in the drive. Yet, it was some distance 
to the station. She put on her hat Two negroes came to take 
down the tmnk. As in a dream she followed them. Surely Mrs. 
Howard would be there to say one parting word ! No ; the hall 
was deserted They were letting her go without farewell. It 
seemed hard only because it came from them. She deserved no 
better. She stopped a moment in the drawing-room. On Mr. 
Howard's table were pen, ink and paper, which he had used the 
day before. She wrote : *^ May God bless and comfort you both, 
as you have blessed and comforted me "• 

At the station she took out her purse. 

**The trunk is to be checked through to New York," she said 
to die coachman. " Where is the ticket-office ? " 

** Dis train ain't go no ftirder'n PaulsviUe. You got to change 
dere. Marster done tell me fo' get yo' ticket fo' PaulsviUe." 

He held the money in his hand She might have been spared 
this, she thought 

''Thanks. I can pay," she said. 

In the train she sat looking absently through the window. She 
had no fear for the future. She had learned self-control and self- 
reliance. She could hold her own with the world. All that stung 
was the reflection that those who had been her providence should 
have turned against her. That she should go was necessary, 
certainly ; she had recognised this before Mr. Howard had done 
so. Only, it might have been a more merciful parting. They 
might have allowed her the privilege of thanking them, of bless- 
ing them. What was there in her which changed to stone the 
hearts put in contact with hers ? She was subjected to the haunt- 
ing presence of the Erynnies, perpetuated down through the 
centuries, after Greek mythology had perished, after (keek civil- 
isation had been lost, only the law of relentless punishment on 
earth surviving. 

She started up. The car was empty save for horselfl They 
were in a station. She had been oblivious of time and event. 
It must be PaulsviUe. 

A man had entered the car, and was coming down the aisle 
towards her. She stood aside to let him pass, and he stopped. 
Her eyes were on the floor, and her thoughts were far away. Still 
he did not move. She advanced to brush past him. As she did 
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so, she looked up, drawn by a hypnotic force. It was Robert 
Howard. 

" No I " she said. " No ! Your father has sent me away from 
his home. I told you I was unworthy. He knows it now. Do 
not speak to me. Leave me I " 

He gave her a telegram. Her hands shook as she held it. 
The words danced before her. 

" Meet the ten o'clock train, and may you be worthy of the 
wife I am sending you. She is your sole hope and your only 
fortune. 

"Peyton Howard." 

Eleanor caught her breath. 

" Then ? " she could not find words to question. Nor he to 

answer. Taking her in his arms, he hurried her into a carriage 
which had been waiting. She obeyed Uke a child. All resistance, 
all will-power had fled. They stopped before a house, and she 
got out as she was told. She heard the name of Croman, but she 
did not heed it She spoke to some one, not knowing what she 
sjud. She was in another world, looking down on this one, and 
not understanding. 

She found herself in a room alone with the man she loved. 
Full consciousness suddenly returned. Into her ears he was 
pouring a mad declaration of passionate love, of life-long devotion. 
She let her head fall on his shoulder. 

" Robert, if it were not for one thought, I could be yours with- 
out more hesitation. I have lived three years under the sword of 
a revelation always threatening, and only the surer to come the 
longer it was delayed. Nothing can be hidden in the world; our 
sin must find us out. Were I to marry you now, were you to 
exercise your profession, were the world to be kind to me, an 
awftd day would come when the serpent's tongue of scandal would 
turn upon me, when my sad story would pass from mouth to 
mouth. Your reputation would be eclipsed with mine ; you can- 
not, shall not, compromise your future by taking a felon for a wife. 
If all Paulsville knew my story, if I could look men and women 
squarely in the face as I pass, and feel this one my fnend and 
that my foe, I should marry you, Robert, hoping to make your 
happiness as I know that you would make mine. But I will not 
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sacrifice your career, even at your father's command. If I was 
weak in yielding, I am brave again now. The shock of meeting 
you here, and finding that your father had been merciful where 
I thought him only just, has tried me. I must rest a day, since 
Mrs. Croman is kind enough to keep me. You may see me 
again to-night I cannot say more now. But to-night — ^it will be 
fiuewell. No, Robert ; while telling you to go, 1 shall not say 
good-bye. I shall take your hand in mine frankly, calmly, like 
that of an old, true friend, and with a smile on my lips I shall 
see you go, saying good-night as if we were to meet to-morrow. 
Only these few stupid years of earthly life can come between us ; 
and after, if our love has been true, our souls will call to one 
another through infinity." 

The entire day Eleanor remained listlessly in the drawing-room. 
Her hosts were very kind and considerate ; they had understood 
her need to be alone. In the late afternoon she watched the 
golden rays of the setting sun as they lay across the floor like bars 
of gold. She had felt Robert near her during all these hours. 
His presence was so palpable that repeatedly she had turned, 
expecting to find him. She saw him enter like a ghost through 
the door, gliding towards her. The illusion was so strong that 
she was almost deceived into believing it real. 

'' I have come to hold you to your promise," he said. 

She stared at him, bewildered. It was he in the fiesh. 

** You said that all you feared was the Sword of Damocles," he 
continued. « Read that" 

She was still dazed. He had to close her fingers over the copy 
of the evening newspaper which he put in her hand. He pointed 
to a paragraph, but her eyes did not follow. He read aloud : — 

" The many friends of Dr. Robert Howard, formerly of Howard 
County, and now of this city, will be interested to hear that his en- 
gagement has been announced to Mrs. Hadleigh, widow of the late 
Mr. Richard Hadleigh, of Oakdale Plantation, Suffolk County, and 
well known in Paulsville. Mrs. Hadleigh was Miss Eleanor van 
Osten, of New York, niece of Henry van Osten, whose financial 
difficulties and sensational death several years ago are still fresh in 
the public mind. Mr. van Osten's creditors even attempted to 
involve his niece in the general prosecution after his death, but that 
project had to be abandoned, owing to the absence of all evidence 
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against her. Dr. Howard is the son of Mr. Peyton Howard, of 
Broad Lawn, Howard County, and came to Paulsville recently to 
practise medicine as the associate of our esteemed fellow-towns- 
man. Doctor Isaac Croman, whose professional skill has reflected 
glory on his native state." 

''It's contrary to all the local customs," said Robert, ''and 
to-morrow 111 have to thrash the editor, though I promised I 
shouldn't be hard on him. But the sword has &llen. You were 
right ; it was better for public opinion to be faced. If it is to be a 
fight, it will be an open fight in which we shall win ! " 

Eleanor clung to him, trembling* 

''Robert, what have you done? I am' frightened for your 
sake!" 

" For my sake? Why, dear girl, a dozen men came up to con- 
gratulate me as I was bringing the paper back to you. What does 
it matter to them if Henry van Osten failed like scores of other 
capitalists, and if his creditors tried to attack you as they would 
anybody ? Was not the prosecution against you dropped ? Good 
heavens, a man might accuse me, here in Paulsville, of murdering 
the King of England in London, and I don't think a jury would 
even bother to acquit me ! That is just your case. There are 
always old cats whose business it is to follow up such things and 
create all the trouble they can ; but by the time they do, it will be 
ancient history, and everybody will claim to know more than they 
do, by citing the simple facts as published here. The paper is 
going like wildfire, and between the two of us, we have even 
accomplished a stroke of genius I " 

He took her in his arms. 

" Your grief is ended, my own ! " he cried. " Hereafter, only 
happiness, unending, infinite 1 " 

" Oh, Robert! " she said, "dare I be happy again, even with 
you? The disheartening struggles; the helplessness alternating 
with the consciousness of power ; the dark nights following days 
of hope ; the uncertainty, the misery, the treachery that dim the 
sun in the skies, that take the bloom from the flowers, that dull 
light, and beauty, and pleasure 1 The influences pass, their causes 
are forgotten ; existence falls back into its beaten path ; but some- 
thing is gone. More happiness comes, but it does not hold its 
capacity for enjoyment ; one feels weary, and grown old. And 
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though life itsdf may be good, the awful Understanding of life has 
dawned in its true light of trial and temptation. No, Robert; 
that is not nuM'bid pessimism. I may not be glad as others are, 
but I hare found a realm of gladness all my own. The most 
enduring quality of faith and happiness must come from the 
beaten soul that has weathered the storm, but which still knows 
that God's in his heaven, and all's right with the world ! " 

He stooped and reverently kissed her hand. 

** Yes— for the world is you I " 
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With numerous Illustrations from Busts, 

Gems, Cameos, etc. Sixth Edition, Royal 

Zvo, 10s, 6d, net, 
A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. With 

numerous Illustrations by A. T. Gaskin. 

Third Edition, Cr. Zvo. Buckram, 6s. 
OLD ENGLISH FAIRY TALES. With 

numerous Illustrations by F. D. Bbdpokd. 

Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. Buckram. 6s. 
THE VICAR OF MORWENSTOW. Re- 

▼ised Edition. With a Portrait. Third 

Edition, Cr. Zvo, v. 6d. 
A BOOK OF DARTMOOR: A Descriptive 

and Historical Sketch. With Plans and 

numerous Illustrations. Second Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
A BOOK OF DEVON. Illustrated. 

Secotid Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
A BOOK OF CORNWALL. Illustrated. 

Second Edition. Cr, Zvo, 6s, 
A BOOK OF NORTH WALES. lUns. 

trated. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
A BOOK OF SOUTH WALES. Illustrated. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
A BOOK OF BRITTANY. Illustrated. Cr. 

Zvo. 6s. 
A BOOK OF THE RIVIERA Illustrated. 

Cr, Zvo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
A BOOK OF THE RHINE: From Cleve 

to Mainz. Illustrated. Second Edition. 

Crown Zvo, 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also oublished. 
A BOOK OF THE PYRENEES. With 

94 Illustrations. Crown Zvo. 6s, 
A Cobnaal Edition is also published. 



A BOOK OF GHOSTS. With 8 lUustn. 

tions by D. Murray Smith. Second Edi' 

tion, Cr, Zvo, 6s, 
OLD COUNTRY LIFE. With 67 lUnstra- 

tions. Fi/th Edition, Large Cr, 800. 6s, 
A GARLAND OF COUNTRY SONG: 

Enslish Folk Songs with their Traditional 

Melodies. Collected and arra<u|ed by S. 

Baring-Gould and H. F. Shbppard. 

Demy 4to, 6s, 
SONGS OF THE WEST: Folk Songs of 

Devon and ComwalL Collected from the 

Mouths of the People. ByS.BARiNG*GouLD, 

M.A.,and H. Flbbtwood Shbppard, M.A. 

New and Revised Edition, under the musical 

editorship of Cecil J. Sharp, PxiLcipal of 

the Hampstead Conservatoire. Large im- 

^rial Zvo. 5«. net. 
A BOOK OF NURSERY SONGS AND 

RHYMES. Edited bv S. Baring-Gould, 

and Illustrated by the Birmigham Art 

School. A New Sdition. Long Cr, Zvo. 

sj. 6d, net. 
STRANGE SURVIVALS AND SUPER- 

STITIONS. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 

as, 6d. net, 
YORKSHIRE ODDITIES AND 

STRANGE EVENTS. New and Revised 

Edition, Cr. Zvo, sx. 6d. net. 
See also Little Guides. 
Barker (Aldred P.). See Textbooks of 

Technology. 
Barker ( .). M.A. (Late) Fellow of Merton 

College, Oxford. THE POLITICAL 

THOUGHT OF PLATO AND ARIS- 

TOTLE. Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d. net. 
Barnes (W. B.), D.D. See Churchman's 

Bible. 
Bamett (Mrs. P. A.). See Little Library. 
Baron(R. R. N.X M.A. FRENCH PROSE 

COMPOSITION. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 

ax. 6d, Key, y. net. 
See also Junior School Books. 
Barron (H. M.X M.A.> Wadham College, 

Oxford. TEXTS FOR SERMONS. With 

a Preface by Canon Scott Holland. 

Cr. Zvo. y. 6d. 
Bartholomew (J. Q.), F.R.S.E. See C G. 

Robertson. 
Bastable (C. P.X M.A THE COM- 

MERGE OF NATIONS. Fourth Ed. 

Cr. Zvo. as. 6d. 
Bastlan (H. Charlton), M.D., F.R.S. 

THE EVOLUTION OF LIFE. Illus- 
trated. Demy Zvo. 7/. 6d. net, 
Batjon (Mrs. Stephen). A CONCISE 

HANDBOOKOFGARDBN FLOWERS. 

Fcap. Zvo, 3«. 6d, 
Batten (LorinffW.),Ph.D.,S.T.D. THE 

HEBREW PROPHET. Cr.Zvo. 2M>6d. net. 
Bayl^ (R. ChUd). THE COMPLETE 

PHOTOGRAPHER. With over loo 

Illustrations. Second Ed. With Note on 

Direct Colour Process. DemyZvo.xos.6dnet. 

Beard (W. S.). EASY EXERCISES IN 

ALGEBRA. Cr.Zvo. is.6d, Sttjnmas 

Examination Series and Beginner's Books. 
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B9^i^hH9mm\ THOUGHTS ON 
HUMTlNU Milftl by J. Otno Pag«t. 

Kod IWimntal by G, H- Jau^akd, Sterna 

&«£||faNl mimMi>» See LlUk libranr. 

Ifcwblnff (H. €.X H.A.. CanpQ af W«tt- 
iiw . N» lilk^iTir* of DeirDttciii» 
Mtt«r9ld}. MASTEK WO REEKS. 

ji(Jac«&K WALChjUES ON TIIE 

SrrKR SENSUAL LIFE. Edited by 

B*ll fHM. AA THE SKiRTS OF THE 
t- K li A T C I T V. Sfcntd £^. Cr. %vq. 6*. 

B*U« miUI«X M.P. FARIS. With 
Ma[K And lijkittrstioiif. Sreatid Edi/ioM, 
Kfrittd* Cr. BPiff* fit- 

HILLS AND THE SEA- Stcend Sditt^m, 



)llot(H,H.Lli,M,A. THEINNERAND 

MIDDLE TEMPLE. With tJiimerous 



»(W. H.X M.A. A PRIMER OF 
THE BIBLE. Fourth Ed. Cr. 9pa. 9s.6d. 

BMiaeCt(W. H.)uidA4Mi<nrn¥. PA A 
BIBLICAL INTRODUCTION. Ffiurtk 
Editwn, Cr. Btw, ?«• 6d. 

Bmuoh (AfvhbUhop) GOD'S BOARD: 
Communion Addresses. Second Editum. 
Fcmp, 8tv. 3«. &/. !*#/. 

B«i^a (A. C.X M.A. S«e Oxford Bio- 
graphies. 

BMJon (R. M.). THE WAY OF HOLI- 
NESS: a Devotional Commentary on the 
xi9th Psalm. Cr. 8va sf. 

Bernard (B. R.), M.A.. Canon of Salisbury. 
THE ENGLISH SUNDAY. Fcaf, 8w. 
\s. 6d, 

Bertouch (BaroneM de). THE LIFE 
OF FATHER IGNATIUS. Illustrated. 
Dimv Zvo. xof. 6d. net. 

Beraete (A. de). See Classics of Art. 

BethaiB-Bdwards (M.). HOME LIFE 
IN FRANCE. Illustrated. Fourth and 
Chtaptr Editum, Crown Svc, 6s, 
A Colonial Eklition is also published. 

Bettaune-Baker (J. P.)i M.A. See Hand- 
books of Theology. 

BIdez (M.). Bee Byzantine Texts. 

Bifl:ffi(C. R. D. ), D. D. See Churchman's Bible. 

BlBdley (T. Herbert), B.D. THE OECU- 
MENICAL DOCUMENTS OF THE 
FAITH. With Introductions and Notes. 
Second Edition, Cr. Zvo. ts, net, 

Binna (H. B.). THE LIFE OF WALT 
WHITMAN. Illustrated. Demy 8vo. 
xor. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is alsopublished. 

Binyon (Lawrence). THE DEATH OF 
ADAM, AND OTHER POEMS. Cr. Ztfo, 
y. 6d. net. 
See also W. Blake. 

Blmstingrl (Ethel). See Little Books on 
Art. 

Blair (Robert). SeeLP.L. 

Blake CWiUiam). THE LETTERS OF 
WILLIAM BLAKE, tooether with a 
LiPB BY Frbdbkick Tatham. Edited 



from the Orii^nal Maoiascripts, with as 
Introdoctioa and Notes, by Aschibalj> G. 
B. R08SILU With za Illustrations. 
DouKf 8e#* 9x. 6m/. net, 
ILLUArATIONS OF THE BOOK OF 
10B. With a General Introduction by 
Lawxbncb Binyon. Quarto, zxj. net* 
See also LP.L. and Little Ubcary. 

M.A. See Library of 



Devocioiu 



(B.), 

(J. Harvey), M.A. SHAKE- 
SPEARE'S GARDEN. Illustrated. 
Fea^ 8cv. y. 6d. ; leeUher, ^. 6J, net. 
See also Antiquarir's Books 

BlOttet (Henri). See Beginner's Books. 

Boardmao (T* H.), M.A. See Textbo<dcs 
of Science. 

Bodlcy (J. B. CX Author of France.' THE 
CORONATION OF EDWARD VII. 
Demjf 8tv. six. net* By Command of the 

°fgeort«). D.D. THE SOUL'S 
LGRIIdAGE r Devotional Readings 
fr(Ma his writings. Selected by J. H. Burn, 
B.D., F.R.S.E. Demy T6mo. as, 6d. 

Beiw(CardilMl)i See Library of Devotion. 

Boon (P. C). See Commercial Series. 

Borrow (Oeorge). See Little library. 

Boa (J. Ritzema). AGRICULTURAL 
ZOOLOGY. Translated by J. R. Ains- 
WORTH Davis, M.A. With 155 Illustrations. 
Cr, 8cv. Third Editwn, 3*. 6d. 

Bottinff (C. OA B.A. EASY GREEK 
EXERCISES. Cr. 8tw. as. See also 
Junior Examination Series. 

Bovltin8:(W.) TASSO AND HIS TIMES. 
With 34 Illustrations. DentySvo, 10s. 6d 
net. 

Boalton<B. S,\ M.A. GEOMETRY ON 
MODERN LINES. Cr. 8ew. at, 

Bottlton (Wliliam B.). THOMAS 
GAINSBOROUGH With 40 Illustra- 
tions. Second Ed, Demy&vo. 7S,6d.nei. 

SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS, P.R.A. With 
49 Illustrations. Demy boo. ys, 6d. net. 

Bowden(E. M.). THE IMI'TATION OF 
BUDDHA: Being Quotations from 
Buddhist Literature for each Day in the 
Year. Fi/th Edition. Cr. i6nto, as.6dL 

Boyd-Carpenter (Margaret). THE 
CHILD IN ART. Ulnstiated. Second 
Edition. Large Crown Zvo. 6s, 

Boyle (W.). CHRISTMAS AT THE ZOO. 
With Verses by W. Boylb and 24 Coloured 
Pictures by H. B. Neilson. Su/er Royal 
i6mo. 9S. 

Brabant (P. O.), M.A. See Little Guides. 

Bradley (A. Q,) ROUND ABOUT WILT- 
SHIRE. With 30 inustrations of which 

. X4are in colour by T.C.GoTCH. Second £d. 
Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

Bradley (J. W.). See Little Books on Art. 

Braid (James) and Others. GREAT 
GOLFERS IN THE MAKINa By 
Thirty>Four Famous Players. Edited, with 
an Introduction, by Henry Leach. Wiih 34 
Portraits. Second Ed. Demy Zvo, ^s.6d.net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
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Brailslord (H. N.). MACEDONIA: 
ITS RACES AND ITS FUTURE. 
Illustrated. Demy %vo. ras. 6</. neU 

Brodrick (Mary) and Morton (Anderson). 
A CONCISE HANDBOOK OF EGYP- 
TIAN ARCHAEOLOGY. Illustrated. Cr, 
Bvff. 3S. 6d. 

Brooks (B. B.), B.Sc. See Textbooks of 
Technolo^. 

Brooks (B. W.). See Byzantine Texts. 

Brown (P. H.), LLD., Fraser Professor of 
Ancient (Scottish) History at the University 
of Edinburgh. SCOTLAND IN THE 
TIME OF QUEEN MARY. Demy Zvo. 
•js. 6d. net. 



TRY NOTE-BOOK FOR MATRICULA 

TIOJN AND ARMY CANDIDATES 

Easier Experiments on the Commoner 

Substances. ' Cr. ^to. is. 6d, net 
Browne (Sir Thomas). See Standard 

Library. 
Brownell (C. L.). THE HEART OF 

JAPAN. Illustrated. Third Edition. 

Cr. Zvo, 6s. ; aisa Demy Sva. 6d. 
Browning: (Rol>ert). See Little Library. 
Buckland (Francis T.). CURIOSITIES 

OF NATURAL HISTORY. Illustrated 

by H. B. Neilson. Cr. Zvo. y. ^d. 
Backton (A. M.) THE BURDEN OF 

ENGELA : a Ballad-Epic. Second Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 3*. 6d. net. 
KINGS IN BABYLON. A Drama. Crown 

Zvo. IS. net. 
EAGER HEART: A Mystery Play. Sixth 

Edition, Cr. &w. i*. net. 
Budffe (B. A. WaUis). THE GODS OF 

THE EGYPTIANS. With over loo 

Coloured Plates and many Illustrations. 

Two Volumes. Royal Zvo. £3* 3S.net. 
Balst(H. Massac). THE MOTOR YEAR 

BOOK AND AUTOMOBILISTS' 

ANNUAL FOR 1906. Demy Zvo, 7s. 6d. 

net. 
Bull (Paul). Army Chaplain. GOD AND 

OUR SOLDIERS. Second EdiHon. 

Cr. 8ev. 6f . 
BuUey(Miss). See Lady Dilkc. 
Banyan (John). THE PILGRIM'S PRO- 
GRESS. Edited, with an Introduction, 

by C H. Firth, M.A With 39 Illustra. 

tions by R« Anning Bell. Cr. 8cv. 6f. 
See also Library of Devotion and 

Standard Library. 
Burch (O. J.), M.A., F.R.S. A MANUAL 

OF ELECTRICAL SCIENCE. lUus- 

trated. Cr. 8w. «• 
Bargess(Oelett). COOPSAND HOWTO 

BE THEM. Illustrated. Small tdo. 6s. 
Burke (Bdmund). See Standard Library. 
Bum (A. B.). D.D., Rector of Handsworth 

and Prebendary of Lidifield. 
See Handbooks of Theology. 



Burn (J. H.), B.D. THE CHURC^H- 
MAN'S TREASURY OF SONG. 
Selected and Edited by. Ecafi Bvo, 3X. 6d, 
net. See also Library of Devotion. 

Bumand (Sir P. C). RECORDS AND 
REMINISCENCES. With a Portrait by 
H. V. Herkomer. Cr, Bvo. Fourth and 
Chea^ Edition. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Bums (Robert), THE POEMS OF. Edited 
by Andrew Lang and W. A Craigib. With 
Portrait. Third Edition. Demy Bvo, gilt 
tap, 6s. 

Bumside (W. P.), M.A OLD TESTA- 
MENT HISTORY FOR USE IN 
SCHOOLS. Third Edition, Cr, Bvo, 
3s. 6d. 

Burton (Alfred). SeeLP.L. 

Bussell (P. W.), D.D., Fellow and Vice 
! Principal of Brasenose College, Oxford. 
CHRISTIAN THEOLOGY AND SO- 
CIAL PROGRESS: The Bampton 
Lectures for 1905. Demy Bvo jos. 6d,.net, 

Butler (Joseph). See Standard Library. 

Caldecott (Alfred), D.D. See Handbooks 
of Theology. 

Calderwood (D. S.), Headmaster of the Nor- 
mal School, Edinburgh. TEST CARDS 
IN EUCLID AND ALGEBRA. In three 
packets of 40, with Answers, xs. each. Or 
in three Books, price zd., zd., and 3^. 

Cambridge (Ada) [Mrs. Cross}. THIRTY 
YEARS IN AUSTRALIA Demy Bvo. 
7S. 6d. 

Cainninir (Qeorffe). See Little Library. 

Capey (B. P. H.). See Oxford Biographies. 

Careless (John). See I. P. L. 

Cariyle Hlionias). THE FRENCH 
REVOLUTION. Edited by C R. L. 
Fletcher, Fellow of Magdalen College, 
Oxford. Three Volumes. Cr. Bvo. iBs. 

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF OLIVER 
CROMWELL. With an Introduction 
by C. H. Firth, M.A, and Notes and 
Appendices by Mrs. S. C. LoMAS. Three 
Volumes. Demy Bvo. xBs. net, 

Carlyle(R. M. and A. J.), M. A See Leaders 
of Religion. 

Channer (C. C.) and Roberts (M. B.). 
LACEMAKING IN THE MIDLANDS, 
PAST AND PRESENT. With 16 full- 
page Illustrations. Cr. Bvo. 2s. 6d. 

Chapman (S* J.). See Books on Business. 

Chatterton (Thomas). See Standard 
Library. 

Chesterfield (Lord), THE LETTERS OF, 
TO HIS SON. Edited, with an Introduc- 
tion by C. Strachey, and Notes by A. 
Calthrop. Two Volumes. Cr. Bvo. 12s. 

Chesterton(O.K.). CHARLES DICKENS. 
With two Portraits in photogravure. Fi/lh 
Edition, Demy Bvo. 7s, 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Chllde(CharlesP.)|B.A., F.R.C.S. THE 
CONTROL OF A SCOURGE^ Or, 
How Cancer is Curable. Demf Bvo, 
7s. 6d. net. 
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ChrUttan (P. W.). THE CAROLINE 
ISLANDS. With many Illustrations and 
Maps. Dtmy Bvo, 12s. 6d, net, 

Cicero. See Classical Translations. 

Clarke (P. A.), M.A. See Leaders of Religion. 

Clausen (Oeorve), A.R. A., R. W.S. AIMS 
AND IDEALS IN ART : Eight Lectures 
delivered to the Students of the Royal 
Academy of Arts. With 32 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Large Post Zvo. y, net. 

SIX LECTURES ON PAINTING. First 
Series. With 19 Illustrations. Third 
Edition, Large Post Zvo. y. 6d. net. 

Cleather (A. L.). See Wagner. 

Clinch (O.). See Little Guides. 

Clouffh (W. T.). See Junior School Books 
and Textbooks of Science. 

Clonston (T. S.), M.D., C.C.D., F.R.S.E., 
Lecturer on Mental Diseases in the Uni- 
versity of Edinburgh. THE HYGIENE 
OF MIND. With 10 Illustrations. Fourth 
Edition. Demy Zvo. 7 j. 6d. net. 

Coast (W. a.), B.A. EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN VERGIL -Cr.8w. ax. ' 

Cobb (W. P.), M.A. THE BOOK OF 
PSALMS : with a Commentary. Demy Zvo. 
xos. 6d. net, 

CoIerid8:e(S.T.). POEMS OF. Selected 
and Arranged by Arthur Symons. With 
a photogravure Frontispiece. Fta^, Zvo, 
2s. 6d, net. 

CoUingwood (W. O.), M.A. THE LIFE 
OF 7OHN RUSKIN. With Portraits. 
Sixth Edition. Cr. Zvo. as. 6d. net. 

CoIUns (W. B.), M.A. See Churchman's 
Library. 

Colonna. HYPNEROTOMACHIA POLL 
PHILI UBI HUMANA OMNIA NON 
NISI SOMNIUM ESSE DOCET 
ATQUE OBITER PLURIMA SCITU 
SANE QUAM DIGNA COMMEMO- 
RAT. An edition limited to 350 copies on 
handmade paper. FoUo, £3. 3s. fiet. 

Combe (Wiinam). Seel.P.L 

Conrad Uoseph). THE MIRROR OF 
THE SEA: Memories and Impressions. 
Third Edition. Cr,Zvo^ 6s. 

Cook (A. M.), M.A.,andMarchant(C. B.), 
M.A. PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Selected from Greek and 
Latin Literature. Fourth Ed, Cr.Zoo. y.ed. 

LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. ThirdEd. Cr.Bvo. is.6d. 

Cooke-Taylor (R.W.). THE FACTORY 
SYSTEM. Cr.Bvo. 2s. 6d. 

CoreUI (Marie). THE PASSING OF THE 
GREAT QUEEN. Second Ed. FcaA Ato. is. 

A CHRISTMAS GREETING. Cr.4to. is, 

Corkran (Alice). See Little Books on Art. 

Cotes (Bverard). SIGNS AND POR- 
TENTS IN THE FAR EAST. With 24 
lUustraticMis. Second Edition, Demy Zvo. 
ys, 6d. net. 

Cotes (Rosemary). DANTE'S GARDEN. 
With a Frontispiece. Second Edition. 
Fcap, Zvo, su. 6di leather, 3s, 6d, net, 

BIBLE FLOWERS. With a Frontispiece 
and Plan. Fcap, Zvo, 2s, 6d. net. 



Cowley (Abraham). See Little Library. 
Cowper (WlUiamX THE POEMS OF. 

E(Uted with an Introduction and Notes by 
J. C Bailby, M.A. Illustratedi including 
two unpublished designs by Wilxiam 
Blakb. Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d, net. 

Cox (J. Charles), LL.D., F.&A. See Little 
Guides, The i^tiquary's Books, and Ancient 
Cities. 

Cox (Harold), B.A., M.P. LAND 
NATIONALISATION AND LAND 
TAXATION. Second Edition revise^/. 
Cr. Zvo. 3s. 6d. net, 

Crabbe (Oeorgre). See Little Library. 

CraigIe(W. A.). A PRIMER OF BURNS. 
Cr. Zvo, as. 6d. 

Craik (Mrs.). See Little Library. 

Crane (Capt. C. P.). See Little Guides. 

Crane (Walter). AN ARTISTS RE- 
MINISCENCES. Second Edition, 

Crashaw (RichardX See Little Library. 

Crawford (P. O.). See Mary C. Danson. 

Crofts (T. R. N.), M.A. See Simplified 
French Texts. 

Cross (J. A.), M.A. THE FAITH OF 
THE BIBLE. Fca/. Zvo. as. 6d, net. 

Cruikshank(0.). THE LOVING BAL- 
LAD OF LORD BATEMAN. With zz 
Plates. Cr, x6mo. is. 6d, net. 

Crump (B.). See Wagner. 

Cunlifte (Sir P. H. BA Fellow of All Souls' 
CoUegc, Oxford. THE HISTORY OF 
THE BOER WAR. With many Illus- 
trations, Plans, and Pcnrtraits. In a vols. 
Quarto. 15s. each. 

Cun3rn8:hame (H. H.), C.B. See Connois- 
seur's Library. 

Cutts (B. L.X D.D. See Leaders of Religion. 

Danieil (O. W.), M.A. See Leaders of 
Religion. 

Danson (Mary C.) and Crawford (P. O.). 
FATHERS IN THE FAITH. Fcap. 

Dante. "lA COMMEDIA DI DANTE. 

The Italian Text edited by Paget Toynbee, 

M.A.,D.Litt. Cr.Zvo. df. 
THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. 

Translated into Spenserian Prose by C. 

Gordon Wright. With the lulian text. 

Fcap, Zvo, as. bd net. 
See also Paget Toynbee, Little Library, 

Standard Library, and Warren-Vernon. 
Darley (Oeorge). See Little Library. 
D' Ar(7 (R. v\ M.A. A NEW TRIGOK- 

OMETRY FOR BEGINNERS. With 

numerous diagrams. Cr, Zzw. as, 6d. 
Davenport (Cyril). See Connoisseur's 

Library and Little Books on Art. 
Davey (Richard). THE PAGEANT OF 

LONDON With 40 Illustrations in 

Colour by John Fullbtlovb, R.I. InTwo 

Volumes, Demy Zvo. xv. net, 
Davis (H. W. C), M.A., Fellow and Tutor 

of Balliol College, Author of ' Charlemagne.' 

ENGLAND UNDER THE NORMANS 

AND ANGEVINS : zo66-z273. With Maps 

and Illustrations. Demv Zvo, tos. 6d. net. 
Dawson (Nelson)* See Connoisseur's Library. 



General Literature 



Second Edition, Fcap, 



Oa^vson (Mrs. N.). See Little Books on 

Art. 
Deane (A* C.)* See Little Library. 
Dearmer (Mabel). A CHILD'S LIFE OF 

CHRIST. With 8 Illastrations in Colour 

by £. Fortescub>6rickdalb. Large Cr, 

Bvo. 6s, 
Delbos (Leon). THE METRIC SYSTEM. 

Demosthenes. AGAINST CONON AND 

CALLICLES. Edited by F. Darwin 

Swift, M.A Second EdiHoi 

Zvo. as. 
Dickens (Charles). See Little Library, 

I.P.L., and Chesterton. 
Dickinson (Bmlly). POEMS. Cr. Zvo. 

4S. 6d. net, 
Dicldnson (O. L.). M.A, Fellow of King's 

College, Cambridge. THE GREEK 

VIEW OF LIFE. Sixth Edition, Cr, 

Svo, 2X. 6d. 
Dllke(Lady), BuUey (Miss), and Whitley 

(Miss). WOMEN'S WORK. Cr, 8vo, 

2S. 6d. 
Dillon (Edward). See Connoisseur's Library 

and Little Books on Art. 
Ditchfleld (P. H.), M.A., F.S.A. THE 

STORY OF OUR ENGLISH TOWNS. 

With an Introduction by Augustus 

Tbssopp,D.D. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Extant at 

the Present Time. Cr. Bvo. 6t. 
ENGLISH VILLAGES. Illustrated. Second 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. xr. 6d. net. 
THE PARISH CLERK. With 31 

Illustrations. Third Edition, DemyZvo, 

ns. 6d. net. 
i>ixon (W. M.), M.A A PRIMER OF 

TENNYSON. Second Edition, Cr.Bvo. 

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO 

BROWNING. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo, 

2s,6d 
Doney(May). SONGS OF THE REAL. 

Cr. Bvo. 3«. 6d. net. 
A volume of poems. 
Douglas (James). THE MAN IN THE 

PULPIT. Cr. Bvo. 2*. 6d, net, 
Dowden (J.X D.D., Lord Bishop of Edin. 

burgh. See Churchman's Library. 
Drage (Q.). See Books on Business. 
Driver(S. R.),D.D.,D.C.L., Canon of Christ 

Church, Regius Professor of Hebrew in the 

University of Oxford. SERMONS ON 

suBjEcrrs connected with the 

OLD TESTAMENT. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
See also Westminster Ck>mmentaries. 

Dry(Wakelin8:). See Little Guides. 

Dryharst (A. R.). See Little Books on Art. 

Du Buisson (J. C), M.A See Churchman's 
Bible. 

Dngttid (Charles). See Books on Business. 

Ottmas (Alexanders MY MEMOIRS. 
Translated by E. M. Waller. With Por- 
traits. In Six Volumes, Cr, Bvo, 6s, each. 
Volume I. 



Dunn (J. T)., D. Sc. , and Mundeila (V. A.). 
GENERAL ELEMENTARY SCIENCE. 
With 114 Illustrations. Second Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 3J. 6d, 

Dunstan (A. B.), B.Sc See Junior School 
Books and Textbooks of Science. 

Durham (The Barl of ). A REPORT ON 
CANADA With an Introductory Note 
Demy Bvo, 4^. 6d. net. 

Dutt(W. A.). THE NORFOLK BROADS. 
With coloured Illustrations by Frank 
SouTHGATE. Second Edition, Cr, 8w. 
6s. 

WILD LIFE IN EAST ANGLIA. With 
16 Illustrations in colour by Frank South- 
gate, R.B.A Second Edition. Demy 
Bvo. js. 6d. net. 
See also Little Guides. 

Barle(JohnX Bishop of Salisbury. MICRO- 
COSMOGRAPHIE, or A PIECE OF 
THE WORLD DISCOVERED. Post 
i6mo. sx net. 

Edmonds (Major J. B.). See W. B. Wood. 

Edwards (Clement), M.P. RAILWAY 
NATIONALIZATION. Second Edition 
Revised. Crown Bvo. as. 6d. net. 

Edwards (W. Douglas). See Commercial 
Series. 

Bgan (Pierce). See LP. L. 

Beerton (H. B.), M.A. A HISTORY OF 
BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. New 
and Cheaper Issue. Demy Bvo. is. 6d. net, 
A (^lonia) Edition is also published. 

Bllaby (C. O.). See Little Guides. 

BUerton (P. O.). See S. J. Stone. 

Bliwood (Thomas), THE HISTORY OF 
THE LIFE OF. Edited by C G. Ckump, 
M.A Cr, Bvo. 6s, 

Bpictetus. See Aurelius. 

Erasmus. A Book called in Latin EN- 
CHIRIDION MILITIS CHRISTIANI, 
and in English the Manual of the Christian 
Knight. 

From the edition printed by Wynken de 
Worde, 1533. Fcap. Bvo. y. 6d. net. 

Palrbrother(W. H.), M.A. THE PHILO- 
SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. Second 
Edition, Cr. Bvo. y. 6d. 

Pea (Allan). SOME BEAUTIES OF THE 
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. With 
8a Illustrations. Second Edition. Demy 
Bvo, x%s, 6d, net, 

Perrier (Susan). See Little Library. 

Fldler (T. Claxton), M.Inst. C.E. See 
Books on Business. 

Fielding: (Henry). See Standard Library. 

Finn (S. W.), M.A See Junior Examination 
Series. 

Firth (J. B.). See Little Guides. 

Firth (C. H.). M.A CROMW£LL*S 
ARMY: A History of the English Soldier 
during the Civil Wars, the Commonwealth, 
and the Protectorate. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
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(O* WA M.A. ANNALS OF 

SHREWSBURY SCHOOL. Ulnstimted. 

PlU<teraM(B4ward). THERUBAIyAt 
OF OMAR KHAYYABL Printed from 
ilM rttth Md Ust Edidoik With ft Com- 
oMotary by Mn. Stbphbm Batson, «nd a 
Biogrsohf of Omtf by £. D. Rosb. CV. 
•r^. «r. See alto ICiniattire Librarr. 

PltsO«rald(H. P.> A CONCISE HAND- 
BOOK OF CLIMBERS, TWINERS, 
AND WALL SHRUBS. lUnitnued. 
Fct^ 8n«u «r. 6d. mgi, 

PItspatrick (5. A. CX See Ancient Cities. 

Pleclnr(W. H.X M.A., D.CL., Headmaster 
of the Dean Close School, Cheltenham. 
THE STUDENTS PRAYER BOOK. 
Thb Tbxt or MoRNurc and Evkning 
Pratsx and Litany. With an Introduc- 
tion and Notes. Cr, Sew. at. 6^ 

HiaCA. W.X M.A., WUUam Dow Professor 
of Political Boonomv in M'GUl University, 
Montreal ECONOMIC PRINCIPLES. 
D^mjf 8ev« jt. 6d, fui. 

P«rte0CiM<Mra. 0.>. See Little Books on Art. 

Pnser (David). A MODERN CAM- 
PAIGN ; OR, WAR AND WIRELESS 
TELEGRAPHY IN THE FAR EAST. 
lUnstrated. Cr, Sva. 6#. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Pnuer (J. P.V ROUND THE WORLD 
ON A WHEEL. With loo Iliustratioas. 
Fifth EdiH9i^ Cr,9na* «f. 

Prench (W.X M.A. See Textbooks of 
Science. 

Preodenrelch (Bd. von). DAIRY BAC- 
TERIOLOGY. A Short Manual for the 
Use of Students. Translated by J. R. 
AiNSWoitTH Davis, M.A. Stc«nd Edititn, 
Rtvisgd, Cr, Bva. ax. 6d. 

Pniford (H. W.), M.A. See Churchman's 
Bible. 

OallalMf <D0 and StMid (W. J.). THE 
COMPLETE RUGBY FOOTBALLER, 
ON THE NEW ZEALAND SYSTEM. 
With an Account of the Tour of the New 
Zealanders ui England. With 35 Illustra- 
tions. Stcand EdL Dtmy 9va, 7/. 6d, ntt, 

Qalllcli«ii(W. M.). See Little Guides. 

OamlMdo (Geoffrey, Esq.). SeeLP.L. 

Qukell (Mrs.). See Little Library and 
Standard Library. 

OMquet, the Right Rev. Abbot, O.S.B. See 
Antiquary's Books. 

aeorflre(H. B.), M.A. .Fellow of New College, 
Ojrford. BATTLES OF ENGLISH HIS- 
TORY. With numerous Plans. F4mrth 
EdlUon. Revised, with a new Chapter 
including the South African War. Cr. 8cv. 
3*. &/. 

A HISTORICAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE 
BRITISH EMPIRE. Second Editi<m. 
Cr, 8w. 3*. 6d. 

OlbUnsfH. do B.), Litt.D., M.A. IN- 
DUSTRY IN ENGLAND : HISTORI- 
CAL OUTLINES. With s Maps. Fi/ith 
EdiHoH, Demy 8cv. loj. td. 



THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY 0.' | 
ENGLAND. FourUeuth Editwtt. R;. 
vised. With Maps and Plans. Cr, ^00, y, 

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. 
Stcotid Editiam, Cr, Svo. ^,6d. 

See also Commercial Series and R. ^ 
Hadfield. 

iBdwturA. THE DECLINE AND 
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRL 
Edited with Notes, Appendices, and Map:, 
by J. B. Busy, M.A^ Litt.D., Regius Pro- 
fessor of Greek at Cambridge. /» Sevm 
Vclmm€s, DemyZtw. Gtiitc!p,Zs,6d,€ac*. 
Alto, Cr» 8cA 6s, each. 

MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE AND WRIL 
INGS. Edited by G. Birksbck Hilj, 
LL.D Cr, Ztw, 6s. 
See also Standard Libmry. 

QlbMMl (B. C. S.X D.D., Lord Bbhop o' 
Gloucester. See Westminster Commentaries 
Handbooks of Theokigy, and Oxford Bio 

OIIborC(A. R.). See Little Books on Art. 
QlOM (M. RO and Wyatt (Kate M.). A 

B<X)K OF ENGLISH GARDENS. 

With 94 Illustrations in Colour. Demy 

Zvom los. 6d, tuU 
Oodfrnr (Blizabeth). A BOOK OF RE- 

MEMBRANCE. Edited 1^. Fca^ Zva. 

us, 6d» ftet* 
Qodley (A. D.l M.A., Felbw of Magdalen 

College, OxTord. LYRA FRIVOLA. 

Fourth Edition, Fcap, Zvo, %s, 6d. 
YERSES TO ORDER. Seeomd Edsiion, 

Fcap. 8ev. ar. 6d, 
SECOND STRINGS. Fca^, 8c>v». ax. 6d. 
Qoldtiitfth (OUver). THE VICAR OF 

WAKEFIELD. Fca^, ^omo. With zo 

Plates in Photogravure by Tony Johannot. 

ZteatkiTt as, 6£ net. 
See also I.P.L. and Standard Library. 
Goodrich-Proer (A.). IN A SYRIAN 

SADDLE. Demy 8tv. p. 6d, net, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Gortt (Rt. Hon. Sir John). THE CHIL. 

DREN OF THE NATION. Second 

Edition. DomyZvo, 'js.6d.nei, 
Qoodce (H. L.X M.A., Principal of Wells 

Theolo^cal College. See Westminster Com- 
mentaries. 
arabam (P. Anderson). THE RURAL 

EXODUS. Cr.Zvo. 2s. 6d. 
Granger (P. SO* M.A, LittD. PSYCH- 
OLOGY. Third Edition. Cr. ^00, 9S. 6d. 
THE SOUL OF A CHRISTIAN. Cr.Zvo, 6s. 
OraY(B. M*QiieeiO. GERMAN PASSAGES 

FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Cr. 

Zve, 2s, 6d, 
Ornr(P. LA B.Sc. THE PRINCIPLES OF 

MAGNETISM AND ELECH'RICITY: 

an Elementary Text-Book. With zSz 

Diagrams. Cr, 9vo. yt, 6d. 
Oreeo (Q. BoOUand), M.A, late Fellov 

of Stjohn's College, Oxon. NOTES ON 

GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. 

Second Ed. revised. Crown 9vo. 3s. 6d. 
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Qreen (E* T.), M.A. See Churchman's 

Library. 
OreenldgeCA. H. J.)> M.A. A HISTORY 
OF ROME: From 133-104 B.C. Demy 
9vo. tos. 6d. net 
Oreenwell (Dora). See Miniature Library. 
Qre^ry (R. A.). THE VAULT OF 
HEAVEN. A Popular Introduction to 
Astronomy. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 2s, 6d. 
Qrezoryr (Miss B. C.)> See Library of 

Devotion. 

arubb(H. O* See Textbooks of Technology. 

amnui(M. L). A BIRTHDAY BOOK. 

New and cheaper issue. Royal %vo, ks. net. 

Haddon (A. CX ScD., F.R.S. HEAD- 

HUNTERS BLACK, WHITE, AND 

BROWN. With many Illustrations and a 

Map. Demy Zvo, xv. 

HadfIeld(R. A.) and Qibblns (H. de B.X 

A SHORTER WORKING DAY. Cr. 

SzH>, 2S. 6d. 

Hall (R. N.) and Neal (W. a.). THE 

ANCIENT RUINS OF RHODESIA. 

Illustrated. Second Edition^ revised. 

Demy %V0» zosw 6</. net. 

Hall (R. N.). GREAT ZIMBABWE. 

With numerous Plans and Illustrations. 

Second Edition, Royal Svo. lor. 6d, net. 

HamUton (P. J,\ D. D. See Byzantine Texts. 

Hammond (J. L.). CHARLES JAMES 

FOX. DemySvo, 10s, 6d. 
Hannay (D.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 
THE ROYAL NAVY, 1200-1688. Illus- 
trated. Demy 9vo, 7*. 6d. each, 
Haminr (James O.j, M.A. THE SPIRIT 
AND ORIGIN OF CHRISTIAN 
MONASTICISM. Cr,%vo, 6s, 
THE WISDOM OF THE DESERT. Fcap, 

Zvo, 3<. 6d, net* 

HanUe(Martln)« See Connoisseur's Library. 

Hare (A. T.X M.A. THE CONSTRUC- 

TION OF LARGE INDUCTION COILS. 

With numerous Diacnmms. Demy Bvo. 6s. 

Harrison (CUffford). READING AND 

READERS. Eca/. Zvo, us, 6d, 
Harvey (AlfrodX M. B. See Ancient Cities. 
HawthomeCNathaniel). See Little Library. 
HEALTH, WEALTH AND WISDOM. 

Cr, Bvo, IS, net. 
Heath (Prank R.X See Little Guides. 
Heath (Dndloy). See Connoisseur^s Library. 
Hello (Bmest). STUDIES IN SAINT. 
SHIP. Translated from the French by 
V. M. CRAWFOitD. Fcap 8w. 3*. 6d. 
Henderson (B. W.X Fellow of Exeter 
CoU«ge, Oxford. THE LIFE AND 
PRINCIPATE OF THE EMPEROR 
NERO. Illustrated. New and cheaper 
issue. Demy Btfo. ns. 6d. net, 
AT INTERVALS. FcapBvo. u. 6d.net. 
Henderson (T. P.). See Little Library and 

Oxford Biocraphief. 
Henderson (T. P.), and Watt (Prands). 
SCOTLAND OF TO-DAY. With many 
Illustrations, some of which an in colour. 
Second Ediii^n, Cr, ivo. 6s. 



Henley (W. B.). ENGLISH LYRICS. 

Second Edition, Cr. Bvo, as. 6d, net, 
Henley (W. E.)and WhIbley (C.) A BOOK 

OF ENGLISH PROSE. Cr, Bvo, 2s, 6d. 

net. 
Henson (H. H.), B.D., Canon of Westnunster. 

APOSTOLICCHRISTIANITY: As lUus- 

trated by the Epistles of St. Paul to the 

Corinthians. Cr, Bvo, 6s, 
LIGHT AND LEAVEN : Historical and 

Social Sermons. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
Herbert (Oeorge). See Library of Devotion. 
Herbert of Cherbary (Lord). See Minia- 
ture Library. 
Hewlns (W. A. S.), B.A. ENGLISH 

TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE 

SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. Cr, Bvo, 

as.6d. 
Hewitt (Bthel M.) A GOLDEN DIAL 

A Day Book of Prose and Verse. Ecap, 

Bvo, 2f. 6d, net. 
Hearwood (W.). PALIO AND PONTE: 

A Book of Tuscan Games. Illustrated. 

Royal Bvo. 2js. net. 
See also St. Francis of Assisi. 
Hill (Clare). See Textbo^s of Technology. 
Hill (Henry), B.A., Headmaster of the Boy's 

High School, Worcester, Cape Colony. A 

SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC. 

Cr. Bvo, ss. 6d. 
Hind(C. Lewis). DAYS IN CORNWALL 

With 16 Illustrations in Colour by William 

Pascob, and 20 Photographs. Second 

Edition, Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
A Colonial Bklition is also published. 
Hirst (P. W.) See Books on Business. 
Hoare(J. Douglas). ARCTIC EXPLORA. 

TION. With x8 Illustrations and Maps. 

Demy Bvo, 7s. 6d, net, 
Hobhoase(L. T.), Fellow of CCC, Oxford. 

THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. 

Demy Bvo. 10s, 6d, net. 
Hob8on(J.A.),M.A. INTERNATIONAL 

TRADE : A Study of Economic Prmciples. 

Cr, Bvo, as. 6d, net, 
PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. Sixth Edition, 

Cr. Bvo, as. 6d, 
THE PROBLEM OF THE UNEM- 

PLOYED. Third Edition. Cr.Bvo. as.6d. 
Hodefcln Cr.)p BC.L. See Leaders of 

ReTiaton. 
HodffsonCMra. W.) HOW TO IDENTIFY 

OLD CHINESE PORCELAIN. Second 

EiiitiOH. Pest Stw» 6j* 
Ho^g CThomBB Jefferion). SHELLEY 

AT OXFORD. With an Introduction by 

R- A, Streatfhtld. Fcap. ^vo. as. net, 
HoldcQ^StOiie <0. d«). Sec Books en 

Businci&a. 
Holdlch (Sir T. H,), K.C.t.E. THE 

INDIAN BORDERLAND: being a 

Personal Record of Twenty Years. Illus- 
trated. DemyBvo. ips. 6a. net. 
A Oolooial Edition is also published. 
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M«M0w«rtli (W. S.). M.A. A HISTORY 
OP ENGLISH LAW. /• 7Vw l^^lmmis, 

mUaad (H. 8€««CX Ouno of St. Paul's 
Se« LibntfYof I>evoUon. 

CBMtty). THE SECRRT OF POPU- 
LARITY: How to Achkv* Socua Suooeis. 
Cr. 80». 11. 6d. tut 
A Colooial Edition U tho pobllshed. 

IMy«ik*{Q.J.). THE COOPERATIVE 
MOVEMENT TO-DAY. FomrthSdiiiaH. 
Cr, 8m. m. 6d, 

HoM(N«thnilel J.X See Antkn»rT'> Books. 

Hcppoer* See Littlo Galleries. 

HMrace. See CbasioJ Tnmslatioos. 

H«rsb«rtta(a U 8A M.A. WATERLOO : 
A Namtive and Critkiatii. With P^ms. 
Sicand Edition, Cr. Soo. 5/. 
See also Oxford Biogvapoies. 

Harth(A. C.). See Textbooks of Technology. 

HortMi(R.P.XD.D. SeeLMdenoTReligioii. 

llMto(Alcsunider)i MANCHURIA. With 
lUustnuions aod a Bfapw Stc^nd BdiH^, 
D€my 8tw. jt, 6d, mi. 
A Colonial SditioD is ako pnUished. 

H«W (P. D.> SIX GREAT SCHOOL- 
MASTERS. With Portraits and Illustra- 
tions. Sicond Edition, DtmsfZoo. lu 6d. 

HoweU (A. Q. Perrws). FRANCISCAN 
DAYS. Translated and arranged I/. Cr, 
8vtf. 3t. 6<il Mti, 

HoweU (O.). TRADE UNIONISM-Nbw 
AND Ou). Fourth Edition, Cr, Bvo. 
2S. 6d, 

Hudson (Rpbort). MEMORIALS OF A 
WARWICKSHIRE PARISH. Illustrated. 
Demjf 9vo, tit. mot, 

Hondas (Sir Wmteoi). K.CB., O.M., 
D.C.L., F.R.S. THE ROYAL SOCIETY ; 

ox, SCIBNCB IN THB StaTB AND IN THB 

Schools. With 95 Illustrations. fFido 
Royal ^00, At. 6ii. not. 

Hughes (C. B.). THE PRAISE OF 
SHAKESPEARE. An English Antho- 
logy. With a Preface by Sidnby Leb. 
Demy 8vo. y. 6d. net. 

Hushes (Tbomas). TOM BROWN'S 
SCHOOLDAYS. With an Introduction 
and Notes by Vbxnon Rbndall. Leather. 
Royal ytmo, 2s. 6d. net, 

Hutchinson (Horace O.) THE NEW 
FOREST. Ilhutrated in colour with 
50 Pictures by Waltex Tyndalb and 4 
by Lucy Kbmp*Wblch. rhird Edition, 
Cr. %vo. 6t. 

Hutton (A. W.). M.A. See Leaders of 
Religicm and Library of Devotion. 

Hutton (Bdwurd). THE CITIES OF 
UMBRIA. With many Illostradons. of 
which 90 are in Colour, by A. Pisa. Third 
Edition, Cr,Zvo. 6r. 

A CcJonial Edition b tiso published. 

THE CITIES OF SPAIN. Third Edition. 
With many Illustrations, of which 34 are in 
Colour, byA. W. Pimincton. DemyZvo. 
ts. 6d. net. 



FLORENCE AND NORTHERN TUS- 
CANY. With Coloured Illustrations by 
WiLUAM Paxkinson. Cr. 800. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

ENGLISH LOVE POEMS. Edited witli 
an Introduction. Fea^. 8cw. jr. 6d. ntL 

Hutton (R. H.). See Leaders of R^igion. 

HnttonJW. H.X M.A. THE LIFE OF 
SIR TbOMAS MORE. With Portraits. 
Second Edition. Cr,%no. s^ 
See also Leaders of Religion. 

HjtfoCA.a) GEORGE HERBERT AND 
HIS TIMES. With 33 Illustrations. 
Demy Sew. zor. 6<1 net, 

HyottfP. AA A SHORT HISTORY OF 
FLORENCE. Demy %vo, 7s, 6d, net. 

Ibsen (Henrllc). BRAND. A Drama. 
Trasslated by Wiluam Wn^soK. Third 
Edition, Cr, 8tw. y, 6d, 

Inge (W. R.X M.A.. Fellow and Tutor of 
Hertfotd College. Oxford. CHRISTIAN 
MYSTICISM. The Bampton Lectures for 
1809. Demv Ztw, lu, 6d. net. See also 
limuy of Ijevotion. 

InnesCA. D.X M.A. A HISTORY OF THE 
BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and 
Plans. Cr, 9vo. 6t, 

ENGLAND UNDER THE TUDORS. 
With Maps. Second EdiHoH. I>tmy Zvo. 
lot, 6d. net. 

Jnckson (C B.X B.A. See Textbooks of 
Science. 

Jackson (8.x M.A. See Commercial Series. 

Jsckson (P. Hamilton). See Lhtle Guides. 

Jacob (P.X M.A. See Junior Examination 
Series. 

James (W. H. N.^ A.R.C.S., A.LE.E. See 
Textbooks of Technoloer. 

Jeans (J. Stephen). TRUSTS, POOLS, 
AND CORNERS. Cr, Zvo. :is, 6d. 
See also Dooks on Business. 

Jeffreys<D.Owyn). DOLLY'S THEATRI 
CALS. Descnbed and IHostratod with n 
Coloured Pictures. SuperRoyal t^mo. 9sM> 

Jonks (B.)b M.A., Reader of Law in the 
University of Oxford. ENGLISH LOCAL 
GOVERNMENT. Second EdiHon, Cr. 
Zvo. as. 6d, 

Jenner (Mrs. H.). See Little Books on Art 

Jennings (Oscar), M.D.» Member of the 
BibUographical Society. EARLY WOOD- 
CUT INITIALS, containing over thirteen 
hundred Reproductions of Pictorial Letters 
of th« Fifteenth and Sixteenth Centuries. 
Demy^to. axs, not. 

Jessopp<Aagllsttt8X D.D. See Leaders of 
Rehgion. 

Jevons (P. B.X M.A., Litt.D., Principal of 
Bishop Hatfield's Hall, Dnriiam. ^E- 
LIGION IN EVOLUTION. Cr. Zvo. 
3/. 6d. net. 

See also Charchman's Library and Hand- 
books of Thec4ogy. 

Johnson nyirB*Birliam). WILLIAM BOD- 
HAM TONNE AND HIS FRIENDS. 
Illustrated. Demy Zvo, ror. M. net. 
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Johnston (Sir H. H.), ICCB. BRITISH 
CENTRAL AFRICA. With nearly 200 
I lltistrations and Six Mape. Third Ediiion, 
Cr. 4/<». x8*. fuU ^ 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Jones (R. CroBiptoiOi M.A POEMS 
OF THE INNER LIFE. Selected by. 
T'ktrteenth Edition, Fca^,%V0, 9S,6d,net. 

Jones (H.)* See Commercial Series. 

Jones (H. P.)* See Textbooks of Science. 

Jones(L. A. Atherley).K.C., M.P. THE 
MINERS' GUIDE TO THE COAL 
MINES REGULATION ACTS. Cr, Bvo. 
as, 6d. net. 

COMMERCE IN WAR EayalStw, ais.net. 

Jonson (Ben). See Standard Library. 

Juliana (Lady) of Norwich. REVELA. 
TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. Ed.byGRACE 
Warrack. Second Edit, Cr. 8vo, 3s, 6d. 

Juvenal. See Classical Translations. 

« Kappa.' LET YOUTH BUT KNOW; 
A Plea for Reason in Education. Cr, %vo, 
3s. 6d. net. 

Kaulmann (M.). SCK:IALISM AND 
MODERN THOUGHT. Second Edition, 
C/-. %vo. as. 6d. net. 

Keating: (J. P.), D.D. THE AGAPE AND 
THE EUCHARIST. Cr. 8vo. y.6d. 

Keats (John). THE POEMS OF. Edited 
with Introduction and Notes by £. de Selin- 
court, M.A. Second Edition, Demy 8uo. 
7S, 6d. net. 

REALMS OF GOLD. Selections from the 
Works of. Fca/. %vo. y. 6d. net. 

See also Little Library and Standard 
Library. 

Keble(John). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 
With an Introduction and Notes by W. Lock, 
D. D. , Warden of Keble CoUege. Illustrated 
by R. Anning Bbll. TAirdEdition, Fcap. 
SvOk 3s. 6d. ; pttdded morocco^ su 
See also Library of Devotion. 
Kelynack (T. N.X M.D., M.R.C.P., Hon. 
Secretary of the Society for the Study of 
Inebriety. THE DRINK PROBLEM 
IN ITS MEDICO -SOCIOLOGICAL 
ASPECT. Edited by. With 9 Diagrams. 
Demy 2vo. 7s. 6d. net. 
Kempis (Thonias k\ THE IMITATION 
OF CHRIST. With an Introduction by 
Dean Farrar. Illustrated by C M. Gere. 
TAird Edition, Eca/.Bvo, 3S,6d.: padded 
morocco. 5*. 

Also Translated by C. Bigg, D.D. Cr, 
Bvo. 3f. 6d, See also Library of Devotion 
and Standard Library. 
Kennedy (Bart.). THE GREEN 
SPHINX. Cr.Zvo, 3s.6d.net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Kennedy (James Hqa|rhton), D.D., Assist- 
ant Lecturer in Divinity in the University of 
Dublin. ST. PAUL'S SECOND AND 
THIRD EPISTLES TO THE CORIN- 
• THI ANS. With Introduction, Dissertations 

and Notes. Cr, dvo, 69, 
Klnimlns(C. W.), M.A. THE CHEMIS- 
TRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. IIlus- 
Iratcd. Cr, Bvo, at, 6d, 



Kinglake(A. W.). See Ottle Library. 
Kipling (Rudyard). BARRACK-ROOM 

BALLADS. Bznd Thcusmnd, Twenty- 
third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6j4 
A Colonial Edition is ^Isq published. 
THE SEVEN SEAS. '6sik Thousand. 

Eleventh Edition. Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
THE FIVE NATIONS. A^nd Thousand, 

Third Edition, ^ Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
DEPARTMENTAL DITTIES. Sixteenth 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Kniffht (Albert B.). THE COMPLETE 

CRICKETER Illus. DemyBno. 7s, 6d.net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Knight (H. J. C,\ M.A. See Churchman'^ 

Bible. 
Knowling (R. J.), M.A., Professor of New 

Testament Exegesis at King's College, 

London. See Westminster Commentaries. 
Lamb (Charles and Mary), THE WORKS 

OF. Edited by E. V. Lucas. Illustrated 

In Seven Volumes. Demy Bvo. 7s. 6d, each. 
See also Little Library and E. V. Lucas. 
Lambert (P. A. If.). See Little Guides. 
Lambros (Professor). See Byzantine Texts. 
Lane-Poole/Stanley). A HISTORY OF 

EGYPT IN THE MIDDLE AGES. Fully 

Illustrated. Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
Lanffbri^(P.),M.A. BALLADSOFTHE 

BRAVE : Poems of Chivalry, Enterprise, 

Courage, and (instancy. Third Edition, 

Cr, Bvo, 9S. 6d, 
Law (William). See Library of Devotion 

and Standard Library. 
Leach (Henry). THE DUKE OF DEVON- 

SHIRE. A Biography. With 13 Ilhistta- 

tions. Demy Bvo, X2S, 6d, net. 
See also James Braid. 
GREAT GOLFERS IN THE MAKING. 

With 34 Portraits. Demy Bvo, 7S,6d,net. 
Lo Braz (Anatole). THE LAND OF 

PARDONS. Translated by Frakcbs M. 

GosTLiNG. Illustrated b colour. Second 

Edition, Demy Bxh>, is. 6d, net, 
Lee(Captahi L. Melville). A HISTORY 

OF POLICE IN ENGLAND. Cr. Bvo. 

-vt. 6d. net. 
Le^h(Porclval). THECOMIC ENGLISH 

GRAMMAR Embellished with upwards 

of 50 characteristic Illustrations by John 

Leech. Post x^no, zs, 6d, net, 
Lewes (V. ft,\ M- A. AIR AND WATER, 

lllu-;[rateii. C>. ^i-^. 3J. 6rf, 
Lewis (Mrs. Owyn), A CONCISE 

HANDBOOK OF GARDEN SHRUBS. 

Lisle ^ Fortuniede)* See Littk Bockson Art* 
Littii^bale'S ( HJ' See Antiquary's Books. 
Lock r Walter), D.D., Wmdcn of Keblq 

College, IST* PAUL, THE MASTER- 

DUiLDER, See^md Ed, Cr, Bw. -xs. 6tL 
THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE.^ 

Cr, 9v0, 6s, 
See also Leaders of Religion and Library 

ofDevodoo. 
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Locker (p.). See Little Library. 

Lodffe (Sir OUver), F.R.S. THE SUB- 
STANCE OF FAITH ALLIED WITH 
SCIENCE: A Catechism for Parents 
and Teachers. Eighth Ed, Cr, Bva. 2j. net, 

LOfthouseCW. P.)t M.A. ETHICS AND 
ATONEMENT. With a Frontispiece. 
Dtmy 9d0. ks. net. 

LonfffeUtlwdCW.). See Litde Ubrary. 

Loiimer (Qeorge Horace). LETTERS 
FROM A SELF-MADE MERCHANT 
TO HIS SON. Sixteenth Edition. Cr.Zvc. 
y'6d. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

OLD GORGON GRAHAM. Second Edition. 
Cr, Zvo, 6*. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Lover (Samuel). See I. P. L. 

B. V. L. and C. UW. ENGLAND DAY BY 
DAY : Or, The Englishman's Handbook to 
Efficiency. Illustrated by Gborgb Morrow. 
Fourth Edition. Fcap, Ato. is. net. 

Lucas(B.V.). THE LIFE OF CHARLES 
LAMB. With 35 Illustrations. Fourth 
Edition. Demy Zvo, ^ js. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

A WANDERER IN HOLLAND. With 
many Illustrations, of which 90 are in Colour 
by Hbrbbrt Marshall. Eighth Edition. 
Cr, Zvo, 6f . 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

A WANDERER IN LONDON. With 16 
Illustrations in Colour by Nelson Dawson, 
and 36 other Illustrations. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. 9vo, 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also oublished. 

FIRESIDE AND SUNSHINE. Third 
Edition, Fcap. Zvo. 5^. 

THE OPEN ROAD : a Little Book for Way- 
farers. Twel/ih Edition. Fcap.Zvo. 5^ . ; 
India Paper, ns, 6d. 

THE FRIENDLY TOWN : a Little Book 
for the Urbane. Third Edition. Fcap. 
Zvo. 5^ . ; India Paper, -is. 6d. 

CHARACTER AND COMEDY. Third 
Edition, 

Lucian. See Classical Translations. 

Lyde (L. W.), M. A. See Commercial Series. 

Lydon (Noel S. ). Seejunior School Books . 

Lyttelton(Hon.Mrs.A.). WOMEN AND 
THEIR WORK. Cr. 8w. 2s, 6d, 

Macaolay (Lord). CRITICAL AND HIS- 
TORICAL ESSAYS. Edited by F. C. Mon- 
tagus, M.A. Three Volumes. Cr, Zvo. xZs. 
The only edition of this book completely 
annotated. 

M 'Allen (J. E. B.), M.A. See Commercial 
Series. 

MacCulloch (J. A.X See Churchman's 
Library. 

MacCann (Florence A.). MARY 
STUART. With over 60 Illustrations, in- 
cluding a Frontispiece in Photogravure. 
New and Cheaper Edition, Cr,Bvo, 6s. 
See also Leaders of ReUgioo. 

McDermott (B. R.). See Books on Business. 

M*Dowall(A. S.). See OJrfbrd Biographies. 

Mackay (A. M. ). See Churchman's Library. 



Maddio (Herbert W.\ M.A. See Anti- 
quary's Books. 

Mackenzie (W. Leslie), M.A., M.D., 
D.P.H., etc. THE HEALTH OF THE 
SCHOOL CHILD. Cr. Zvo. «. 6d. 

Mdlie Mori (Author of). ST. CATHER- 
INE OF SIENA AND HER TIMES. 
With a8 Illustrations. DemyZtfo, 'js.6d.net. 

Magnus (Laurie), M.A. A PRIMSR OF 
WORDSWORTH. Cr.Zvo. 9s.6d. 

Mahaffy (J. P.), Litt.D. A HISTORY OF 
THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES. 
Fully Illustrated. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 

Maitland (P. W. ), LL.D. ^ Downing Professor 
of the Laws of England in the University of 
Cambridge. CANON LAW IN ENG- 
LAND. RoyalZvo. 7s. 6d. 

Maiden (H. 6.), M.A. ENGLISH RE 
CORDS. A Companion to the History of 
England. Cr. Zvo. v. 6d. 

THE ENGLISH CITIZEN : HIS RIGHTS 
AND DUTIES. Seventh Edition. Cr. 
Zvo. IS, 6d, 
See also School Histories. 

Marchant (B. C), M.A., Fellow of Peter- 
house, Cambridge. A GREEK ANTHO- 
LOGY Second Edition. Cr.Zvo. y,6d. 
See also A. M. Cook. 

Marr(J. B.X F.R.S., Fellowof St John's Col- 
lege, Cambridge. THE SCIENTIFIC 
STUDY OF SCENERY. Second Edition, 
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY. Illustrated. 

Maniott (J. A. R.). THE LIFE AND 
TIMES OF LORD FALKLAND. With 20 
Illustrations. Second Ed, Dy.Zvo. 7s,6d, net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 



put 
Marvell (Andrew). See Little Library. 
"asefield (John). ""* ' " 

SON'S TIME. 



Masef ield (John). SEA LIFE IN NEL- 
SON'S "TIME. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 

yt. 6d. net, 
ON THE SPANISH MAIN. With 2a 

Illustrations and a Map. Defny Zvo, 

xos. 6d* net. 
A SAILOR'S GARLAND. Edited and 

Selected by. Second Ed. Cr. Zvo. ^f' 6d.net. 
Maskell (A.> See Connoisseur's Library. 
Mason (A. J.), D.D. See Leaders of Religion. 
Massee(Oeorge). THE EVOLUTION OF 

PLANT LIFE : Lower Forms. Illustrated 

Cr, Zvo, 9S. 6d. 
Masterman (C. P. O.X M.A., M.P. 

TENNYSON AS A RELIGIOUS 

TEACHER. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
Matheson(Mrs. B. P.). COUNSELS OF 

LIFE. Feap, Zvo, 2s. 6d. net. 
May (Phin. THE PHIL MAY ALBUM. 

Second Julitum. ^to. is. net. 
Mellows (Bmma S.). A SHORT STORY 

OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr. 

Zvo, 3f . 6d, 
Methuen (A. M. S.). THE TRAGEDY 

OF SOUTH AFRICA. Cr. Zvo. as. net. 

Also Cr. Zoo. yL net. 
A revised and enlarged edition of the 
author's 'Peace or War in Soutk 
Africa.' ' 
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ENGLAND'S RUIN : Discussed in Six. 
TEEN Letters to the Right Hon. 
Joseph Chamberlain, M.P. Seventh Edi- 
tion. Cr, %vo. 2fL net. 

Vines (Eustace), M.A. LIFE AFTER 
LIFE, OR, THE THEORY OF REIN- 
CARNATION. Cr.Zvo. tis.6d.net. 

Millais (J. O.). THE LIFE AND LET- 
TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT 
MILLAIS, Presidentof the Roval Academ7. 
With many Illustrations, of which s are m 
Photogravure. J\few Edition, Demy Zvo. 
•js. 6d. net. 
See also Little Galleries. 

Millin (O. P.). PICTORIAL GARDEN- 
ING. Illustrated. Cr. tvo. y. 6d. net. 

Millis (C. T.)» M.I.M.E. See Textbooks of 



Technology. 
Milne (J. O.), M.A. 

ROMAN EGYPT. Fully Illus. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 



[.A. A HISTORY OF 



Milton (John). A DAY BOOK OF. 

Edited by R. F. Towndrow. Eca^. Bvo. 

3<. 6d» net. 
See also Little Library and Standard 
Lilnrary. 
Mlnchin (H. C.),M. A. See R. Peel. 
Mitchell(P. Chalmers), M.A. OUTLINES 

OF BIOLOGY. Illustrated. Second Edi- 
tion, Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
Mitton Oa. E.). JANE AUSTEN AND 

HER TIMES. With nianv Portraits and 

Illustrations. Second and CAea/er Edition. 

Cr. 8w. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also publbhed. 
Moffat (Mary M.). QUEEN LOUISA OF 

PRUSSIA. With 20 Illustrations. Fourth 

Edition. Demy Bvo. js. 6d. net. 
' Moll (A.). ' See Books on Business. 
Molr (D. M.X See Little Library. 
MoUnos (Dr. Michael de\ See Library of 

Devotion. 
Money (L. Q. Chlozza), M.P. RICHES 

AND POVERTY. Fourth Edition. Demy 

Bvo. 5^. net. 
Montagu (Henry;|, Earl of Manchester. See 

Library of Devotion. 
Montaigne. A DAY BOOK OF. Edited 

by C. F. Pond. Fcap. Bvo. y. 6d. net. 
Montmorency (J. B. O. de), B.A., LL.6. 

THOMAS A KEMPIS, HIS AGE AND 

BOOK. With 22 Illustrations. Second 

Edition. Demy Bvo. js. 6d. net. 
Moore (H.B.> BACK TO THE LAND. 

An Inquiry into Rural Depopulation. Cr. 

Bvo. 9S. 6d. 
Moorhouse (E. Hallam). NELSON'S 

LADY HAMILTON. With 51 Portraits. 

Second Edition, Demy Bvo. 7s. 6d, net, 

A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Moraa (Clarence O . ). See Books on Business. 

More (Sir Thomas). See Sundard Library. 

Morflll (W. R.), Oriel College, Oxford. A 

HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER 

THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER II. 

With Maps and Plans. Cr. Bvo. y. 6d. 
Morlch (R. S.\ late of Clifton College. See 

School Examination Scries, 



Morris (J.). THE MAKERS OF JAPAN. 

With 24 Illustrations. Den^ Bvo. 12s. 6d, 

net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. . 
Morris (J. E.). See Little Guides. 
Morton (Miss Anderson). See Miss Brod> 

rick. 
Moale(H. C. Q.), D.D., Lord Bishop of Dur. 

ham. See Leaders of Religion. 
Mulr (M. M. Pattlson), M.A. THE 

CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. Illustrated. 

Cr. Bvo. 2S. 6d. 
Muttdella (V. A.), M.A. See J. T. Dunn. 
Monro (R.), LL.D. See Antiquary's Books. 
Naval Officer (A). See L P. L. 
Neal(W. a.). See R. N.Hall. 
Newman (Ernest). HUGO WOLF. 

Demy Bvo. 6s. 
Newnian(aeor8:e), M.D.,D.P.H.,F.R.S.E., 

Lecturer on Public Health at St. Bartholo. 

mew's Hospital, and Medical Officer of 

Health of 4he Metropolitan Borough of 

Finsbury. INFANT MORTALItV, A 

Social Problem. With x6 Diagrams. 

Demy Bvo. js, 6d. net. 
Newman (J. H.) and others. See Library 

of Devotion. 
Nichols (J. B. B.). See Little Library. 
NlckUn (T.), M.A. EXAMINATION 

PAPERS IN THUCYDIDES. Cr.Bvo. 2s. 
Ntmrod. See L P. L. 
Norgato (O. Le Orys). THE LIFE OF 

SIR WALTER SCOTT. Illustrated. 

Demy Bvo. is. 6d. net. 
Norregaard (B. W.). THE GREAT 

SIEGE : The Investment and Fall of Port 

Arthur. Illustrated. Demy Bvo. tos. 6d. net. 
Norway {A. H.). NAPLES. With 25 Col- 

oured Illustrations by Maurice Grbippbn. 

HAGBN. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
NovaUs. THE DISCIPLES AT SAIS AND 

OTHER FRAGMENTS. Edited by Miss 

Una Birch. Fcap. Bvo. 3*. 6d. 
Oldfleld (W. J.), M.A., Prebendary of 

Lincoln. A PRIMER OF RELIGION. 

Based on the Catbchism op the Church 

OP England. Fca/, Bvo. 2s. 6d. 
Oldham (P. M.), B.A. See Textbooks of 

Science. 
Oliphant (Mrs.). See Leaders of Religion. 
Oman(C. W. C), M.A., Fellow of All Souls', 

Oxford. A HISTORY OF THE ART 

OF WAR. The Middle Ages, from the 

Fourth to the Fourteenth Century. Illus- 
trated. Demy Bvo, los. 6d. net. 
Ottley(R. L.),D.D. See Handbooks of 

Theology and Leaders of Religion. 
Overton (J. H.). See Leaders of Religion. 
Owen (Dousrlas). See Books on Business. 
Oxf ord (M. N.), of Guy's Hospital. A HAND- 

BOOK OF NURSING. Fourth Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 3*. 6d. 
Pakes (W. C. C). THE SCIENCE OF 

HYGIENE. Illustrated. Demy Bvo, 15s, 
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(Qllbert). A LOVER'S DIARY. 

Fcap,%oo, 5f. 
Parkes (A. K.). SMALL LESSONS ON 

GREAT TRUTHS. Fcap.Zvo. xs,6d. 
ParldnsonCJohn). PARADISI IN SOLE 

PARADISUS TERRESTRIS, OR A 

GARDEN OF ALL SORTS OF PLEA- 

SANT FLOWERS. Foh'a, £3, 3*. mt. 
Parmenter(Jolin>. HELIO-TROPES, OR 

NEW POSIES FOR SUNDIALS, 1625. 

Edited by Percival Landon. Qitario. 

y. 6d. net. 
Paroientier (Prof. Leon). See Bynntiae 

Parsons (Mrs. Clement). GARRICK 
AND HIS CIRCLE. With 36 Illustra- 
trations. Second Edition. Demy %vo. 
las. td. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Pascal. See Library of Devotion. 
Paston (Oeorire). SOCIAL CARICA- 
TURE IN THE EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY. With over 500 Illustrations. 
Imperial Quarto. £2^ izs. ftd. net. 
See also Little Books on Art and I. P. L. 
LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGU. 
With 24 Portraits and Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Demy ^00. x^.net. 
A Colonial Edition is also publi^ed. 
Pater8on(W. R.)(Benjamin Swift). LIFE'S 

QUESTIONINGS. Cr.Zvo. y. ^ net. 
Patterson (A. H.). NOTES OF AN EAST 
COAST NATURALIST. Illustrated In 
Colour by F. SouthgaTe. Second Edition. 
Cr, Svo. 6s. 
NATURE IN EASTERN NORFOLK. 
A series of observations on the Birds, 
Fishes, Mammals, Reptiles, and Stalk- 
eyed Crustaceans found in that neigh- 
bourhood, with a list of the species. With 
X2 Illustrations in colour, by Frank 
SoUTHGATB. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 
6s. 
Peacock (N.). See Little Books on Art. 
Peake (C. M. A.), F.R.H.S. A CON- 
CISE HANDBOOK OF GARDEN 
ANNUAL AND BIENNIAL PLANTS. 
With 24 Illustrations. Ecap. 8vo. 3*. 6d net. 
Peel (Robert), and Minchin (H. C), M.A. 
OXFORD. With 100 Illustrations in 
Colour. Cr. Bvo. 6t. 
Peel (Sidney), late Fellow of Trinity College, 
Oxford, and Secretary to the Royal (^om- 
mission on the Licensing Laws. PRACTI- 
CAL LICENSING REFORM. Second 
Edition. Cr. Zvo. is. 6d. 
Petrte(W.M.FUnders),D.C.L., LL.D., Pro- 
fessor of Egyptology at University College. 
A HISTORY OF EGYPT, fJom the 
Earliest Times to the Present Day. 
Fully Illustrated. In six volumes. Cr. 
6vo* 6s. each. 
Vol. I. Prehistoric Times to XVIth 
DvNASTV. Sixth Edition. 



Vol. II. The XVIIth akd XVIIItk 

Dynasties. Fourth Editum, 
Vol. III. XIXth to XXXth Dynasties. 
Vol. IV. The Egypt op the Ptolemies. 

J. P. Mahaffy, Litt.D. 
Vol. v. Roman Egypt. J. G. Milnb, M.A. 
Vol. VI. Egypt in the Middlb Agbs. 

Stanley Lane-Poole, M.A. 
RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN 

ANCIENT EGYPT. Illustrated. Cr. 

SYRIA AND'eGYPT, FROM THE TELL 
EL AM ARN A TABLETS. Cr.Zvo. its. 6d. 

EGYPTIAN TALES. Illustrated by Tris- 
tram Ellis, /n Two Volumes. Cr. 8tv. 
3^. 6d. each. 

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. VTxth 
X20 Illustrations. Cr. Svo. y. 6d. 

Pfailllps (W. A.). See Oxford Biographies. 

PhiU|>otts (BdeiO. MY DEVON Y^AR. 
With 38 Illustrations by T. Ley Pbthy- 
BRIDGE. Second and Cheaper Mditicn. 
Large Cr. Svo. 6s. 

UP ALONG AND DOWN ALONG. 
Illustrated by Claude Shkpperson. 
Cr. 4fo. ss, net. 
A volume of poems. 

Piarr (Victor O.). See School Hbtories. 

Plato. See Standard Library. 

Plaittiis. THE CAPTIVI. Edited, with 
an Introduction, Textual Notes, and a Com- 
mentary, by W. M. Lindsay, Fellow of 
Jesus College,Oxford. Demy Svo. xos,6d.Met. 

Plowden-Wardlaw (J. T.X B.A^ King's 
College, Cambridge. See School Ejcamina- 
tion Series. 

Podmore (Prank). MODERN SPIRI- 
TUALISM. Two Volumes. Dfmy Zvo. 
2 If. net. 
A History and a Criticism. 

Poor (J. Patrick Le). A MODERN 
LEGlONARYi Cr.ivo. 6s. 

Pollard (Alice). See Little Books on Art. 

Pollard(A. W.). OLD PICTURE BOOKS. 
Illustrated. Demy Svo. 7S,6d.fiet. 

Pollard (BUxa F. ). See Little Books on Art. 

PoUock (David), M.I.N.A. See Books on 
Business. 

Potter (M. 0, M.A., F.L.S. A TEXT- 
BOOK OF AGRICULTURAL BOTANY. 
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 
4S.6d. 

Power (J. O'Connor). THE MAKING 
OF AN ORATOR. Cr.Svo. 6s. 

Prance (Q.). See R. Wyon. 

Prescott(0. L.). ABOUT MUSIC, AND 
WHAT IT IS MADE OF.. Cr. Svo. 
3*. 6d. net. 

Price (L. L.), M. A., Fellow of Oriel College. 
Oxon. A HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
POLITICAL ECONOMY. Ff/ik Ed$. 
tion. Cr. Svo. as. 6d. 

Primrose (Deborah). A MODERN 
BCEOTIA. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Protheroe (Emeat). THE DOMINION 
OF MAN. Geography in its Human 
Aspect. With 32 fuU-page Illustrations. 
Cr. 8w. a^. 
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Pairln anci Rowlandson. THE MICRO- 
COSM OF LONDON, OR London in 
MiNiATURB. With 104 Illustrations in 
colour. In ThrH Volumes, Small \to, 

•Q^^'&.'^T. Quiller Couch). THE 

Golden pomp, a procession op 

English Lyrics. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo. 
nSm Cd. net' 

Suevedo Vtlieflras. See Miniature Libranr. 
!r: Mid E.S. THE WOODHOUSE COR- 
RESPONDENCE. Cr, Zvo. Js. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Rackham (R. B.)t M.A. See Westmmster 
Commentaries. «,^„«.», »««, 

Ram (Laura M.). THE WOMEN-ART 
I?Tg OF BOLOGNA. With 90 lUus- 
trations. Demv Svo. js. 6d. net. 

Rairir (Lonsdale). B.D., Oxon. DANTE 

^SlJ HIS ITALY. With 3a lUustra. 
tions largely from contemporary Frescoes 
and Documents. Demy Bvo, 12*, 6d. net. 

Rahtz (P. J.X M.A., B.Sc., Lecturer in 
Enelish at Merchant Venturers' Technical 
College. Bristol. HIGHER ENGLISH. 
Second Edition. Cr.Bvo. y-^d. 

Randolph (©• W.X D.D. See Library of 
Devotion. 

Raanie (D. W.). M.A. A STUDENT'S 
HISTORY OF SCOTLAND. Cr. 8w. 

Rashdail (HastlllffS), M. A.. Fellow and 
Tutor of New College, Oxford. DOC- 
TRINE AND DEVELOPMENT. Cr. 
Svo» 6s. 

Raven (J. J. ). '^^ '^' See Antiquary's Books. 

Rawstorne (Lawrence, Eao.). g« I.P.L. 

Raymond (Walter). See Sdiool Histories. 

A Real Paddy. SeeI.P.L; 

ReaMn(W.X M.A. UNIVERSITY AND 
SOCIAL SETTLEMENTS. Cr. Bvo. 

Redpath (H., AOi M.A. See Westminster 
Commentaries. 

Reynolds. See Little Galleries. 

Rhoades (J. P.). See Simplified French Texts. 

Rhodes (W. B. >. See School Histories. 

Rieu (H.), M.A. See Simplified French 
Texts. 

Roberts (M. B.). See C. C. Channer. 

Robertson (A.), D.D^ Lord Bishop of 
Exeter. REGNUM DEL The Bampton 
Lectures of zoor. DemyZvo. js.6d,net. 

Robertson iC. Onmt). M.A., FeUow of All 
Souls' College, Oscford, Examiner in the 
Honours School of Modern Histonr, Oxford, 
X00I-X9O4. SELECrr STATUTES, CASES, 
A^D CONSTITUTIONAL DOCU- 
MENTS, xe6o-x832. Demy 8w. 10*. 6d. 
net. 

Robertson (C. Grant) and Bartholomew 
(J. a.), F.R.S.E., F.R.G.S. A HIS- 
T0RI(5aL and MODERN ATLAS OF 
THE BRITISH EMPIRE. DemyQuarto. 
\5. 6d. net. 

Robert8on(Sira.S.XK.aS.I. CHITRAL: 
The Stort op a Minor Sibgb. Third 
Edition. Illustrated. Cr,Zvo. zs.id.net. 



Robinson (A. W.), M.A. See Churchman's 

Robi^on (CecWiaX THE MINISTRY 
OF DEACONESSES. With an Intrpduc 
tion by the late Archbishop of Canterbury. 

Roblnsoti (P. S.).' See Connoisseur's Library. 
Rochefoucauld (La). See Little Library. 
rSwoU S." B.A.'^ NEW^TESTAM&IT 

GREEK. A Course for Beginners. With 

a Preface by Walter Lock, D.D., Warden 

of Kcble College. Fca^.Bvo. ^s.6d. 
R<K?(R^). OLDOAKFtJRNITtJRE. With 

many Illustrations by the Author, including 

a frontispiece in colour. DemyBvo. 10s. 6d. 

net* 
Rogers (A. 0. L.), M.A. See Books on 

Business. . . « „ . 

Romney. See Little Galleries. 
Roscoe (B. S.X See Little Guid^. 
Rose (Bdward). THE ROSE READER. 

Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. as. 6d. Also in 4 

Parts. Parts /. and II. 6d. each; PaH 

III. Bd.i Part IV. xod. 
Rowntree (Joshua). THE IMPERIAL 

DRUG TRADE. A Rb-Statemkkt of 

THE Opium Question. Second and 

Ckea/er Edition. Cr.Bvo. 9S.net. 
Royde-Smlth (N.] G.). THE PILLOW 

BOOK : A Garner or Many Moods. 

Second Edition. Cr.Bvo. ^. 6d.net. 
Ruble (A. B.), D.D. See Junior School 

Books. 
Rnssell (W. Clark). THE LIFE OF 

ADMIRAL LOrS COLLINGWOOD. 

With Illustrations by F. Brangwyn. 

Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s, ^ 

Sainsbury (Harrington), M.D^^ ^J?'?.?- 

PRINCIPIA THERAPEUTICA. 

Demy Bvo. 7J. 6d. net. 
St. Anselm. See Library of Devotion. 
St. Augustine. See Library of Devotion. 
St. Bernard. See Library of Devotion. 
Sales (St. Prancis de). See Library of 

Devotion. 
St. Cyres (Viscount). See Ojdbrd Bio* 

S^&ancls of AssUi. THE LITTLE 
FLOWERS OF THE GLORIOUS 
MESSER ST. FRANCIS AND HIS 
FRIARS. Newly translated by William 
Heywood. With an Introduction by A. 
G. F. Howell, and 40 Illustrations from 
Italian Painters. Demy Bvo. m. net. 
See also Standard Library and Library of 
Devotion. 

*Sakl* (H. Munro). REGINALD. Second 
Edition. Pcap. Bvo. as. 6d. net. 

Salmon (A. L.). See Little Guides. 

Sargeaunt (J.), M.A. ANNALS OF 
WESTMINSTER SCHOOL Iltostrated. 
Demy Bvo. is. 6d. 

Satlias(C.). See Byzantine Texts. 

Schmitt (John). See Byzantine Texts. 

Scott (A. M.> WINSTON SPENCER 
CHURCHILL With Portraits and lUus- 
trations. Cr. Bvo. y. 6d. 

Scudamore (Cyril). See Little Guides. 
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PA lf.A. THE MECHANICS 
OP DAILY LIFE. Illustzmted. Cr. Btw. 



QL\ 



ms,6d, 
8«to« (B4aaad). TOMMY SMITH'S 

ANIMALS. IHustnted by G. W. Ord. 

Niutk Editi^m. Fca^, 8m. m. 6d, 
Sck0cl Edition. IS. 6d. 
TOMMY SMITH'S OTHER ANIMALS. 

Wiih 13 Illustrmtions by Augusta Guest. 

Fmrth Edition, Fcmp. itv. 9S, 6d. 

Sek^i Edition, it. 6d. 
S«ttl« (J. H.V ANECDOTES OF 

SOLDIERS. Cr. 9vo. y. td. net. 
SluikMpaare (Wmiam). 
THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1693; 163a; 1664; 

1685. Each jCi* 4S. «#/, or a complete set, 

Folios 3 and 4 are ready. 

Folio a is nearly ready. 

See also Arden, Standard Library and 

Little Quarto Shakespeare. 
Shmp (A.). VICTOklAN POETS. Cr. 

8fv. ax. td. 
8hafp(CMU>. Sec S. Baring-Goold. 
Sharp (Mrs. B. A.). See Little Books on 

Art. 
SlMdiock (J. S.) THE PIANOFORTE 

SONATA. Cr. 8w, 5'. 
Skellar (Pmxv B.). ADONAIS ; an Elegy 

on tAe death of John Keats, Author of 

' Endymion/ etc. Pisa. From the types of 

Didot, x8ai. ax. net. 
ShepMTd (H. P.X M.A. See S. Baring- 
Gould. 
Sherweli (Arthur), M.A. LIFE IN WEST 

LONDON. Third Edition, Cr. Sva. 

is.6d, 
Shipley (Mary B.> AN ENGLISH 

CHURCH HISTORY FOR CHILD- 

REN. A.D. 597-1066. With a Preface by 

the Bishop of Gibraltar. With Maps and 

Illustrations. Cr. %vo. zs. 6d. net. 
Slme (J. ). See Little Book s on Art. 
Slmonaon (Q. A.). FRANCESCO 

G U A R D I. With 41 Plates. Imperial 

4t0. £a, 9S, net. 
Sketchl«y (R. B. D.). See Little Books on 

Art. 
Sklpton (H. P. K.). See Little Books on 

Art. 
Sladen (Douglas). SICILY: The New 

Winter Resort. With over aoo Illustrations. 

Second Edition, Cr. 8vo. cr. net. 
Small (BvanX M.A. ^ THE EARTH. An 

Introduction to Physiography. Illustrated. 

Cr. Zvo. as. 6d. 
Smallwood (M. 0.)« See Little Books on 

Art. 
Smedlcy(P. B.). SeeLP.L. 
Smith (Adam). THE WEALTH OF 

NATIONS. Edited with an Introduction 

and numerous Notes by Edwin Cannan, 

M.A. T\m volumes. jDemyZvo, 71s. net. 
Smith (Horace and Jamoa). See Little 

Library. 



Smith (H. Bompa^ M.A. A NEW 

JUNIOR ARITHMETIC Crowu 8vo. 

at. With Answers, ax. 6d. 
Smith (R. Mudlo). THOUGHTS FOR 

THE DAY. Edited by. Fcap. Qvo. 

3t. 6d, net. 
Smith (Nowell C.>i See W. Wordsworth. 
Smith (John Thomas). A BOOIC FOR 

A RAINY DAY : Or, Recollections of the 

Events of the Years Z766-1833. Edited by 

WiLPRBD Whitten. Illustrated. If^ide 

Demy 8vo. lat. 6d. net. 
SnoU (P. J.X A BOOK OF EXMOGR. 

Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Snowden(C. B.> A HANDY DIGEST OF 

BRITISH HISTORY. Demy Svo. 4s. 6d. 
Sophocles. See Classical Translations. 
Somet (L. A.). See Junior School Books. 
South (B. WUton), M. A. See Junior School 

Books. 
Southey (R.). ENGLISH SEAMEN. 

Edited by David Hannay. 
Vol. I. (Howard, OiflFord, Hawkins. 

Drake, Cavendish). Second Edition. Cr. 

ivo. 6s, 
Vol. II. (Richard Hawkins, Grenville, 

Essex, and Raleigh). Cr. %vo. 6t, .^ 
See also Standard Library. 
Spencc (C. H.X M. A. See School Examina- 
tion Series. 
Splcer (A. D.). THE PAPER TRADE. 

With Maps and Diagrams. Demy 8vo. 

las. 6d, net. 
Spooner (W. A.), M.A. See Leaders of 

Religion. 
Staloy (Bdflrcumbo). THE GUILDS OF 

FLORENCE. Illustrated. Second Edition. 

Royal Zvo. t6s. net. 
Stanbridge (J. W.). B.D. See Ubrary of 
Devotion. 
• StancUffe.' (X)LF DO'S AND DONTS. 

Second Edition. Fcap. Zvo. is. 
Stead (W. J.). See D. Gallaher. 
Stodman(A. M. M.X M.A. 
INITIA LATINA : Easy Lessons on Elemen- 

Ury Accidence. TentA Edition, Fcap. 

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Tenth Edi- 
tion, Cr. Zvo. as. 

FIRST LATIN READER. With Notes 
adapted to the Shorter Latin Primer and 
Vocabulary. Seventh Edition. xZmo. 
is.6d. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM CiESAR. 
The Helvetian War. Third Edition. 
iZmo. IS. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. The 
Kings of Rome. iZmo. Second Edition, 
IS. 6d. 

EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Twel/ih Ed. Fcap. 

EXEMp'lA ' LATINA. First Exercises 
in Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary. 
Fourth Edition, Cr. ^0, is. 
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EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE 
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND 
REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With 
Vocabulary. EUvenihandCluaper Edition^ 
re-writUn, Cr. Zho. is. 6ai Original 
Edition, us. 6d, Key, 3;. net. 

THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE : 
Rules and Exercises. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. u, 6d. With Vocabulary, as. 

NOTANDA QUAEDAM: Miscellaneous 
Latin Exercises on Common Rules and 
Idioms. FtYtA Edition. Fcap. Zvo. 
IS. 6d. With Vocabulary. 2s. Key, as. 
net. 

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPE- 
TITION : Arranged according to Subjects. 
Fourteenth Edition. Fcap. 8ev. x; . 6^. 

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS. 
\Zmo. Fourth Edition, is. 

STEPS TO GREEK. Third Edition, re- 
vised. iZmo, IS, 

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. Second 
Edition. Cr. Svo. is. 6d. 

EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Fourth Edition, re- 
vised. Fcetp. Svo. xs. 6d. 

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION. Arranged according to Sub- 
jects. Fourth Edition. Fcap. Bvo. xs td. 

GREEK TESTAMENT SELECTIONS. 
For the use of Schools. With Introduc- 
tion, Notes, and Vocabulary. Fourth 
Edition. Fcap. %vo. as. 6d. 

STEPS TO FRENCH. Eighth Edition. 
iStno. Bd. 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Eighth Edi- 
tion, revised. Cr. Svo. is. 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR U[N. 
SEEN TRANSLATION. Sixth Edi- 
tion, revised. Fcap. Svo. is. 6d. 

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX. With Vocabu- 
lary. Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. as. 6d. 
Key. 2S. net. 

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION : Arranged according to Sub- 
iects. Thirteenth Edition. Fca^. Svo. is. 
See also School Examination series. 

Steel CR* Blliott), M.A., F.C.S. THE 
WORLD OF SCIENCE. With 147 
Illustrations. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. as.6d» 
See also School Examination Series. 

Stephenson (C.)» of the Technical College, 
Bradford, and Suddards (P.) of the 
Yorkshire College, Leeds. ORNAMEN- 
TAL DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS. 
Illustrated. Detny Svo. Third Edition. 
7S.6d. 

Stephenson (J.), M.A. THE CHIEF 
TRUTHS OF THE CHRISTIAN 
FAITH. Cr.Svo. y. 6d. 

Sterne (LAiirence). See Little Library. 

Sterry(W.). M.A. ANNALS OF ETON 
COLLEGE. Illustrated. Demy Svo. ns.td. 

Steuart (Katherlne). BY ALLAN 
WATER. Second Edition. Cr.Svo. 6*. 

Stevenson (R. L.) THE LETTERS OF 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO 



HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS. 
Selected and Edited by Sioioey Colvin, 
Third Edition, Cr. Bvo. las. 

Library Edition. Dem^Bvo. atfob, asf^uet 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

VAILIMA LETTERS. With an Etched 
Portrait by. William Strang. Sixth 
Edition, Cr. Bvo, Bmchretm, (Sf. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

THE LIFE OF R. L. STEVENSON. See 
G. Balfour. 

Stevenson (M. 1.)' FROM SARANAC 
TO THE MARQUESAS. Being Utters 
written by Mrs. M. I. Stbvbnson during 
1887-8. Cr. Bvo. 6s. tut. 

LEITERS FROM SAMOA. 1891-95. Edited 
and arranged by M. C Balfour. Witti 
many Illustrations. Second Edition Cr. 
Bvo. 6s. net. 

Stoddart (Anna M.)« See Oxford Bio- 
graphies. 

Stokes (P. a.)> B.A. HOURS WITH 
RABELAIS. From the translation of Sir 
T. Urquhart and P. A. Motteux. With 
a Portrait in Photogravure. Cr. Svo. 3s. 6d. 
net. 

Stone (S. J.}. POEMS AND HYMNS. 
With a Memoir by F. G. Ellbrton, 
M.A. With Portrait. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Storr (Vernon P0> M.A., I/ecturer in 
the Philosophy of Religion in Cambridge 
University; Examining Chaplain to the 
Archbishop of Canterbury; formerly Fellow 
of University College, Oxford. DEVELOP- 
MENT AND DIVINE PURPOSE Cr. 
Bvo. 5*. n^. 

Straker (P.). See Books on Business. 

Streane (A. W.)i I>'I>* See Churchman's 
Bible. 

Streatfeild (R. A.). MODERN MUSIC 
AND MUSICIANS. With 34 Ulustra. 
tions. Second Edition. Demy Bvo. 'js,6d. 
net 

Stroud (H.)» D.Sc, M.A. PRACTICAL 
PHYSICS. With many Diagrams. Second 
Edition. %s. net. 

Strutt (Joseph). THE SPORTS AND 
PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF 
ENGLAND. Illustrated by many Ennrav- 
ings. Revised by J. Ch arlbs Cox, LL. D. , 
F.S.A Quarto, ais, net. 

Stuart (Capt. Donald). THE STRUGGLE 
FOR PERSIA With a Map. Cr.Bxfo. 6s. 

5turch(P.)., Staff Instructor to the Surrey 
County Council. MANUAL TRAINING 
DRAWING (WOODWORK). Its Prin- 
dples and Application, with Solutions to 
Examination Questions, 1893-X905, Ortho- 
graphic, Isometric and Oblique Prsiiectton. 
With 50 Plates and 140 Figures. FooUtap„ 
5«. net. 

Suddards (PA See C. Stephenson. \ 

Surtees (R. S.). See LP.L. . . 

Symes U. B.\ M.A. THE FRENCH 
REVOLUTION. Si 
as. 6d. 

Sympson(B.M.), M.A., M.D. See Ancient 
Cities. 
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AGRIOOLA* With Introduction 

NoMi, Mapi «tc, by R. F. Davis, M.A.» 

GBRMANIA. Bt the mom Editor. Fcm^. 
Iv#. 9*. See auo CUaaical Translations. 

TalfaKk(WA HOWARD LETTERS AND 
ICEMORIES. D€my%^, xot,6d.u4i, 

T«d«r(J.). See Ubmr of Devotion. 

Tl^tor (A. B.> THE ELEMENTS OF 
METAPHYSICS. Dtti^^vc, xog.U.net, 

Taytor (P. O.l M. A. See Commercial Series. 

T«|ter(l. A.). See Oxford Biographies. 

Tvlor (J«hii W.X THE CC^ING OF 
THE SAINTS : Imagination and Studies 
in Early Church History and Tradition. 
With a6 Illustrations. Dtmy Bva, fs. 6d. tut. 

T«|ter T. M.). M.A, Fellow of Gonville 
and Caius College, Cambridge. A CON- 
STITUTIONAL AND POLITICAL 
HISTORY OF ROME. Cr.Zvc. js.6d, 

TMfdato-BaclwU (O. T.). THE COM. 
PLETE SHOT. Illustrated. StcondEd. 

TeniiyMil (Alfred. Lord). THE EARLY 
POEMS OF. Edited, with Notes and 
an Introduction, by J. Churton Collins, 
M.A. Cr. tvo. 6s, 

IN MEMORIAM, MAUD, AND THE 
PRINCESS. Edited by J. Churton 
Collins. M.A. Cr, 9vo, 6s, See also 
Little Library. 

Tmry (C. S.). See Oxford Biographies. 

ThmckitrmylW, 1VI.> See Uttle Library. 

TlMOb«ld(P. v.). M.A. INSECT LIFE. 
Illustrated. Second Edition Revised, Cr. 
9vo. 9s. 6d. 

Thompson (A. H.). See Little Guides. 

Tllestoii(MaryWr). DAILY STRENGTH 
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Fourteenth Edi- 
ticH, Medium \6tHo. as. 6d. net. Also an 
edition in superior binding, 6s, 

Tonpklns (H. W.), F.R.H.S. See Little 
Guides. 

Townley (Lady Susan). MY CHINESE 
NOTE-BOOK With i6 Illustrations and 
9 Maps. Third Ed, DemyZvo. los, 6d.net 

Tovnbeo (Paget), M.A., D.Litt. See 
Oxford Biographies. 

Trench (Herbert). DEIRDRE WEDDED 
AND OTHER POEMS. Cr. ^o. s*- 

An episode of Thirty hours delivered by 
the three voices. It deals with the love of 
Deirdre for Naris and is founded on a Gaelic 
Version of the Tragical Tale of the Sons of 
Usnach. 

Treyelyan(0. M.), Fellow of Trinity College, 
Cambridge. ENGLAND UNDER THE 
STUARTS. With Maps and Plans. Third 
Edition, Demy %vo, los. 6d. net. 

Trontbeck (Q. B.). See Little Guides. 

l>ler (B. A.), B.A., F.C.S. See Junior 
School Books. 

Tyrreil-Qlli (Prances). See Little Books 
on Art. 

Vardon (Harry). THE COMPLETE 
GOLFER. Illustrated. Eighth Edition. 
Demy Bvo. los. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Vaughan (Henry). See Little Library. 



Vragluui(H«rb«tMAB.A.(Oxoii.). THE 
LAST OP THE ROYAL STUARTS, 
HENRY STUART. CARDINAL, 
DURE OF YORK. With so lUttStrations. 
Second Edition. Demy 8tv. \os, 6d. net. 

THE NAPLES RIVERIA. With 25 Ulus- 
trations in Colour by Maurick Gkbiffbn- 
HAGBN. Cr, Bzfo, 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Voogelin (A.), M.A. See Junior Examina- 
tion Series. 

Waddell<CoL L. A.X LL.D., C.a LHASA 
AND ITS MYSTERIES. With a Record 
of the Expedition of 1903-1904. With 155 
Illustrations and Maps. Third and 
Cheaper Edition. DemySvo. 7s.6d.net. 

Wade (O. W.), D. D. OLD TESTAMENT 
HISTORY. With Maps. Fifth Edition. 

Wwier' (Richard). MUSIC DRAMAS: 
Interpretations, embodying Wagner's own 
explanations. By A. L. Cleathbr and 
B. Crump. In Four Volumes, Fcap Bvo. 
ax. 6d. each. 
Vol. l— The Ring of the Nibblung. 

Third Edition. 
Vol. II. — Parsifal, Lohengrin, and 

The Holy Grail. 
Vol. III. — ^Tristan and Isolde. 

WallfJ. C). DEVILS. Illustrated by the 
Author and from photographs. Demy 8vo. 
4S. 6d, net. See also Antiquary's Books. 

Walters (H. B.). See Little Books on Art 
and Classics of Art. 

Walton (P. W.y. See School Histories. 

Walton (Isaac) and Cotton (Charles). 
See I.P.L., Standard Library, and Little 
Library. 

Warren- Vernon (Hon. WilUam), M.A. 
READINGS ON THE INFERNO OF 
DANTE, based on the Commentary of 
Benvbnuto da Imol a and otherauthonties. 
With an Introduction by the Rev. Dr. 
MooRE.^ In Two Volumes. S^ond Edi- 
tion, entirely re- written. Cr. 9vo. xks. net. 

Waterhottse (Mrs. Alfred). WITH THE 
SIMPLE-HEARTED : Little Homilies to 
Women in Country PUces. Second E^Utibn, 
Small Pott Bvo, as. net. 
See also Little Library. 

Watt (Prancis). See T. F. Henderson. 

Weatherhead (T. C), M.A. EXAMINA- 
TION PAPERS IN HORACE. Cr.Bvo, 
as. See also Junior Examination Series. 

Webber (P. C). See Textbooks of Techno- 
loKy. 

Weir (Archibald), M.A. AN INTRO- 
DUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF 
MODERN EUROPE. Cr. Bvo, 6s, 

Wells (Sidney H.) See Textbooks of Science. 

Wells(J.),M. A., FellowandTutor ofWadham 
College. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFE. Third Edition. Cr .Bvo, xs. 6d. 

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Eighth 
Edition, With 3 Maps. Cr» Bvo, y 6d. 
See also Little Guides. 

WheldonCP.W.). A LITTLE BROTHER 
TO THE BIRDS. With 15 Illustrations, 



General Literature 



»9 



7 of which are by A. H. Buckland. Large 

Cr. Bvo. 6s» 
Whibley (C). See W. E. Henley. 
Whibley (UX M.A., Fellow of Pembroke 

College, Cambridge. GREEK OLIGAR- 
CHIES : THEIR ORGANISATION 

AND CHARACTER. Cr. 8w. 6s. 
WhItaker(0. H.), M.A. See Churchman's 

Bible. 
White (Ollbert). THE NATURAL 

HISTORY OF SELBORNE. Edited by 

L. C. MiALL, F.R.S., assisted by W. Wards 

Fowler, M.A. Cr, Zvo. 6x. 
See also Standard Library. 
Whitfield (B. B.)* See Commercial Series. 
Whitehead (A. WA GASPARDDE 

C O L I G N V. Illustrated. Demy 8v^. 

X3f. 6d, fiet, 
Whiteley (R. Lloyd), F.I.C, Principal of 

the Municipal Science School, West Brom- 

wich. AN ELEMENTARY TEXT- 

BOOK OF INORGANIC CHEMISTRY. 

Cr. Zvo, as. td. 
Whitley (MiM). See Lady Dilke. 
Whitten (W.). See John Thomas Smith. 
Whyte(A. O.), B.Sc. See Books on Business. 
Wilberiorce (Wilfrid). See Little Books 

on Art. 
Wiide(ascar). DEPROFUNDIS. Eleventh 

Edition. Cr. 8tv. .5*. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
THE DUCHESS OF PADUA. Demy Zvo. 

Z9X. 6tl. net* 
POEMS. Den^ ^100. Z2x. td. net. 
INTENTIONS. DemyZvo. 12s. 6d. net. 
SALOME, AND OTHER PLAYS. Demy 

Bv0. J9S. 6d, net, 
LADY WINDERMERE'S FAN. Demy 

8v0. tTS, 6d. net* 
A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE. 

Demy Bv0. X2S. 6d. net. 
AN IDEAL HUSBAND. Demy 8cw. 

ias,6d, net. 
THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EAR. 

NEST. Demy Bvo. las. 6d. net, 
A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES and 

THE HAPPY PRINCE. Demy 8w. 

X3X. 6d. net. 
LORD ARTHUR SAVILE'S CRIME and 

OTHER PROSE PIECES. Demy Sw. 

12s, Sd, net. 
Willdiu (W. H.), B.A. THE ALIEN 

INVASION. Cr. Bvo, as. 6d. 
Williamt (A.). PETROL PETER: or 

Pretty Stories and Funny Pictures. Illus- 

trated in Colour by A. W. Mills. Demy 



Lto. 3». 6d. net. 
Wlllai '*' '' 



WIlliainMll (M. Q.). See Ancient Cities. 
WlUiamsonCW.). THE BRITISH 

GARDENER. Illustrated. Demy Bvo. 

JOS. 6d. 
WiUlamsOfl (W.), B.A. See Junior Ex- 

amination Series, Junior School BookS) and 

Beginner's Books. 
Wlllaon(Beckies). LORD STRATH- 

CON A : the Story of his Life. Illustrated. 

Demy Bvo. ts. 6d. 
A Coloiiial Edition is also published. 
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Wllmot-Boxtoii (B. IVI.). MAKERS OF 

EUROPE. Cr, 8w. EigAik Ed. 39, 6d.. 
A Text-book of European History for 

Middle Forms. 
THE ANCIENT WORLD. With Maps and 

Illustrations. Cr. Zvo. y, 6d. 
See also Beginner's Books. 
WilsoiiC Bishop. )• See Library of Devotion. 
Wilson (A. J.). See Books on Business. 
Wilson (H. A.). See Books on Business. 
Wilson (J. A.). See Simplified French 

Texts. 
Wilton (Richard), M.A. LYRA PAS- 

TORALIS : Songs of Nature, Church, and 

Home. Pott Svo. as. 6d. 
Winbolt (S. B.), M.A. EXERCISES IN 

LATIN ACCIDENCE. Cr. Bvo. is. 6a. 
LATIN HEXAMETER VERSE: An Aid 

to Composition. Cr, Zvo. 3^. 6d, Kby, 

5*. net. 

Indie (B. C A.), F.R.S., F.S. A. See Anti- 

2uary's Books, Little Guides, Ancient 
:ities, and School Histories. 

Winterbotham (Canon), M.A., B.Sc., 
LL.B. See Churchman's Library. 

Wood (Sir Evelyn> F.M.. V.C, G.C.B., 
G.C.M.G. FROM MIDSHIPMAN TO 
FIELD-MARSHAL. With aA Illustra- 
tions and Maps. A New and Cheaper 
Edition. Demy Bvo. 7s. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Wood (J. A. B.). See Textbooks of 
Technology. 

Wood (J. Hickory). DAN LENO. Illus- 
tratM. Third Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Wood (W. BirkbeckX M. A., late Scholar of 
Worcester College, Oxford, and Bdmonds 
(Mafor J. B.). R.E., D.A.Q.-M.-G. A 
HISTORY OF THE CIVIL WAR IN 
THE UNITED STATES. With an 
Introduction by H. Spbnsbr Wilkinson. 
With 94 Maps and Plans. Seeond Edition, 
Demy 8ew. xas. 6dm net, 

Wordsworth (Christopher), See Anti- 
quary's Books. 

Wordsworth (W.). POEMS BY. Selected 
by Stoppord A. Brookb. With 40 Illus- 
trations by Edmund H. Nbw. With a 
Frontispiece in Photogravure. Demy 8vtf. 
7J-. 6d. net, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridsre(S. T.). 
See Little Library. 

Wriffht (Arthur), D.D., Fellow of Queen's 
College, Cambridge. See Churchman's 
Library. 

Wriffht (C. Gordon). See Dante. 

Wriffht (J. C). TO-DAY. Demy x6m«. 
xs, 6d. net. 

Wright (Sophie). GERMAN VOCABU- 
LARIES FOR REPETITION. Fca^, 8w. 
is.6d. 

Wrong (Qeorge M.), Professor of History 
in the University of Toronto. THE 
EARL OF ELGIN. Illustiated. Demy 
Bvo, js. 6d, net, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 



30 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



WyattCKMslVL). See M. R. Gloag. 
WVM«(A. B.). MODERN ABYSSINIA, 
with a Map and a Portrait. Dtmy Sew. 

A Colonial Edition b also pabltshed. 

WyiidliUi(Rt.Hoil.aMrM).M.P. THE 
POEMS OF WILLIAM SHAKE- 
SPEARE. With an Introduction and 
Notes. J?tmy Sew. Bttckram, gilt top, 
lof. 6<£ 

WyMlR.)andPnuica(a.). THE LAND 



^ymi(R.)andPnuica(P , 
OP THE BLACK MOUNTAIN. Being 
a Description of Montenegro. With 40 
Illustrations. Cr, %do, *t. 64/. fut, 
Yeats (W. B.). A BOOK OF IRISH 
VERSE. Selected from Modem Writers. 



Revised and Enlarged .Edition. Cr. 8sw. 

YoaaffJPilsoii). THE COMPLETE 

MOTORIST. With 138 Illustrations. 

Seventh Edition, Revised and Rewritten, 

Demy. Bvo, 12s. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
THE JOY OF THE ROAD : An Apprecia- 

tion of the Motor Car. Small Demy 8vo. 

ST. net. 
YonnsCT. M.). THE AMERICAN 

COTTON INDUSTRY: A Study of 

Work and Workers. Cr. Svo. Cloth, zs. 6d. ; 

pa/er boards, is. 6d. 
Zlmmeni (Antonia). WHAT DO WE 

KNOW CONCERNING ELECTS I- 

CITY? Fcap.Zvo. is.6d.net. 



Andent Oities 

General Editor, B. C. A. WINDLE, D.Sa. F.R.S. 
Cr. Svo, 4s, 6d. net. 



Chbstrk. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc. F.R.S. 

Illustrated by E. H. New. 
Shrewsbury. By T. Auden, M.A., F.S.A. 

Illustrated. 
Canterbury. By J. C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. 

Illustrated. 
Edinburgh. By M. G. Williamson, M.A. 

Illustrated by Herbert Railton. 



Lincoln. By E. Mansel Synmson, M.A., 
M.D. Illustrated by E. H. New. 

Bristol. By Alfred Harvey. Illustrated 
by E. H. New. 

Dublin. By S. A. O. Fitzpatrick. Illustrated 
by W. C. Green. 



The Antiguary's Books 

General Editor, J. CHARLES COX, LL.D., F.S.A* 
Demy Svc. ys. 6d. net. 



English Monastic Lire. By the Right 
Rev. Abbot Gasquet, O.S.B. Illustrated. 
Third Edition. 

Remains or tub Prehistoric Age in 
England. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc., 
F.R.S. With numerous Illustrations and 
Plans. 

Old Service Books of the English 
Church. By Christopher Wordsworth, 
M.A., and Henry Littlehales. With 
Coloured and other illustrations. 

Celtic Art. By 1. Romilly Allen, F.S.A. 
With numerous Illustrations and Plans. 

ARCHiSOLOGV and FaLSB ANTIQUITIES. 

By R. Munro, LL.D. Illustrated. 
Shrines of British Saints. By J. Ci Waif. 
With numerous Illustrations and Plans. 



By J. 



The Roval Forests of England. 

C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. Illustrated. 
The Manor and Manorial Records. 

By Nathaniel J. Hone. Illustrated. - 
English Seals. By J. Harvey Bloom. 

Illustrated. 
The Domesday Inquest. By Adolphus 

Ballard, B. A. , LL. B. With 27 1 llustradons. 
The Brasses of England. By Herbert 

W. Macklin, M. A. With many I Uustrations. 

Second Edition. 
Parish Life in Medieval Enoland. By 

the Right Rev. Abbott Gasquet, O.S.B. 

With many Illustrations. Second Edition, 
The Bells of England. By Canon J. J. 

Raven, D.D., F.S.A. With Illustrations. 

Second Edition. 



TheArden Shakespeare 

Demy Svo. 2s. 6d. net each volume. 

General Editor, W. J. CRAIG. 

An edition of Shakespeare in single Plays. Edited with a full Introduction, Textual 

Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page. 

Hamlet. Edited by Edward Dowden. I King Leah. Edited by W. J. Craig. 

and Juliet. Edited by Edward Julius Caesar. Edited by M. Macmillan, 

i The Tempest. Edited by M( 



Romeo 
Dowden. 



ioreton Luce. 
[CentiHued 
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ArDSN SUAKESVEARK'-COMh'ntud. 

Othbllo. Edited by H. C. Hart. 

Titus Andronicus. Edited by H. B. Bail- 
don. 

Cymbblink. Edited by Edward Dowden. 

The Mbrky Wives op Windsor. Edited by 
H. C. Hart. 

A Midsummer Night's Drkam. Edited by 
H. Cuningham. 

King Hbnry V. Edited by H. A. Evans. 

All's Well That Ends well. Edited by 
W. O. Brigstocke. 

The Taming op the Shrew. Edited by 
R. Warwick Bond. 

Timon op Athens. Edited by K. Deighton. 

Measure por Measure. Edited by H. C. 
Hart. 

Twelpth Night. Edited by Moreton Luce. 



The Merchant op Vbnics. Edited by 

C. Knox Pooler. 
Troilus and Cressida. Edited by K. 

Deighton. 
Antony and Cleopatra. Edited byR. H. 

Case. 
Lovb's Labour's Losti Edited by H. C. 

Hart. 
The Two Gentleman op Verona. R, 

Warwick Bond. 
Pericles. Edited by K. Deighton. 
The Comedy op Errors. Edited by H. 



Cuningham. 
King Richard hi. 

Thompson. 
King John. Edited by Ivor B. John. 



Edited by A H. 



Easy French Rhymes. By Henri Blouet. 
Sec(mdEditiofu Illustrated. Fcap*Zvo* is. 

Easy Stories prom English History^ By 
E. M. Wilmci-Buxton, Author of ' Makers 
of Europe.' Third Edition, Cr.Svo, is. 

EA.SY Exercises in Arithmetic, Arranged 
by W. S. Beard. Secctid EdiHom Peap, 



The Beginner's Books 

Edited by W. WILLIAMSON, B.A. 



8vtf. Without Answers, ». With Answers. 

iJ. zd 
Easy Dictation- and Spelling. By W, 

Williamson, B.A. ^ijrM f^. Fcap.9vo,. is. 
An Easy Poetry Book. Selected and 

arrans^ed by W. Williamson, B.A., Author 

of ' DicUtioa Passages.' Second Edition, 
Cr, 8ev. rt. 



Books on Business 

Cr, Svo, 2s, 6d, mt. 



Ports and Docks. By Douglas Owen. 

Railways. By E. R. McDermott. 

The Stock Exchange. By Chas. Duguid. 

Second Edition, 
The Business of Insurance. By A. J. 

Wilson. 
The Electrical Industry : Lighting, 

Traction, and Power. By A. G. Whyte, 

B.Sc. 
The Shipbuilding Industry : Its History, 

Science, Practice, and Finance. By David 

Pollock, M.I.N.A. 
The Money Market. By F. Straker. 
The Business Side op Agriculture. By 

A. G. L. Rogers, M.A. 
Law in Business. By H. A. Wilson. 
The Brewing Industry. By Julian L. 

Baker, F.I.CF.CS. 



The Automobile Industry. By G, 4eH« 

Stone, 
Mining and Mining Investments. By 

* A. Moil.' 
The Business of Advertising. By Clarence 

G. Moran, Barrister-at-Law. Illustrated. 
Trade Unions. By G. Drage. 
Civil Engineering. By T. Claxton Fidler, 

M.Inst. C.E. Illustrated. 
The Iron Trade op Great Britain. By 

J. Stepjien Jeans. Illustrated. 
Monopolies, Trusts, and Kartells. Py 

F. W. Hirst. 
The Cotton Industry and Trade. By 

Prof. S. J. Chapman, Dean of the Faculty 

of Commerce in the University of Man* 

Chester.. Illustrated. 



Byzantine Texts 

Edited by J. B. BURY, M.A.. LittD. 

A series of texts of Byzantine Historians, edited by English and foreign scholars. 

Zachariah op Mitylene. Translated by F. 
J. Hamilton, D.D., and E. W. Brooks, 
Demy ivo, its. 6d, net. 



EvAGRius. Edited by L^n Parmentier and 
M. Bidez. Demy Zvo. los, 6d, net. 



The History op Psellus. Edited by C. 

Sathas. Demy 9vo, iks. net, 
EcTHESis Chronica. Edited by Professor 

Lambros. Demy Zw. 7s. 6d. net. 
The Chronicle op Morba. Edited by John 

Schmitt. Demy Ufa, tss.net. 
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Messrs Methuen's Catalogue 



The Ohiirdiiiiaii's Bible 

General Editor. J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E. 
Fcap, Stw. IS, 6d, net each, 

A aeries of ExpoGtUons on the Books of the Bible, which will be of service to the 
general reader in the practical and devotional study of the Sacred Text. 

Each Book is provided with a full and clear Introductory Section, in which is 
stated what is known or conjectured respecting the date and occasion of the com- 
position of the Book, and any other particulars that may help to elucidate its meaning 
as a whole. The Exposition is divided into sections of a convenient length, corre- 
sponding as far as possible with the divisions of the Church Lectionary. The 
Translation of the Authorised Version is printed in full, such corrections as are 
deemed necessary being placed in footnotes. 



Thb Epistls op St. Paul thb Apostlb to 
THB Galatians, Edited by A. W. Robin* 
aoD, M.A. Second Editittu 

EccLBsiAsm. Edited by A. W. Streaae, 

D.D. 
Thb Epistlb of St. Paul the Apostlb to 

TUB Phiuppians. Edited by C R. D. 

Biggs, D.D. Second EdiHoH. 
Thb Epistlb op St. Jambs. Edited by 

H. W. Pttlfocd M.A. 



Isaiah. Edited byW.E. Barnes, D.D. Twe 

Volumes, With Map. m. net each, 
Thb Epistlb op St. Paul thb Apostlb to 

THB Ephbsians. Edited by G. H. Whitaker, 

M.A. 
Thb Gospbl Accokding to St. Mark. 

Edited by J. C. Du Buisson, M. A. ». 6d. 

net. 
St. Paul's Epistlbs to the Colossiams 

AND Philemon. Edited by H. J. C Knight, 

M.A. af. net. 



The Ghnxehmaa's Ulmxy 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D.,F.R.S.E. 
Crown 8tv. 3j. dd, each. 



Thb Bbginnings op English Christianity. 
By W. E. Collins, M. A. With Map. 

Thb Kingdom op Heaven Herb and Herb- 

APTBR. By Canon Wintezbotham, M.A., 

B.Sc, LfL.D. 
Thb Workmanship op the Prayer Book : 

Its Literary and Liturgical Aspects. By J. 

Dowdeo , D. D. Second Edition, 
Evolution. By F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D. 



Some New Testament Problems. By 

Arthur Wright, D.D. 6s. 
The Churchman's Introduction to thb 

Old Testament. By A. M. Mackay, B. A. 

Second Edition, 
The Church op Christ. By E. T. Green, 

M.A. 6s. 
Comparative Theology. By J. A. Mac- 

QiUoch. 6s, 



Olassical Translatioiis 

Edited by H. F. FOX, M.A,, Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford. 

Crown %vo, 
A series of Translations from the Greek and Latin Classics, distinguished by literary 
excellence as well as by scholarly accuracy. 



iEscHVLUS— Agamemnon Choephoroe, Eu- 

menides. Translated by Lewis Campbell, 

LL.D. sr. 
Cicero— De Oratore I. Translated by E. N. 

P. Moor, M.A. is.6d, 
Cicero— Select Orations Q>ro Milone, Pro 

Mureno, Philippic iL, in Catilinam). Trans- 
1 ated by H. £. D. Blakiston, M.A. 5;. 
CiCBRO— De Natura Deorum. Translated by 

F. Brooks, M.A. yt. 6d. 
Cicero— De Officiis. Translated by G. B. 

Gardiner, M.A. 2^. 6d. 



Horacb— The Odes and Epodes. Translated 
by A. D. Godley, M.A. 3f. 

Lucian— Six Dial(%ues (Nigrinus, Icaro-Me- 
nippus, The Cock, The Ship. The Parasite, 
The Lover of Falsehood) Translated by S. 
T. Irwin, M.A. 3^. 6d, ^ 

Sophocles— Electra and Ajax. Translated by 
E. D. A. Morshead, M.A. 9s. 6d. 

Tacitus — Agricola and Germania. Trans- 
lated by R. B. Townshend. as. 6d, 

The Satirss op Juvenal. Translated by 
S. G. Owen. as. 6d, 
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Glassies of Art 

Edited by Dr. J. H. W. LAING 



The Art op thb Greeks. By H. B. Walters. 
With xia Plates and x8 Illustrations in the 
Text. H^idg Xifyal Bvff, ias,6d,iui. 



Velazquez. By A. de Beruete. With 94 
Plates. Wide Royal Zvo, xos,6d,net. 



Commercial Series 

Edited by H. de B. GIBBINS, LittD.. M.A. 
Crown Sv0, 



Commercial Education in Theory and 
Practice. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. 5^. 
An introduction to Methuen's Commercial 
Series treating the question of Commercial 
Education fully frOm both the point of view 
of the teacher and of the parent. 

British Commerce and Colonies from 

EUZABETH TO VICTORIA. By H. de B. 

Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. Third Edition, us. 
Commercial Examination Papers. By H. 

de B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. w. 6d. 
The Economics op Commerce, By H. de 

B. Gibbins, LittD., M.A. Second Edition. 
IS. 6d. 
A German Commercial Reader. By S. E. 

Bally. With Vocabulary. 2*. 
A Commercial Geography op the British 

Empire. By L. W. Lyde, M.A. Sixth 

Edition, as. 
A Commercial Geography op Foreign 

Nations. By F. C. Boon, B.A. ax. 



A Primer op Business. By S. Jackson, 

M.A. Third Edition, zs. 6d. 
Commercial Arithmetic. By F. G. Taylor, 

M.A. Fourth Edition, js. 6d, 
French Commercial Correspondence. By 

S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Third 

Edition, as, 
German Commercial Correspondence. By 

S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Second 

Edition, as. 6d. 
A French Commercial Reader. By S. E. 

Bally. With Vocabulary. Second Edition, as. 
Precis Writing and Oppice Correspond- 
ence. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. Second 

Edition, as. 
A Guide to Propessions and Business. 

By H. Jones. 1*. 6d. 
The Principles op Book-keeping by Double 

Entry. By J. E. B. M'AlIen, M.A. as. 
Commercial Law. By W. Douglas Edwards. 

Second Editum, as. 



The Connoisseur's Library 
fVide Royal $uo, 25J. nei, 

A sumptuous series of 20 books on art, written byexperts for collectors, superbly 
illustrated in photogravure, collotype, and colour. The technical side of the art is 
duly treated. The first volumes are— 
Mezzotints. By Cyril Davenport. With 40 

Plates in Photogravure. 
Porcelain. By Edward Dillon. With 19 

Plates in Colour, so in Collotype, and 5 in 

Photogravtire. 
Miniatures. By Dudley Heath. With 9 

Plates in Colour, 15 in Collotype, and 15 in 

Photogravure. 
Ivories. By A. Maskell. With 80 Plates in 

Collotype and Photogravure. 
English Furniture. By F. S. Robinson. 

With z6o Plates in Collotype and one in 

Photogravure. Second Edition, 



European Enamels. By Henry H. Cunyng- 
hame, C.B. With 54 Plates in Collotype 
and Half'tone and 4 Plates in Colour. 

Goldsmiths' and Silversmiths' Work. By 
Nelson Dawson. With many Plates in 
Collotype and a Frontispiece in Photo- 
gravure. Second Edition. 

English Coloured Books. By Martin 
Hardie. With 28 Illustrations in Colour 
and Collotype. 

Glass. By Edward Dillon. With 37 Illus- 
trations in Collotype and la in Colour. 



The Library of Devotion 

With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes. 
Small Poit 8w, cloth, 2s. ; leather^ 2s. dd, net,. 



The Conpbssions op St. Augustine. Edited 
by C. Bigg, D.D. Sixth Edition, 

The Christian Year. Edited by Walter 
Lock, D. D. Fourth Edition, 



The Imitation op Christ. Edited by C 

Bigg, D.D. Fourth Edition, 
A Book op Devotions. Edited by J. W. 

Stanbridge. B.D. Second Edition, 

{ConHmtod, 
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Tns UnABV op DKvonoi f tm H mued, 
Lyia ImtociTiPM. Bdittd by Walter 

Loclt,D.D. StemdEJiHm, 
A Ssnoot Call to a Dbvout and Holy 

Lm. BdiMd t^ C Bigg, D.D. Fourth 

Ediiim, 
Tmm Tbmplc Edited by E. C S. Gibson, 

D.IX S€e0md BMHpm, 
A OuiOB TO Btssmitv. Edited by J. W. 

Steobridge, B.D* 
Thb PtALia OP Datid. Edited by B. W. 

Rjudolph, D.D. 
Ltka AP08T0L1CA. By Cnrdinal Newman 

andothen. Edited by Canon Scott Holluid 

and Canoo H. C Beeching, M.A. 
Thb Innbs Way. By J. Taixler. Edited by 

A. W. Hattoo, M.A. 
Thb Thoughts op Pascau Edited by C 

S« Jenanii Id* A 
On the Lovb op God. By St. Fnuxas de 

Salei. Editedby W.J. KnoxLittle,M.A. 
A Manual op Consolation pbom thb 

Saints and Fathbbs. Edited by J. H. 

Bam. B.D. 
Thb Song op Songs. Edited by B. Blaxbuid, 

M.A 
Thb Dbvotions op St. Ansblm. Edited by 

C.C.j.Webb.M.A, 
Gkacb Abounding. ByJohnBunyaa. Edited 

by S. C Freer, M.A. 
Bishop Wilson's Sacra Priyata. Edited 

byA B. BaxD, B.D. 



Lyra Sacxa: A Book of Sacred Verse. 
Edited by H. C Beecfaing, M.A., Canon of 
Westminster. Second EmHoh, revised, 

A Day Book prom thbSaints am d Fathbr& 
Edited l^ T. H. Bum, B.D. 

Hbavbnlt Wisdom. A Selection from the 
English Mystics. Edited by E. C. Gregory. 

Light, Life, and Lovb. A Selection from tbe 
German Mystics. Edited by W.R.Inge, M.A. 

An Introduction to The Devout Life. 
By Sl Francis de Sales. Translated and 
Edited by T. Bams, M.A. 

Manchbstbr al Mondo : a Contemplation 
of Death and Immortality. By Henry 
Montagu, Earl of Manchester. With an 
Introduction by Elisabeth Waterhouse, 
Editor of ' A Little Bock of Life and Death.' 

Thb Littlb Flowers op thb Glorious 
Mbssrr St. Francis and op his 
Friars. Done into English by W. Hey- 
wood. With an Introduction by A. G. 
Ferrers HowelL 

The Spiritual Guide, which Disentangles 
the Soul and brings it by the Inward Way 
to the Fraition of Perfect Contemplation, 
and the Rich Treasure of Internal Peace. 
Written by Dr. MichaeldeMolinos, Priest 
Translated from the Italian oofiv, printed at 
Venice, 1685. Edited with an Introduction 
by Kathleen Lyttelton. With a Preface by 
Canon Soott HolUnd. 



The Slnstntted Pocket Litatry of Plain and Coloured Books 

Fcap %vo. 3x. 6t/. net each volume. 

A series, in small form, of some of the famous illustrated books of fiction and 
general literature. These are faithfully reprinted from the first or best editions 
without introduction or notes. The Illustrations are chiefly in colour. 

OOLOUEED BOOKS 



Old Coloubbd Books. By George Paston. 
With x6 Coloured PUtes. Feap,Zva. as. net 

Thb Lipb and Dbath of John M ytton, Esq. 
By Nimrod. With 18 Coloured Plates by 
Henry Aiken and T. J. Rawlins. Fourth 
Sditton. 

Thb Lipb op a Spoktsmak. By Nimrod. 
With 35 Coloured Plates by Henry Aiken. 

Handlby Cross. By R. S. Surtees. With 

' X7 Coloured Plates and xoo Woodcuts in the 
Text by John Leech. Second Edition, 

Mr. Spongb's Sporting Tour. By R. S. 
Surtees. With 13 Coloured Plates and 90 
Woodcuts in the Text by John Leech. 

JoRROCKS' Jaunts and Jollities. By R. S. 
Surtees. With 15 Coloured Plates by H. 
Aiken. Second Edition. 

Thb volume is reprinted from the ex- 
tremely rare and costly edition of 1843, which 
contains Aiken's very fine ilhtstrations 
instead of the usual ones by Phiz. 

Ask Mamma. By R. S. Surtees. With 13 
Coloured Plates and 70 Woodcuts in the 
Text by John Leech. 



The Analysis of the Hunting Fibld. By 

R. S. Surtees. With 7 Coloured Plates bv 

Henry Aiken, and 43 Illustrations on Wood. 
The Tour of Dr. Syntax in Sbarch of 

THB Picturesque. By William Combe. 

With 30 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
The Tour op Doctor Syntax in Search 

OF Consolation. By William Combe. 

With 34 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
Thb Third Tour op Doctor Syntax in 

Search of a Wipe. Bv \^IIiam Combe. 

With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
The History of Johnny Quae Genus : the 

Little Foundling of the late Dr. Syntax. 

By the Author of ' The Three Tours. ' With 

34 Coloured Plates by Rowlandson. 
The KNGLisH Dancb op Death, firom the 

Designs of T. Rowlandson, with Metrical 

Illustrations by the Author of 'Doctor 

Syntax.* Two yobemes. 
This book contains 76 Coloured Plates. 
The Dance op Lipb : A Poem. By the Author 

of * Doctor Syntax.' Illustrated with a6 

Coloured Engravings by T. Rowlandson. 

ICimHmmed 
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Illustrated Pocket Library op Plain and Coloured ^ooKS-^ontittu^ef, 



Life in London ; or, the Day and Night 
Scenes of Jerry Hawthorn, Esq., and nis 
Elegant Friend, Corinthian Tom. By 
Pierce Egan. With 36 Coloured Plates by 
I. R. and G. Cruikshank. With numerous 
Designs on Wood, 

Real Life in London: or, the Rambles 
and Adventures of Bob Tallyho, Esq^ and 
his Cousin, The Hon. Tom Dashall. ^y an 
Amateur (Fierce Egan). With 31 Coloured 
Plates by Aiken and Rowlandson, etc. 
Two Volumes. 

The Life of an Actor. By Pierce Egan. 
With 27 Coloured Plates by Theodore Lane, 
and several Designs on Wood. 

The Vicar op Wakefield. By Oliver Gold- 
smith. With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Row- 
landson. 

The Military Adventures of Johnny 
Newcome. By an Officer. With 15 Coloured 
Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

The National Sports op Great Britain. 
With Descriptions and 51 Coloured Plates 
by Henry Aiken. 

This book is completely different from the 
large folio edition of ' National Sports* by 
the same artist, and none of the plates are 
similar. 



The Adventures op a Post Captain. By 
A Naval Officer. With 24 Coloured Plates 
by Mr. Williams. 

Gamonia : or, the Art of Preserving Game ; 
uid an Improved Method of making Planta- 
tions and Covers, explsdned and illustrated 
by Lawrence Rawstome, Esq. With 15 
Coloured Plates by T. Rawlins. 

An Academy for Grown Horsemen : Con- 
taininjg the completest Instructions for 
Walkmg, Trotting, Canterine, Galloping, 
Stumbling, and Tumbling. Illustrated with 
27 Coloured Plates, and adorned with a 
Portrait of the Author. By Geoffrey 
Gambado, Esq. 

Real Life in Ireland, or, the Day and 
Night Scenes of Brian Boru, Esq., and his 
Elegant Friend, Sir Shawn O'Dogherty. 
By a Real Paddy. With 19 Coloured Plates 
by Heath, Marks, etc. 

The Adventures dp Johnny Newcomb in 
the Navy. By Alfred Burton. With 16 
Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

The Old English Squire: A Poem. By 
John Careless, Esq. With 20 Coloured 
Plates after the style of T. Rowlandson. 



PLAIN BOOKS 



The Grave : A Puem. By Robert Blur. 
Illustrated by 12 Etchings executed by Louis 
Schiavonetti from the original Inventions of 
William Blake. With an Enzraved Title Page 
and lit Portrait of Blake by T. Phillips, R.A. 
The illustrations are reproduced in photo- 
gravure. 

Illustrations of the Book of Job. In- 
vented and engraved by William Blake. 

These famous Illustrations— 2z in number 
—arc reproduced in photogravure. 

iSsop's Fables. With 380 Woodcuts by 
Thomas Bewick. 

Windsor Castle. By W. Harrison Ainsworth. 
With 22 Plates and 87 Woodcuts in the Text 
by George Cruikshank. 



The Tower of London. By W. Harrison 
Ainsworth. With 40 Plates and 58 Woodcuts 
in the Text by George Cniikshank. 

Frank Fairlegh. By F. E. Smedley. With 
30 Plates by George Cruikshank. 

Handy Andy. By Samuel Lover. With 24 
Illustrations by the Author. 

The Compleat Angler. By Izaak Walton 
and Charles Cotton. With 14 Plates and 77 
Woodcuts in the Text. 

This volume is reproduced from the beauti- 
ful edition of John Major of 1824. 

The Pickwick Papers. By Charles Dickens. 
With the 43 Illustrations by Seymour and 
Phiz, the two Buss Plates, and the 32 Con- 
temporary Onwhyn Plates. 



Junior Ezaminatioii Series 

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M. A, Fcap, 8w. is. 



Junior French Examination Papers. By 

F. Jacob, M. A. Second Edition. 
Junior Latin Examination Papers. By C. 

G. Botdng, B. A. Fourth Edition, 
Junior Engush Examination Papers. By 

W. Williamson, B.A. 
Junior Arithmetic Examination Papers. 

By W. S. Beard. Fourth Edition. 
Junior Algebra Examination Papers. By 

S. W. Finn, M.A. 



Junior Greek Examination Papers. By T. 
C. Weathcrhead, M.A. 

Junior General Information Examina- 
tion Papers. By W. 5. Beard. 

A Key to the above. 3^. 6d net. 

Junior Geography Examination Papers^ 
By W. G. Baker, M.A. 

Junior German ExAMiNATtoif PArSRS. By 
A. Voegelin, M.A. 



26 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



Junior Sohool-Books 

Edited by O. D. INSKIP. LL.D.. and W. WILLIAMSON, B.A. 



A Clam-Book op Dictation Pamagk& By 

W.VaUMMOo,B.A. TkirtMmih EdiHom. 

Cr, |p#. u, €tL 
Tmk GotPBL AccoiiMifo to St. Matthkw. 

£dit«l ty E. Watoo Sooth, M.A. With 

Thc«» Mmpt. Cr. 8mi it. 6d. 
THBGosFBLAccosDiMGToST.MAitK. Edited 

by A E. Rubitt. D.P. With Three Maps. 

Cr. te«. i«. M 
AJoHio«BNGi.WHGKAMBiAK. By W. William- 

Mtt| B. A. With nwMious paasaces forninhig 

ana analysis, and a chapter oo nnay Writing. 

Fourth EtHttM, Cr, 8cv; s#. 
A Jomos Chxm iSTRY. By B. A. Tyler, B. A. , 

F.CS. With 78 Uhistiations. Fourth Edu 

iia%» Cr, 80V. 81. 6d, 
Trb Acts or the Apostles. E<fited by 

A. £. Ruble, D.D. Cr. 8cw. ar. 
A JoNioB Fkknch Gsammas. By L. a. 

Sonet and IC. /. Acatos. Second Ediiiom, 

Cr,Zvo. sf. 



ElBMBNTAKY ErPBRIMBNTAL SCIENCE. PhT- 

sics by W. T. Clongh, A.R.CS. Chemistry 

by A. £. Dunstan, B.Sc. With 3 Plates and 

154 Diagrams. .Fifth Edition, Cr. Zvo. 

9t,6d. 
A Junior Gbombtry. By Noel S. Lydon. 

With 976 Diagrams. Sixth Editit^n. Cr, 

iva, as, 
Elbmbntaky Expbrimbmtal Chemistry. 

By A. E. Dunstan, B. So. With 4 Plates and 

109 Diagrams. Second Edition revised. 

Cr, Bvo, 9S, 
A JWNioii Frbnch Prose. By R. R. N. 

Baron, M. A. Third Edition. Cr.Zoo. as. 
The Gospel According to St. Luke. With 

an Introduction and Notes by William 

Wdliamson, B.A. With Three Maps. Cr, 

9vo. as. 
The First Book op Kings. Edited by 

A. £. RuBiE, D.D. With Maps. Cr. Qvo. 

2#. 



Leaden of Beligion 

Edited by H. C. SEECHING, M.A., Canon of Westminster. 
Cr, 9vo, aj. nei. 



With Portraits, 



Cardinal Newman. By R. H. Hatton. 
John Wesley. By J. H. Overton, M. A. 
Bishop Wilbebforce. By G. w. Daniell, 

M.A 
Cardinal Manning. By A W. Hutton, M. A. 
Chablbs Simeon. By H. C. G. Moule, D.D. 

iOHN Keblb. By Walter Lock. D.D. 
'homas Chalmers. By Mrs. Olipha&t. 
Lancelot Andrewbs. By R. L. Ottley, 

D. D. Second Edition, 
Augustine op Cantbbbuky. By E. L. 
Cutts, D.D. 



William Laud. By W. H. Hatton, M.A 

mrdEditim, 
John Knox. By Y.H.asX>axm. Second Edition. 
John Howe. By R F. Horton, D.D. 
Bishop Ken. By F. A. Clarke, M.A. 
George Foic, the Quaker. By T. Hodgkin. 

D.C.L. ThirdEdition, 
JoHif Donne. By Augustus Jessopp, D.D. 
Thomas Cranmbr. By A. T. Mason, D.D. 
Bishop Latimer. By R. M. Carlyle and A. 

J. Carlyle, M.A 
Bishop Butler. By W. A. Spooner, M.A. 



Little Books on Art 
ffVM many Illustratums. Demy i6mo, 2s. 6d. net, 

A series of monographs in mUuature, containing the complete outline of the 
subject under treatment and rejecting minute details. These books are produced 
with the greatest care. Each volume consists of abont s»o pages* and contains from 
30 to 40 illustrations, including a frontispiece in photogravure. 



Greek Art. H. B. Walters. ThirdEdition, 

Bookplates. £. Almack. 

Reynolds. J. Stme. Second Edition, 

ROMNEY. George Paston. 

Greuze and Boucher. Eliza F. Pollard. 

Vahdyck. M. G. Smallwood. 

Turner. Frances Tyrrell-Gill. 

DOrer. Jessie Allen. 

Hoppner. H. p. K. Skipton. 

Holbein. Mrs. G. Fortescue. 



Watts. R E. D. Sketchley. 

Laighton. Alice Corkran. 

Velasquez. Wilfrid Wilberforce and A. R. 

Gilbert 
Corot. Alice Pollard and Ethel BirnstingL 
Raphael. A. R. Dryhurst. 
Millet. Netta Peacock. 
Illuminated MSS. J. W. Bradley. 
Christ in Art. Mrs. Henry Jenner. 
jEWSIfLERY. Cyril Davenport. 

iConiinued. 
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LiTTLB Books on Kstr^^ontinued. 
BvsHB-JoNBS. Fortun^e de Lisle. 

Mrs. £. A. Sharp. 



Bdiitim, 

Rembrandt. 



Third I Claude. Edward Dillon. 

I The Arts of Japav. Edward Dillon. 
I Enamels. Mrs. Nelson Dawson. 



The LitUe Gallexies 

Demy i&mo, 2s» 6d» net, 

A series of little books containing examples of the best work of the great paiMers; 
Each volume contains 20 plates in photogravure, together witib a short outline of the 
life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted. 



A Little Gallery op Reynolds. 
A Little Gallery of Romnby. 
A Little Gallery of Hopphbr. 



I A Little Gallery of Millais. 
A Little Gallery op English Poets. 



The Little Guides 

With many Illustrations by E. H. New and other artists, and from photograph* > 
Snuill Pott Szv, chthi 2s. 6d, net,; leather^ 35. 6d, net, 

Messrs. M^huen are publishing a small series of books under the general title 
of The Little Guides. The main features of these books are (1) aliandy and 
charming form, (s) artistic Illustrations by E. H. New and others, (3) good plans 
and. maps, (4) an adequate but compact presentation of everything that is interest- 
ing in the natural features, history, archaeology, and architecture of the town or 
district treated. 



Cambridge and its Colleges. By A. 

Hamillon Thompson. Second Edition, 
Oxford and its Colleges. By J. Wells, 

M.A. Seventh EdiHon, 
St. Paul's Cathedral. By Georg* Clinch. 
Westminster Abbey. By G. E. Trotttbeck. 

The English Lakes. By F. G. Brabant, M. A. 
The Malvern Country. By B. C. A. 

Windle, D.Sc., F.R.S. 
Shakespeare's Country. By B. C. A. 

Windle, D. Sc. , F. R. S. Third Edition. 

Buckinghamshire. By E. S. Roscoe. 
Cheshire. By W. M. Gallichan. 
Cornwall. By A. L. Salmon. 
Derbyshire. By J. Charles Cox, LL.D., 

F.S.A. 
Devon. By S. Baring-Gould. 
Dorset. By Frank K. Heath. 
Hampshire. By J. Charles Cox, LL.D., 

F.S.A. 



Hertfordshire. By H. W. Tonmkkis^ 

F.R.H.S. 
The Isle of Wight. By G. Clinch. 
Kent. ByG. Clinch. 
Kerry. By C. P. Crane. 
Middlesex. By John B. Firth. 
Northamptonshire. By Wakeling Diy. , 
Norfolk. By W. A- Dutt. 
Oxfordshire. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. 
Suffolk. By W. A. Dutt. 
Surrey. By F. A. H. Lambert. 
Sussex. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. Second 

Edition. 
The East Riding of Yorkshire. By J. E. 

Morris. 
Thb North Riding of Yorkshire.. By J E. 

Morris. 

Brittany. By S. Baring-Gould. 
Normandy. By C. Scudamore. 
Rome By C. G. EUaby. 
Sicily. By F. Hamilton Jackson. 



The Little Utoaxy 

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces. 
Small Pott 8w. Each Volume^ cloth, is, td, net; leathery 2s, 6d. net,, 

Edited hy£.V. 



Anon. ENGLISH LYRICS, A LITTLE 
BOOK OF. 

Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PREJU- 
DICE. Edited by E.V. Lucas. TvjoVoIs, 



NORTHANGER ABBEY. 

Lucas. 
BeconCPnmcis). THE ESSAYS OF LORD 

BACON. Edited by Edward Wright. 

\Continued. 
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Tnb Littlb Libbaxy- 



tinuttL 



_ _ (R. HA THE INGOLDSBY 
LEGENDS. Edited by J. B. Atlay. 

BaraanCMrs. P. A.). A LITTLE BOOK 

OF ENGLISH PROSE. Stc^nd Edition. 
BMklortI (Wmiam). THE HISTORY 

OF THE CALIPH VATHEK. Edited 

by E. Dbnison Ross. 
Bkte (Wmim). SELECTIONS FROM 

WILLIAM BLAKE. Edited by M. 

PXItUGINI. 

BWTOW ( OMrt«). LAVENGRO. Edited 

by F. HiNDBS Grooms. Two Volumtt. 
THE ROMANY RYE. Edited by John 

SAMrSON. 

BrwwBliit (RttbMtX. SELECTIONS 
FROM THE EARLY POEMS OF 
ROBERT BROWNING. Edited by W. 
Hall Grippin, M.A. 

auuriiif(0«orM>. SELECTIONS FROM 
THE ANTMACOBIN : with Gbobgb 
Canning's additioiiAl Poems. Edited by 
Lloyd Sanpbbs. 

C«wlMr rAbraham). THE ESSAYS OF 
ABRAHAM COWLEY. Edited by H. C. 

MiNCHIN. 

Cniblw (OBorre). SELECTIONS FROM 

GEORGE CRABBE. Edited by A. C 

Dbanb. 
Cralk (Mrs.). JOHN HALIFAX, 

GENTLEMAN. Edited by Anne 

Mathbson. • Two Volumis, 
CrSBhaw (Richard). THE ENGLISH 

POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW. 

Edited by Edward HtrrroN. 

Danta (Alighieri). THE INFERNO OF 

DANTE. Translated by H. F. Cary. 

Edited by Paget Tovnbeb, M.A., D.Litt. 
THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Trans- 

lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Pagbt 

ToYNBBB, M.A., D.Litt. 
THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Trans. 

lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Paget 

ToYNBBB, M. A. , D. Litt. 
Dartoy (QeorM). SELECTIONS FROM 

THE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY, 

Edited by R. A. Streatpbild. 
Deana (A. C). A LITTLE BOOK OF 

LIGHT VERSED 
Dickens (Charles). CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 

Two Volnmes, 
Perrier (Susan). MARRIAGE. Edited 

by A. Goodrich . Freer and Lord 

Iddeslbigh. Tivo Volumts, 
THE INHERITANCE. Two Folumes. 
QaskelUMrs.). CRANFORD. Edited by 

E. V. Lucas. Second Edition. 
Hawthorne (Nathaniel). THE SCARLET 

LETTER, Edited by Percy Dbarmer. 
Henderson <T. P.). A LITTLE BOOK 

OF SCOTTISH VERSE. 



Keato (John), POEMS. With an Intro- 

ducti<M> by L. Binvon, and Notes by J. 

Masbpield. 
KlDffhlka (A. W.). EOTHEN. With an 

Introduction and Notes. Second Editton. 

(Charles). ELIA, AND THE 

LAST ESSAYS OF ELIA. Edited by 

£. V. Lucas. 
Lockar(P.). LONDON LYRICS. Edited 

by A. D. Godley, M.A. A reprint of the 

First Edition. 
Longfellow (H. W.). SELECTIONS 

FROM LONGFELLOW. Edited by 

L. M. Faithpull. 
Marvell (Andrew). THE POEMS OF 

ANDREW MARVELL. Edited by E. 

Wright. 
Mltton (John). THE MINOR POEMS 

OF JOHN MILTON. Edited by H. C 

Bbbching, M.A., Canon of Westminster. 
Moir(p.M.). MANSIE WAUCH. Edited 

by T. F. Henderson. 
Nichols (J. B. B.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 

ENGLISH SONNETS. 
Rochefoucauld (La). THE MAXIMS OF 

LA ROCHEFOUCAULD. Translated 

by Dean Stanhope. Edited by G. H. 

Powell. 
Smith (Horace and James). RE JECTTED 

ADDRESSES. Edited by A. D. Godley, 

M.A. 
Sterne (Laurence). A SENTIMENTAL 

JOURNEY. Edited by H. W. Paul. 
Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY 

POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY- 

SON. Edited by J. Churton Collins, 

M.A. 
IN MEMORIAM. Edited by H. a 

Bbbching, M.A. 
THE PRINCESS. Edited by Elizabeth 

Wordsworth. 
MAUD. Edited by Elizabeth Wordsworth. 
Thackeray (W. M.). VANITY FAIR. 

Edited by S. Gwynn. Three Volntnes, 
PENDENNIS. Edited by S. Gwynn. 

Three Volumes, 
ESMOND. Edited by S. Gwynn. 
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. Edited by S. Gwynn. 
Vauffhan (Henry). THE POEMS OF 

HENRY VAUGHAN. Edited by Edward 

HUTTON. 

Walton (Izaak). THE COMPLEAT 

ANGLER. Edited by J. Buchan. 
Waterhou8e(Mrs. Alfred). A LITTLE 

BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. Edited 

by. Tenth Edition. 
Wordsworth (W.). SELECTIONS FROM 

WORDSWORTH. Edited by Nowell 

C Smith 
Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (S. T.). 

LYRICAL BALLADS. Edited by Georgw 

Sampson. 



General Literature 



29 



The Little Quarto Shakespeare 

Edited by W. J. CRAIG. With Introductions and Notes 

Pott l6mo. In 40 Volumes, Leather, price is, net each volume. 
Mahogany Revolving Book Case* los. net. 



Mixiiatiire Lilnary 

Reprints in miniature of a few interesting books which have qualities of 
humanity, devotion, or literary genius. 



Euphkanor: A Dialogue on Youth. By 
Edward FitzGerald. Trom the editionpub- 
lished by W. Pickering in X85X. Jjtmy 

PoLONius: or Wise Saws and Modem In- 
stances. , By Edward FitzGerald. From 
the ediUon published by W. Pickering in 
1853. Demy ^ame* LgatAer, as. net 

Thb RubAivat of Omar KhayyAm. By 
Edward FitzGerald. From the xst edition 
of 1859, F^mrth Edition, Leather, is. net. 



The Lipb op Edward, Lord Herbert op 
Chbrbury. Written by himself. From the 
edition printed at Strawberry Hill in the 
year Z764* Demy 33^^. Leather^ as, ntt. 

The Visions op Dom Francisco Qubvbdo 
ViLLBGAS, Knight of the Order of St. 
James. Made English bv R. L. From the 
edition printed for H. Herringman, x668. 
Leather, as. net. 

Poems. By Dora Greenwell. From the edi* 
tion of 1848. Leetther, as, net. 



Oxford Biograpbies 

Fcap, Svo, Each volume, cloth, 2s. 6d, net ; leather, 3;. 6d. net. 

T. F. Henderson. 

With 13 

Stod- 



Dantb Alighibri. By Paget Toynbee, M.A., 

D.Litt. With 13 Illustrations. Second 

Edition. 
Savonarola. By E. L. S. Horsbureh, M.A. 

With zs Illustrations. Second Edition, 
John Howard. By E. C S. Gibson, D.D., 

Bishop of Gloucester. With xa Illustrations. 
Tennyson. ,By A, C Benson, M.A. With 

9 Illustrations. 
Walter Ralbigh. By I. A. Taylor. With 

13 Illustrations. 
Erasmus. ^ By E. F. H. Capey. With 13 

Illustradons. 
Thb Young Prxtbndbr. By C. S. Terry. 

With xa Illustrations. 



Robert Burns. By 

With xa Illustrations. 
Chatham. By A* S. M'Dowall. 

Illustrations. 
St. Francis op Assisi. By Anna M. 

dart. With x6 Illustrations. 
Canning. By W. Alison Phillips. With xa 

Illustrations. 
Bbaconsfield. By Walter SicheL With is 

Illustrations. 
Gobthb. By H. G. Atkins. With xs Illus- 
trations. 
Fenelon. By Viscount St Cyres. With 

13 Illustrations. 



School Examination Series 

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN. M.A. Cr. Svo. as. 6d, 



French Examination Papers. By A. M. 
M. Stedman, M.A. Fourteenth Edition. 
A Kby, issued to Tutors and Private 
Students only to be had on application 
to the Publishers. Fi/ih Edition, 
Crown Bvo, 6s, net, 
Latin Examination Papbbs. By A. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. ThirUenth Edition, 
Key (Sixth Edition) issued as above. 
69. net. 
Greek Examination Papbrs. By A. M. M. 
Stedaian, M.A. yinth Edition. 
Kbv (Fourth Edition) issued as above. 
6r« net. 
German Examinatton Papbis. By R. J. 
Morich Set/enth Edition, 



Key (Third Edition) issued as above 
6s, net. 
History and Geography Examination 
Papers. By C. H. Spence, M.A. Third 
Edition, 

Physics Examination Papers. By R. £. 
Steel, M.A, F.CS. 

Gbnxrai. Knowlxdgb Examination 

Papbbs. By A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. 

Sixth Edition. 
Key (Fourth Edition) issued as above. 

js'ne*» 
Examination Papers in English History. 

By J. Taat Plowden-Wardlaw, B.A. 



30 



MBSSR& METiroBN'S CaTALOGUB 

gdioolHfartories 
Iikuimt$tL Crawn 8w; xi. M 
By 



A School Histocv or WAKwiacsiinB. 

a C A. Wiodk, D.Sc» r.R.& 
A ScMOOi. Hbtoxt op SonnsBT. 

WalMT Ravaood. Stetmd EdUUtu 
A School Hutobt op Lamcaskiiu. 

W.B.RhodM. 



By 

by 



A School Histokv op Sobxbv. 
Mald«n, M.A. 



A School History op Middlbshx. 
G. Plan and F. W. Walton. 



I 

By H. E. j 
ByV. 



T«clbooki 

Bdited by G. F. QOODCH1IJ3, M. 

pKAcnaiL MiCKAMica. By Sidney H.Wdls. 

F0urth BdiUm. Cr, 8tw. 3^- ^ 
Practical Chxmistrt. Part l By W. 

French, M.A. Cr. Bm. F^uHM EdiH^. 

It. td. Part II. By W. French, M.A., and 

T. H. Boardman, M. A. Cr. Zvo, is. td, 

TbCHKICAL ArITHMSTIC Alto GSOMHTXT. 

By C T. MUlis, M.I.M.E. Cr. Sm. 

Examples in Pmrsics. By C E. Jadeion, 

B.A. Cr. 8«w. 2*. 6d, 
Plant Lipb, Studies in Garden and School 

B^ Horace F. tones, F.CS. With 390 

Diagraauu Cr, iv0. y, 6d. 



A., aSc, and G. R. MILLS, M.A. 

Ths Gomplbth School Chbmistrt. By F. 
M. Oldham, aA. With zs6 lUnstiatioas. 
Cr. 8tv, 

An Organic Chxmistrt por Schools and 
Thchnical iNSTrruTBS. By A. £. Dunstan, 
B.Sc (Load.X F.CS. lUustrated. 
Cr, 8cv. 

Elbmbntaxt SaBNCS por Pupil Teachers. 
Physics Section. By W. T. -Clongh, 
A.R.C.S. (Lond.X F.CS. Chemistry 
Section. ByA.E.Dnnstan.B.Sc(Lond.), 
FX.S. With 3 J^lates and zo Diagrams. 
Cr. 8vp, as. 



MetlniMi'8 Sinplifted Frendi Tacts 

Edited by T. R. N. CROFTS, M.A. 

One SMtting each, 

L'HiSToiRB d'unbTuupb. Adapted byT. R. 

K.Crofts,M.A. Stc^md S^idm. 
Abdallah. Adapted by J. A. Wilton. 



La Chanson db Roland. Adapted by H. 

Rieu, M.A. Second BdiHot^ 
MtfMoiRBS lOk Cadxchon* Adapted by J. F. 

Rhoades. 



Hetihneii'fl Standard Libnuy 

In Sixpenny Volumes. 

Thb Standard Library is a new series of volomes containing the great classics of the 
world, and particularly the finest works of English literature. All the great masters will be 
represented, either in complete works or in selections. It is theamtntion of the publishers to 
fjace the best books of the Anglo-Saxon race within the reach of every reader, so that the 
series mav represent something of the diveruty and splendour of onr ttngUsh tongue. The 
characteristics of The Standard Library are four :— z. Soundness op Text. 2. Cheapness. 
3. Clearness op Type. 4. Simpuoty. The books are well printed on good paper at a 
price whu:h on the whole is without parallel in the history of publishing. Each Yohime con- 
tains from 100 to 85p pa^as, and is issued in p^ier covers. Crown 8vo, at Sixpeqoe net, or in 
doth gilt at One Shilhng net. In a few cases long books are issued as Double Volumes 
or as Treble Volumes. 



Thb Meditations op Marcos Aurblius. 

The translation is by R. Graves. 
Sbnsb and Sensibility. Byjane Ansten. 
Essays and Coonsbls and THB New 

Atlantis. By Francis Bacon, Lord 

Verulam. 
Rbligio Mhdici and Urn Burial. By 

Sir Thomas Browne. T&e text has been 

collated by A. R. Waller.. 



The Pilgrim's Progress. By John Bimyan. 
Replbctions on thb Frbnch kotolotion. 

By Edmund Bteke. 
Thb Poems and Songs op Robekt Burns. 

Dooble Volume. 
The Analogy op Rbugion, Natubal and 

Rbybalbd. By Joseph Btrtler, IXD. 
Thb Poems op Thomas Chattbrton. In a 

volumes. 
VoL L— Miscdlaaeous Poems. 

\ConiUMsd. 
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Vol. II.— The Rowley Poems. 
Thx New Life and Sonnets. By Dante. 
Translated into English by D. G. RossettL 
Tom Jones. By Heniy Fielding. Treble Vol. 
Cranford. By Mrs. GaskelU 
The History of the Decline and Fall of 
THE Roman Empiiie. By Edward Gibbon. 
In 7 doable volumes. 

The Text and Notes have been revised by 
J. 6. Bory, Litt.D., bat the Appendices of 
the more expensive edition are not given. 
The Vicar of Wakefield. By Oliver 

Goldsmith. 
The Poems andPlatsofOlivbk Goldskith . 
The Works of Ben Jonson. 

Vol. I.— The Case is Altered. Every Man 
in His Hamoor. Every Man out of His 
Homour. 
VoL IL— CSrntfata's Revels; The Poetaster. 
The text has been collated by H. C Hart. 
The Poems OF John Keats. Doable voitmie: 
The Text bas been collated by E. de 
Selincoort 
On THE Imitation of Christ. By Thomas 
dtKemqiMS. 

The translatioa is by C. Bigg, DD., 
Canon of Christ Church. 
A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy 

Life. By William Law. 
Paradise Lost. By John Million. 

ElXONOKLASTES AND THE TENURE OF KiNGS 

AND Magistrates. By John Milton. 
Utopia and Poems. By Sir Thomas More. 
The Republic of pLATa Translated by 



Sydenham and Taylor. Double Volume. 

The translation has been revised by 

W. H. D. Rouse. 
The Little Flowers of 9p« .Francis. 

Translated byW. Hcywood. 
The Works or Wiluam ShakespbaAb. In 

xo velnmes* 
Vou I.— The Tempest ; The Two Gentlemen 

of Verona J The Aierry Wives of Windsor ; 

Measure for Measure; The Comedy of 

ErrMS. 
Vol. il— Much Ado About Nothing ; Love's 

Labour's Lost; A Midsummer Night's 

Dream ; The Merchant of Venice ; As You 

UUIt^ 
Vol. III.— The Taming of the Shrew ; All's 

Well that Ends Well; Twelfth Night ; The 

Winter's Tale. 
VoL IV. — ^The Life and Death of Kiiu; John ; 

Thv Tragedy of King Richard the Second ; 

Tb« First Part of Kipg Henry it. ; The 

Second Pact of King Henry iv. 
Vol. v.— The Life oTKing Henry v. ; The 

First Part of King Henry vi. ; The Second 

Part of King Henry vl 
Vol. VI.— The Third Part of Kmg Henry 

VI. ; The Tragedy of King Richard in. ; 

The Famous History of the Life of King 



In 4 



Henry viii. 
Ths Poems of PttRCV Btsshb Shelley. 
volumes. 
VoL L— Alastor ; The Daemon of the World ; 

The Revolt of Islam, etc. 
The Text has been revised by CD. Locock. 
The Life of Nelson. By Robert Southey. 
The Natural History and Antiquities of 
Selborne. By Gilbert White. 



Textbooks of Technology 

Edited by Q. F. GOODCHILD, M. A., aSc, and O. R. MILLS, M.A. 
Fuify Jllmiratid. 



How TO Make a Dress. By J. A. E. Wood. 

F9urikBdiHon, Cr,%O0. it, 6d, 
Carpentry and Joinery. By F. C. Webber. 

FiJikBditum, Cr, Bw. 3t.6d, 
Millinery, Theoretkal and Practical. 

By Clare HilL Ffurtk Edition, Cr, Svo. 

3/. 
An Introduction to the Study of Tex- 
tile Design. By Aldred F. Barker. Drwr^ 

8fw. jr. 6d, 
Builders' Quantitibs. By H. C Grubb. 

Cr. Svp, u. 6d, 
RipoussA METAL Work. By A. C. Horth. 

Cr* 8cv. sf . 6A 



Electric Light and Power ^ An Intso- 
dnction to the Study of Electrical Endneer- 
ing. By E. E. Brooks, B.Sc (Lond.) 
Second Master and Instructor of Physics 
and Electrical Engineering, Leicester 
Technical School, and W. H. N. James, 
A.R.CS., A.LE.E.. Assistant Instructor 
of Electrical Engineering, Manchester 
MunidpalTtehnicaiSchooL Cr. Bva, 4/. 6d. 

Engineering Worxsmof Practice. By 
C* C. Allen, Lecturer on Snrinetdng, 
Municipal Technical Institute, CoveRtry. 
With many Diagrams. Cr, 8sv. »«. 



Handbooks of Theology 

Edited by R. L. OTTLEY, D.D.. Professor of Pastoral Theology at Oxford, 
and Ouion of Christ Church, Oxford. 

The series is intended, in part, to liimish the clergy and teachers or stndents of 
Theology with trustworthy Textbooks, adequately representing the present position 
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of the qwUloas dealt with ; in part, to make accessible to the reading public as 
a frm ratir tad ooodae statement of facts and principles in all questions bearing on 
Theology and Rdigion, 



Tta XXXCL AmcLis op thb Church op 
Knolamix Edited by E. C S. Gibion, 

Ah iHTaooocrioH to thx Histokt op 
Rbucioh. By F. B. Jevoos. II. A., 

The DocnuHS op thb Imcaknatioh. Bt R. 
L. Ottkr, D.D. Third £ditwH rtoued. 



Am Introduction to the History op thi 

Crueos. By a. E. Barn, D.D. Demj 

%oo, lor. td, 
Thb PHiLoeopHT op Rel,igion in England 

AND Ambrua. By Alfred Caldecott. D.D. 

J)gtmy 8otf> xo8m 6d» 
A History op Early Christian Doctrink. 

By J. F. Bethune-Baker, M.A. Zftmy^M. 

zof . 6d, 



The Westndntter Oommeatazids 

General Editor. WALTER LOCK, D.D., Warden of Keble CoUege, 
Dean Ireland's Professor of Exegesis in the UniYersity of Oxford. 
The object of each commentary is primarily exegetical, to interpret the author's 
meaning to the present generation. 'The editors will not deal, except very subor- 
dinately, with cjuestions of textual criticism or philology ; but, taking the English 
text in the Revised Version as their basis, th^ will try to combine a hearty accept- 
ance of critical principles with loyalty to the Cfatholic Faith. 



Thb Book op Gbnbsis. Edited with Intro- 

doctioo and Notes by S. R. Driver, D.D. 

SiariJk Edition Dtmy 8cv. lof. ^d. 
Thb Book op Job. Edited by E. C S. Gibson, 

D.D. Seccnd Edition, Vtmf^oc. 6s, 
Thk Acts op thb Apostlbs. Edited by R. 

B. Rackhan, M.A. Demy 8cw. Third 

Edition, tot. 6d, 



Thb First Epistls op Paul thb Apostle 
to thb Corinthians. Edited by H. L. 
Goudge, M.A. DomyOoo. 6s, 

Thb Epistlb op St. Jambs. Edited with In* 
troduction and Notes by R. J. Knowling, 
D.D. Demy Svo. 6s, 

Thb Book op Ezbkiel. Edited H. A. Red- 
path, M.A., D.Litt. Demy Svo, xos, 6d, 



Part !!• — Fiction 



Adderler (Hon. and iRev. Jame^ Anthor 

of * Steven Renurz.' BEHOLD THE 

DAYS COME. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo. 

%s.6d. 
AlfiinesiCB. Marls). SUSANNAH AND 

ONE OTHER. Fourth Edition, Cr, 

tvo, 6s, 
THE BLUNDER OF AN INNOCENT. 

Second Edition, Cr.Bvo. 6s, 
CAPRICIOUS CAROLINE. Second Edi- 

tion, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
LOVE AND LOUISA. Second Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
PETER, A PARASITE. Cr,Svo. 6s, 
THE BROWN EYES OF MARY. Third 

Edition, Cr. Zvo, 6s. 
I KNOW A MAIDEN. Third Edition. 

Buret (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY. 

Third Edition. Cr,Svo, 6s. 
THE PASSPORT. Fourth Edition. Cr. 

%vo 6s. 
TEMPTATION. Fifth Edition, Cr, 8w. 

6t. 
CASTING OF NETS. Twelfth Edition, Cr. 

Ho. 6s. 



Second Edition. Cr. 



Fifth 

6s, 
Seventh 



DONNA DIANA. 

LOVE'S PROXY. A yew Edition. Cr.Zvo. 

6s, 
Baring-Qottld (S.). ARMINELL. 

Edition. Cr, Szfo, 6s. 
URITH. Fi/ih Edition. Cr,Svo. 
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 

Edition, Cr, %oo, 6s. 
CHEAP JACK ZITA. Fourth Edition. 

Cr. Zvo, 6s, 
MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third 

Edition, Cr, Zvo, 6s, 
THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edition. 

Cr, Zvo. 6s. 
JACQUETTA. Third Edition. Cr,Buo. 6s. 
KITTY ALONE. Fi/ih Edition. Cr.Bw, 6s. 
NOEMI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition, Cr. 

Zvo, 6s, 
THE BROOM.SQUIRE. Illustrated. 

Fifth Edition. Cr, Bvo, 6s. 
DARTMOOR IDYLL& Cr. Zvo. 6s, 
THB PENNYCOMEQUICKS. Third 

Edition, Cr, Zvo. 6s, 
GUAVAS THIS TINNER. Illustrated. 

Second Sditiom. Cr.Bvo. 6s, 
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DOMITIA. Illustrated. Cn 8vo. 6s, 
BLADYS OF THE STEWPONEY. lUiis. 

trated. Second Ediiicn, Cr,Bva. 6s. 
PABO THE PRIEST. Cr, %vo, 6s. 
WINEFRED. Illustrated. Second Edition. 

Cr,8vo. 6s, 
ROYAL GEORGIE. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
INDEWISLAND. Second Ed. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
LITTLE TU'PENNY. ANewEdiiion. 6d 

See also ShilliDg Novels. 
Baniett (Bdith A.). A WILDERNESS 

WINNER. Second EdWon. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
Barr (James). LAUGHING THROUGH 

A WILDERNESS. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Barr (Robert). IN THE MIDST OF 

ALARMS. Third Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s. 
THE STRONG ARM. Second Edition. 

THE MUTABLE MANY. Tfurd Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. Fourth 

Edition. Cr. ^vo. 6s. 
THE LADY ELECTTRA Second Edition. 

THE ^TEMPESTUOUS PETTICOAT. 

Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr, Zvo. 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels and S. Crane. 
Beffbie (Harold). THE ADVENTURES 

OF SIR JOHN SPARROW. Cr.Svo. 6s. 
Pelloc(HIIalre). EMMANUEL BURDEN, 

MERCHANT. With 36 Illustrations by 

G.K.C1UBSTBRTON. Second Ed. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
Beiiseii(B. P.) DODO, fifteenth Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. 
Benton (Marffaret). SUBJECT TO 

VANITY. Cr.Zvo. js. 6d. 
Bretherton (Ralph). THE MILL. Cr. 

Bvo, 6s, 
Burke (Barbara)* BARBARA GOES TO 

OXFORD. Third Edition. 
Burton (J. Bleundelle). THE FATE 

OFVALSEC. Cr.Bvo, 6s. 
See also Shillbg Novels. 
Capee CBemard). Author of 'The Lake of 

Wine.^ THE EXTRAORDINARY CON. 

FESSIONSOFDIANAPLEASE. Third 

Edition* Cr. Bva» 6s, 
A JAY OF ITALY, fourth Ed. Cr.Svo. 6s. 
LOAVES AND FISHES. Second Edition. 

A ROGUE'S TRAGEDY. Second Edition. 

THE GREAT SKENE MYSTERY. 
Second Edition. Cr. 9vo. 6s. 

Charlton (Randall). MAVE. Second Edi- 
tion. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Carey (Wynond). LOVE THE JUDGE. 
Second edition. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 

Chc8ney(Weatherby). THE TRAGEDY 
OF THE GREAT EMERALD Cr.Bvo. 6s. 

THE MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW. 
Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
See also ShtUmg Novels. 

Conrad (Joeeph). THE SECRET 
AGENT. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo, 6s. 



CoreUI (Marie). A ROMANCE OF TWO 
WORLDS. Twenty Eighth Ed. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 

VENDETTA. Twenty-Fifth Edition. Cr. 
Zvo. 6s. 

THELMA. Thiriy^eventhEd Cr.Zvo. 6s. 

ARDATH : THE STORY OF A DEAD 
SELF. Eighteenth Edition. Cr.Zvo, 6s. 

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Fifteenth Edi- 
tion, Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

WORMWOOD. Fifteenth Ed. Cr,Zvo. 6s. 

BARABBAS: A DREAM OF THE 
WORLD'S TRAGEDY. Fortysecond 
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Fifty-third 
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. Eleventh 
Edition. Cr. Sw. 6s. 

TEMPORAL POWER: A STUDY IN 
SUPREMACY. Z50/4 T,h4msand. Cr. 

GOd'^S good man : A SIMPLE LOVE 
STORY. Tw^th Edition, Z44th Thou- 
sand. Cr. Zvo, 6s. 

THE MIGHTY ATOM. Twenty-sixth Edi- 
tion, Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

BOY : a Sketch. Tenth Edition, Cr. Bva* 6s. 

CAMEOS Twelfth Edition. Cr.^oo, 6s. 

Cotes (Mrs. JBverard). See Sara Jeaonette 

Cotterelf (Constance). THE VIRGIN 
AND THE SCALES. Illustrated. Secona 
Edition. Cr. Sew. 6s. 

Crsne (Stephen) and Barr (Robert). 
THEO'RUDDY. Third EdiHon, Crown 

Crocicett (S. R.), Author of 'The Raiders,' 

etc. LOCHINVAR. Illustnted. Thira 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE STANDARD BEARER. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
Croker (B. M.). THE OLD CANTON- 

MENT. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
JOHANNA. Second Edition, Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
THE HAPPY VALLEY. Third Edition. 

Cr. Zvo. 6e. 
A NINE DAYS' WONDER. Third 

Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
PEGGY OF THE BARTONS.. Sixth 

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
ANGEL. Fourth Edition- Cr.Znft, fa,- 
A STATE SECRET. Third EdiHoH. Cr. 

Zivo. 3s. 6d. 
Crosbie (Mary), DISCIPLES. Second Ed. 

Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
Dawson (A. J). DANIEL WHVTE. 

Cr. Zvo. 3f . 6d. 
Oeane (Mary). THE OTHER PAWN. 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
Boyle (A. Conan), Author of 'Sherlock 

Holmes/ 'The White Company/ etc 

ROUND THE RED LAMpT Tenth 

Editwn. Cr. Zvo, 6s. 
Duncan (Sara Jeannette) (Mrs. Everard 

Cotes). THOSE DELIGHTFUL 

AMERICANS. Illustrated. ThirdEdition. 

Cr. Zvo, 6s. See also Shilling Novels. 
Plndlater(i. H.). THE GREEN GRAVES 

OF BALGOWRIE. Fiflh Edition, 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
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THE LADDKR TO THE STARS. Second 

Ediiimu Cr.%o0, 6s. 
Sm alto ShiHisf Novels. 
PtailirtM' (Mary). A NARROW WAY. 

Third KMH^n. Cr,9o0.. 6r. 
THE ROSE OF JOY. Third Bditicn. 

A BLIND BIRD'S NEST. With 8 lUos. 
IfMioM. S0umd Edition. Cr, 8v«. tu 
Sm alio Shilling NoveU. 
PHlMtrlck (K.) THE WEANS AT 
ROWALLAN. lUtastratocL StcondEdi- 
Hmu Cr, %O0. 6f . 
Fraacis (M. B.). STEPPING WEST. 

WARD. StccmdBditi0H, Cr.Stw. 6s. 
MARGERY O' THE MILL. Third 
EditiMS, Cr.9p0, 6s. 

(Mrs. Hmgk), Author of* The Stolen 
• THE SLAKING OF THE 



^ "yVCD, 'Sse0Hd Bditiom. Cr.Otw. 6s. 
IN THE SHADOW OF THE LORD. 

Third Edition. Craum 8m. 6s. 
Pry (B. mn4 C.B.X A MOTHER'S SON. 

Ei/th Edition. Cr. 8cv. 6s. 
Falfer-Maltlaa4 (BIlaX Aothor of * The 

DmyBookofBethtaHardacre.' BLANCHE 

ESmEAD. Stcond EtUtiffn. Cr.%vc. 6s. 
Oataa (Blaanar), Author of ' The Biography 

of a Prairie Giri.' THE PLOW-WOMAN. 

aeraurd (DorotliaaX Author of * Lady Baby.' 

HOLY MATRIMONY. Second Edition. 

Cr, 8etf. 6s. 
MADE OF MONEY. Cr. Zvo. 6s. 
THE BRIDGE OF LIFE. Cr. Btv. 6s. 
THE IMPROBABLE IDYL. Third 

Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6s, 
See also Shilling Novels. 
aiaalar(<l«orMX Author of * Demos,' 'In 

the Year of JubUee,' etc. THE TOWN 

TRAVKLLEK, Second Ed. Cr. 9vo. 6s. 
THE CROWN OF LIFE. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Olelff (Charlet). BUNTER'S CRUISE. 

Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 3s. 6d. 
Hamiltoa (M.). Author of 'Cut Laurels.' 

THE FIRST CLAIM. Second Edition. 

Cr, %vo. 6s. 
Harradaa (Beatrice). IN VARYING 

MOODS. Fourteenth Edition, Cr.8vo. 6s. 
HILDA STRAFFORD and THE REMIT- 
TANCE MAN. Twelfth Ed. Cr.Qrw. 6s. 
THE SCHOLAR'S DAlJGHTER. Fourth 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Harrod (P.) (Prances Porbes Robertson). 

THE TAMING OF THE BRUTE. Cr, 

ivo, 6s, 
Herbertson (Agnes Q.). PATIENCE 

DEAN. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
HIchens (Robert). THE PROPHET OF 

BERKELEY SQUARE. Second Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Third 

EdUion, Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
FELIX. Fi/ih Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Si:rth 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
BYEWAYS. Cr.Bvc. 6s, 



THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Sixteeiuk 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE BLACK SPANIEL. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE CALL OF THE BLOOD. Seventk 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Hope (Anthony). THE GOD IN THE 

CAR. Tenth Edition. Cr. Stw, 6s. 
A CHANGE OF AIR. SijetA Ed. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
A MAN OF MARK. Fi/tA Ed. Cr. Bzfo. 6s. 
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN- 

TONIO. Sixth Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. Millas 

Sixth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
SIMON DALE. IWostxsXed. Sev^sUAEditum 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE KING'S MIRROR. FourtJk EditioH. 

Cr.Bvo. 6s, 

?UISANTE. Fourth Edition. Cr. Boo. 6t. 
HE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC lUas- 

trated. Fourth Edition. Cr Bvo. 6s. 
TALES OF TWO PEOPLE. Third Ed. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Hope (Orahani), Authorof 'AC^ardinalam! 

his Conscience,' etc, etc THE LADY 

OF LYTK Second Edition. Cr.Boo. 6s. 
Hottsman (Clemence). THE LIFE OF 

SIR AGLO VALE DEGALIS. Cr.Bvo. 6s, 
Hneffer (Pord Madox). AN ENGLISH 

GIRL. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Hyne (C. J. Cutcllffe), Author of 'Captain 

Kettle.' MR. HORROCKS, PURSER. 

Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
PRINCE RUPERT, THE BUCCANEER. 

Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6u 
Jacobs (W. W.). MANY CARGOES. 

Thirtieth Edition. Cr. Bvo. xs. 6d. 
SEA URCHINS. Fourteenth EdUion.. Cr. 

Bvo. 3X. 6d. 
A MA^ER OF CRAFT. lUustrated. 

Eighth Edition. Cr. Bvo, u. 6d. 
LIGHT FREIGHTS. Illustrated. Seventk 

Edition. Cr, Bvo. -u. 6d. 
THE SKIPPER'S WOOING. Eighth Edi- 
tion. Cr, Bvo. y. 6d. 
DIALSTONE LANE. Illustrated. Seventi 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 3s. 6d. 
ODD CRAFT. Illustrated. Seventk Edi- 
tion. Cr. Bvo. Of. 6d. 
AT SUNWICH PORT. Illustrated 

Eighth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 3*. 6d, 
James (Henry). THE SOFT SIDE. Secoiti 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE BETTER SORT. Cr. Bvo. 6x. 
THE AMBASSADORS. Second Editioit. 

Cr. Bvo. 65. 
THE GOLDEN BOWL. Third Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Keays (H. A. Mitchell). HE THAT 

EATETH BREAD WITH ME. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
Kester (Vausrhan). THE FORTUNES 

OF THE LANDRAYS. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Lawless (Hon. Bmlly). WITH ESSEX 

IN IRELAND. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
See also Shilline Novels. 
LeC^axfW.). THE HUNCHBACK OF 

WEiSTMINSTER. Third Ed. Cr. Bvo. fix. 
THE CLOSED BOOK, ThirdEd. Cr.Bvo.6s, 
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THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 

Illustrated. Third Edition, Cr. Boa. 6s. 
SBHIND THE THRONE TJkird Edition, 

Cr, Bv0, 6s. 
L^vett-Yeats (S.). ORRAIN. Second 

Edition, Cr, Bv0. 6s, 
London (Jack), Author of 'The Call of the 

Wild,' 'The Sea Wolf/ etc WHITE 

FANG. SijctA Edition, Cr.Zvo. 6s, 
L«uca«<B. V.X LISTENER'S LURE: An 

Oblique Narration. Crown Bvo, Fourth 

Edition. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
Uyall (Bdna). DERRICK VAUGHAN, 

NOVELIST. 42nd Thousand, Cr, 8vo. 

3S,6d 
M'Carthy (Justin HA Author of < If I were 

King.' THE LADY OF LOYALTY 

HOUSE. Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr, 

Svo, 6s, 
THE DRYAD. Second Edition. Cr.Zvo. 6s. 
Macdonald (Ronald). A HUMAN 

TRINITY. Second Edition. Cr, Zvo. 6s. 
Mocnaiiffhtan (S.). THE FORTUNE OF 

CHRISTINA MACNA6. Fourth Edition, 

Cr, Zvo, 6s, 
iVUUet(Lacas). COLONEL ENDERBY'S 

WIFE. Fourth Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. New 

Edition, Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
THE WAGES OF SIN. Fi/Uenth Edition, 

Cr, Bvo. 6t. 
THE CARISSIMA. Fi/ihEd, Cr,Bvo. 6s. 
THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fourth Edi- 
tion, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD 

CALM AD Y. Setfenth Edition, Cr.Bvo, 6s. 
See also Books for Boys and Girls. 
MannOVIrs. M. B.). OLIVIA'S SUMMER. 

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
A LOST ESTATE. A New Ed, Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
THE PARISH OF HlLBY. A New Edition, 

Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
THE PARISH NURSE. Fourth Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
GRAN'MA'S JANE. Cr.Bvo, 6s. 
MRS. PETER HOWARD. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
A WINTER'S TALE. A New Edition, 

Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS. A New 

Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6f . 
ROSE AT HONEYPOT. Third Ed, Cr, 

Bvo. 6s. See also Books for Boys and Girls. 
THE MEMORIES OF RONALD LOVE. 

Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
THE BGLAMORE PORTRAITS. Third 

Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE SHEEP AND THE GOATS. Third 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Marriott (Charies), Author of *The 

Column.' GENEVRA. Second Edition. 

Cr.Bvo. 6t. 
Marsh (Richard). THE TWICKENHAM 

PEERAGE. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo, 6s. 
THE MARQUIS OF PUTNEY. Secdnd 

Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
A DUEL. Cr Bvo. 6s, 



IN THE SERVICE OF LOVE. Third 
Edition. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 

THE GIRL AND THE MIRACLE. 
Third Edition, Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. 

Mason (A. B. W.), Author of 'The Four 
Feathers,* eta CLEMENTINA Illus- 
trated. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6t. 

Mathers (Helen), Author of * Comin' thro' the 
Rye.' HONEY. Fourth Ed. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 

GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. Cr. Bvo. 
6s. 

THE FERRYMAN. Second Edition. Cr, 
Bvo. 6s, 

TALLY-HOI Fourth Edition. Cr,Bvo, 6s, 

Maxwell (W. B.), Author of *The Ragged 
Messenger.' VIVIEN. Ninth Edition, 

THE RAGGED MESSENGER. Third 

Edition, Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
FABULOUS FANCIES. Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
THE GUARDED FLAME. Seventh Edi. 

tion. Cr, Bvo, 6s. 
THE COUNTESS OF MAYBURY. Fourth 

Edition. Cr. Br/o. 6s, 
ODD LENGTHS. Second Ed, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Meade (U T.). DRIFT. Second Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
RESURGAM. Cr, Bvo. 6i, 
VICTORY. Cr, Zvo. 6s, 

See also Books for Boys and Girls. 
Melton (R.). CAESAR'S WIFE. Second 

Edition, Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Meredith (Bills). HEART OF MY 

HEART. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
Miller (Esther). LIVINGS LIES. Third 

Edition. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
*Mlss MoUy' (The Author of). THE 

GREAT RECONCILER. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Mitford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE 

SPIDER. Illustrated. SUth Edition. 

Cr. Bvo, 3*. 6d. 
IN THE WHIRL OF THE RISING. 

Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
THE RED DERELICT. Second Edition, 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Montresor (F. P,\ Author of 'Into the 

Highways and Hedges.' THE ALIEN. 

Third Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
Morrison (Arthur). TALES OF MEAN 

STREETS. Seventh Edition. Cr.Bvo. 65. 
A CHILD OF THE JAGO. Fifth Edition. 

Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
CUNNING MURRELL. Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Fourth Edi. 

tion. Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
DIVERS VANITIES. Cr, Bvo, 6s, 
NesbitlB.). (Mrs. £. Bland). THE RED 

HOUSE. Illustrated. Fourth Edition 

Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. 
Nonis(W.B.). HARRY AND URSULA. 

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s, 
Ollivant (Alfred). OWD BOB, THE 

GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. Tenth 

Edition, Cr, Bvo, 6s, 
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I (B. PkUHMX MASTER OF 
Fourth EMmn, Cr, Siw. 61; 
(/•feflX Audior or 'BariM of 
GffUMl BftTOo-^ A WEAVER OF WEBS. 
S€C$md BditUm, Cr,9o0, «r. 
THE GATE OF THE DESERT. Ftf^ 

£MU»m O.awk 6*. 
PROFIT AND LOS& With a Frantupieoe 
ta photogiwnm by Uaholo Cotpimg. 
PmHJkEditiM. Cr. 8w. 6s. 
THE LONG ROAD. With a Fiootiipiece 
'^ Haiiold ComNG. Fourth SMUorn, 



bv Haik 
Cr.%90. 



^nCbmrry). LINDLEY KAYS. Third 

Kdhim. Cr.9p», 6c 
Pftrkar (QllbOTt). PIERRE AND HIS 

PEOPLE. Sixth JSdiH^, Cr.tvo, 6t. 
MRS, TALCUION. F{^ Edition. Cr.^vo. 

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

Third Edition, Cr, 8fw. tu 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. lUus- 

trated. Ninth Edition, Cr, ^oo. 6f. 
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTI AC : 

The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Sixth 

EtHHon% Cr, flevi 6/« 
AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH. 

The Last Adventures of 'Pretty Pierre.' 

Third Edition, Cr.^ioc 6r. 
THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY, lUus- 

trated. Fi/Utnih Edition, Cr,9vo, 6s, 
THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a 

Romance of Two Kingdoma. lUustratied. 

Slrth Edition, Cr. Sew. 6s. 
THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES. 

Third Edition, Cr* Bvo, zs, 6d. 
PWBbertmi (IVUa). THE IfOOTSTEPS 

OF A THRONE. Illustrated. Third 

Edition, Cr, 8fw. 6s, 
I CROWN THEE KING. With Mttstra- 

tions by Frank Dadd and A. Forrestier. 

Philijp^ (Bdan), LYING PROPHETS. 
Third Edition, Cr, Bvo. 6c 

CHILDREN OF THE MIST. F(/ih Edi- 
tion. Cr,Bvo, 6s. 

THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontispiece. 
Fonrth Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s, 

SONS OF THE MORNING. Sic&nd 
Edition, Cr, Bvo, 6s. 

THE RIVER. Third Edition, Cr,Bvo, 6s. 

THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Fonrth 
Edition, Cr, Bvo, 6s, 

THE SECRET WOMAN. Fonrth Edition. 

KNOCk'aT a VENTURE. With a Frontis- 
piece. Third Edition. Cr, Bvo, 6s. 
THE PORTREEVE. Fourth Ed. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
THE POACHER'S WIFE. Stcond Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. 
Plckthall (Marmadukca. SAfD THE 
FISHERMAN. Sixth Ed, Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
BRSNDLE. Second Edition, Cr.Bvo, 6s. 
THE HOySE OF ISLAM. Third Edi- 
Hon. Cr, Bvo, 6s, 
» Antborof 'Dead Man's Rocic' THE 
V^HITEWOLP. Second Ed, Cr.Bvo, 6s, 



'%, 



THE MAYOR OF TROY. Fvmrih E^Usn. 

Cr, Bvo. 6t, 
MERRY GARDEN AND OTHEE 

STORIES. Cr,Bvo, 6s. 
MAJOR VIGOUREUX. Third Ediiin. 

Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
RffWMB CMaod Stepney), Author of 'A 

Lady or the Regency^' 'The Laboaitr'i 

Comedy,' etc. THE ENCHANTED 

GARDEN. Fourth Edifum, Cr. Boa, & 
Rhjra (Qrmn\ THE WOOING OF 

SHI.ILA. Second Edition. Cr. Bve. 6s. 
RMge (W. Pett). LOST PROPERTY. 

Second Edition. Cr.9vo, 6«. 
ERB. Second Edition. Cr. Sew. 6s. 
A SON OF THE STATE. Second EdiiM 

Cr, dvo, %t. 6d, 
A BREAXER OF LAWS. A New Editm. 

Cr* tew. V. 6d. 
MRS. GALER'S BUSINESS. lUostrated 

Second Edition. Cr, Bafo, 6c. 
SECRETARY TO BAYNE, M.P. Cr. 3«. 

Of. 6^ 
THE WICKHAMSES. Fourth Editm. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
NAME OF GARLAND. Third Edi&m. 

Cr, Zoo, 6s, 
Roberts (C. O. D.). THE HEART OF 

THE ANCIENT WOOD. Cr.Bvo, 3S.U 
RuaaeU (W. Clark). MY DANISH 

SWEETHEART, inostzated. Fi/ii 

Edition, Cr, Bvo, 6s, 
HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. lUostrated 

Second Edition. Cr. 6vo. 6s. 
ABANDONED. Second Edttion, Cr, Bvo. 6s. 

See also Books for Boys and Girls. 
Serjeant (Adeline). BARBARA'S 

MONEY. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
THE PROGRESS OF RAGHAEL. Cr. 

THE MYSTERY OF THE MOAT. Swfnd 

Edition. Cr. Bvo, 6s. 
THE COMING OF THE RANDOLPHS. 

Cr, Bvo, 6s, 
See also Shilling Novels. 
Shaimoii. (W.P. THE MESS DECK. 

Cr. Bvo, 3*. 6d. 
See also Shilloig Novels. 
SlielleyCBertlui). ENDERBY. Third U 

Cr, Bvo. 6s, 
SIdffwIck (Mra. Alfred^ Author of *Ctii- 

thia'sWay.» THE KINSMAN. With 5 

IllttStrations by C. E. Brock. Third £1 

Somiichaeii (Albert). DEEP-SEA VAGA 

BONDS. Cr.Bvo, 6s, 
Snnbttry (Qeorffe). THE HA'PENNY 

MILLIONAIRE. Cr.Bvo. 3*. &i 
Urqahart (MA A TRAGEDY IN COM- 
MONPLACE. Second Ed. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
Walnenan (Paul). THE SONG OF THE 

FOREST. Cr, Bvo, 6s. 
THE BAY OF LILACS. Second Editin. 

Cr, Bvo. 6s. 

See also Shilling Novels. 
WaIte(B.C.). THE ANCIENT LAND. 

MARK: A Kentucky Romance. Cr, Bvt. 

6s, 
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Wmtantk (H. B. ManMt). ALAJOTMS 

AND EXCURSIONS. O. Bwu 6fc 
CAPTAIN FORTUNE. TAird SOOUm. 

Cr. 8p0. 6f . 
TWISTED EGLANTINE. With 8 lUus. 

trations by Frank Craig. TkirdEdiHom, 

Cr.Zoo, 6s, 
THE HIGH TOBYv With a FcontUideoe. 

Third Edition, Cr» 8ev. 6r. 
A MIDSUMMER DAY'S DREAM. 

Third EdHiou, Crown %oo, 6s, 
See also Shilling Novels. 

WeU» (H. 0.). THE SEA LADY. Cr, 
Bva. 6s, 

W6yiiuui(StaiiIey)» Authorof* A Gentlenuui 
of France.' UNDER THE RED ROBE. 
With Illustrations by R. C Woopvillb. 
TvLsnty-Firsi Edition, Cr, Zvo, 6s, 

Wlilte (Stewart B.), Authorof « The Blaaed 
TraiV CONJUROR'S HOUSE. A 
Ronuuice of the Free Trail. Sscond Edition, 
Cr„ 9oo, 6s, 

White (Per^). THE SYSTEM. Third 
Edition. Cr, Sew. 6s, 

WlUlams (Margery). THE BAR. Cr, 
Zvo. 6s, 



WilHaflttQa (Mn. C. N.)« Author of * 
" • ADVEN 



Barnstormers.' THE ADVENTURE 

OF PRINCESS SYLVIA SfComTEdi* 

Hon, Cr, 9ao, 6s, 
THE WOMAN WHO DARED. Cn 8w. 6t. 
THE SEA COULD TELL. Stcotid Edition. 

Cr, ^o, 6s, 
THE CASTLE OF THE SHADOWS. 

Third Edition, Cr,6tw, 6s, 
PAPA CnSw. 6s. 
Wllllamfeii (C. N* and A. M.)* THE 

LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR r Being the 

Romance of a Motor Car. Illustrated. 

Seventeenth Edition, Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
THE PRTVCESS PASSES. Illustrated. 

I^inth, l.^.tion. Cr, Bvo. 6s. 
MYFUIENDTHECHAuFFEUR. With 

i6 Illustrations. Ninth Edit, Cr.Zvo, 6s, • 
THE CAR OF DESTINY AND ITS 

ERRAND IN SPAIN. Fourth Edition, 

Illustrated. 
LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER. 

Ninth Edition. Cr, 8tv. 6s» 
THE BOTOR CHAPERON Fourth Ed, 

Cr, Zvo, 6s. 
WvUarde (DoIQ. Author of 'Uriah the 

Hittite.' THE PATHWAY OF THE 

PIONEER (Nous Autres). Fourth 

Edition, Cr,%vo. 6s. 



Methnen*8 ShilUng Novels 

Cr, Szw. Cloth, IS, net. 
Authorof <Mi88 Molly.* THE GREAT 

RECONCILER. 
Balfour (Andrew). VENGEANCE IS 

MINE. 
TO ARMS. 



Barlng-QouUKSA MRS. CURGENVEN 

OFCURGENVEN. 
DOMITIA 
THE FROBISHERS. 
CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. 
DARTMOOR IDYLLS. 
Barlow (Jane), Author of 'Irish Idylls.' 
FROM THE EAST UNTO THE 

WEST. 
A CREEL OF IRISH STORIES. 
THE FOUNDING OF FORTUNES. 
THE LAND OF THE SHAMROCK. 
Barr (Robert). THE VICTORS. 
Bartnun(OeM'ge). THIRTEEN EVEN. 

INGS. 
Benson (B. P.). Author of 'Dodo.' THE 

CAPSINA. 
Bowles (O. Stewart). A STRETCH OFF 

THE LAND. 
Brooke (Bnuna). THE POET'S CHILD. 
Bullock (Shan P.). THE BARRYS: 
THE CHARMER. 
THE SQUIREEN. 
THE RED LEAGUERS. 
Burton (J. Bloundelle). THE CLASH 

OF ARMS. 
DENOUNCED. 
FORTUNE 'S MY FOE. 
A BRANDED NAME. 



AT A WINTERS ' 



Capes (Bernard). 
FIRE. 

ChesuMT (Weatherby). THE BAPTIST 
RINa 

THE BRANDED PRINCE. 

THE FOUNDERED GALLEON. 

JOHN TOPP. 

THE MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW. 

CUfford(Mrs. W. K.). A FLASH OF 
SUMMER. 

Cobb, ThonuM. A CHANGE OF FACE. 

Colllnrwood (Harry). THE DOCTOR 
OFTHE 'JULIET/ 

Comford (U Cope). SONS OF ADVER- 
SITY. 

CettereU instance). THE VIRGIN 
AND THE SCALES. 

Crane (Stephen). WOUNDS IN THE 

Denny (C. B.). THE ROMANCE OFv 

UPFOLD MANOR. 
DIckfaison (Evelyn). THE SIN OF 

ANGELS. 
Dickson (HarrU). THE BLACK WOLF'S 

BREED. 
Duncan (Saim J.). THE POOL IN THE 

DESERT 
A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. Illus- 
trated. 
Bmbree (C. P.). A HEART OF FLAME. 

Illustrated. 
Penn (O. Manville). AN ELECTRIC 

SPARK. 
A DOUBLE KNOT. 
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r (JaM H.). A DAUGHT£R OF 

STRIFE. 
pttMtoplMa (O.). MORB KIN THAN 

RIND. 
PMchM' (J. 8.). DAVID MARCH. 
LUCIAN THB 1)REAMER. 
P^S^Mt «. B.). THE SWORD OF 

AZRAEL. 
PnuKts(M.B.). MISS ERIN. 
OallM(T««X RICKERBY'S FOLLY. 
amur4 (DorathM). THINGS THAT 

HAVE HAPPENED.^ ^„^^^ 
THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. 
THE SUPREME CRIME. 
OOchrlsKR. M«n»y)w WILLOWBRAKE. 
Olnvllto (Brne^). THE DESPATCH 

RIDER. 
THE KLOOF BRIDE. 
THE INCA'S TREASURE. 
OordoaUaUeaX MRS. CLYDE. 
WORLlrS PEOPLE. 
OMf (C. P.). THE REDEMPTION OF 

DAVID CORSON. 
Offliy (B. M*Qii««i). MY STEWARD. 

ItalM (A. a.). JAIR THE APOSTATE. 
HaalHoaCLord BriMst). MARYHAMIL. 

TON. 
HarriMB (Mrs. Barton). A PRINCESS 

£ HILLS. Illustrated. 

THE SINGER OF MARLY. 
CMB). THE MISSISSIPPI 

l«til*~lMrf. Caffyn). ANNE MAULE- 
VERER. 
JMMOB ^fsr). THE KEEPERS OF 

KmryiC.P.y THE JOURNALIST. 
KoUy (norence Ptnch). WITH HOOPS 

Uuisbrldflre (V.) and Bourne (C. H.). 

THE VALLEY OF INHERITANCE. 
UadMi (Annie). A WOMAN OF SENTL 

MENT 
Lorlner (Norma). JOSIAH'S WIFE. 
Lash (Charles K.). THE AUTOCRATS. 
Macdonell (Anne). THE STORY OF 

TERESA. 
Macgrath (Harold). THE PUPPET 

CROWN. 
MacldeCPaallne Bradford). THE VOICE 

IN THE DESERT. 
Marsh (Richard). THE SEEN AND 

THE UNSEEN. 
GARNERED. 
A METAMORPHOSIS. 
MARVELS AND MYSTERIES. 
BOTH SIDES OF THE VEIL. 
Mayall JJ. W.). THE cynic AND THE 

^REN. 

(L. T.). RESURGAM. 

(Allan). LOVE IN A LIFE. 
Meore (Arthur). THE KNIGHT PUNC- 

TILIOUS. 



OF THE 
Haap«r(l.). 

?ffBBLE 



NiMMt, B. (Mrs^'BUmd). THB LITKK- 

ARY SENSE. 
Narris (W. B.). AN OCTAVE. 
MATTHEW AUSTIN. 
THE DESPOTIC LADY. 
Ollphant (Mrs.). THE LADY'S WALK. 
SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE. 
THE TWO MARVS. 
Pondered (M. L.). AN ENGLISHMAN. 
Penny (Mrs. Prank). A MIXED MAR- 

Phlllpotts (Bden). THE STRIKING 

HCJURS. 
FANCY FREE. 
Pryce (Richard). TIME AND THE 

WOMAN. 
Randall (John). AUNT BETHIA'S 

BUTTON. 
Rimnond (Walter). FORTUNE'S DAR. 

Rayner (OUve Pratt). ROSALBA. 
Rhys (Grace). THE DIVERTED VIL- 

RIckert (Edith). OUT OF THE CYPRESS 

SWAMP. 
Roberton(M. H.). A GALLANT QUAKER. 
Russell, (W. Clark). ABANDONED. 
Saunders (Marshall). ROSE A CHAR- 

LITTE. 
Sergeant (Adeline). ACCUSED AND 

ACCUSER. 
BARBARA'S MONEY. 
THE ENTHUSIAST. 
A GREAT LADY. 
THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME. 
THE MASTER OF BEECHWOOD. 
UNDER SUSPICION. 
THE YELLOW DIAMOND. 
THE MYSTERY OF THE MOAT. 
Shannon (W. P.). JIM TWELVES. 
Stephens (R. N.). AN ENEMY OF THE 

KING. 
Strain (B. H.). ELMSLIE'S DRAG NET. 
Stringer (Arthur). THE SILVER POPPY. 
Stuart (Bsmi). CHRISTALLA. 
A WOMAN OF FORTY. 
Sutherland (Duchess of). ONE HOUR 

AND THE NEXT. 
Swan (Annie). LOVE GROWN COLD. 
Swlft(Benlaniln). SORDON. 
SIREN CITY. 
Tanqueray (Mrs. B. M.). THE ROYAL 

QUAKER. 
Thompson (Vance). SPINNERS OF 

Traff ord-Taunton (Mrs. E. W. ). SI LENT 

DOMINION. 
Upward (AUen). ATHELSTANE FORD. 
Waineman (Paul). A HEROINE FROM 

FINLAND. 
BY A FINNISH LAKE. 
Watson (H. B. Marriott). THE SKIRTS 

OF HAPPY CHANCE. 
'Zacfc.' TALES OF DUNSTABLE WEIR. 
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Thb Gbtting Well or Dorothy. By Mrs. 

W. K. Clifford. Second Editi0fu 
Only a Guard-Room Dock By Edith E. 

Cnthell. 
Thb Doctor of thb Jclibt. By Harry 

CoUinzwood. 
Littlb Peter. By Lucas Malet. Second 

B^iHou. 
Master Rockafbllar's Voyage. By W. 

Clark Russell. Third Edition. 
The Secret of Madame de Monluc. By 

the Author of " Mdlle. Mori." 



Books for Boys and Girls 

Illustrated, Crown ^o. 3J. 6d, 



Syd Belton : Or, the Boy who would not go 

to Sea. By G. Manville Fenn. 
The Red Grange. By Mrs. Melesworth. 
A Girl of the People. By L. T. Meade. 

Second Edition, 
Hepsy Gipsy. By L. T. Meade, a*. &£ 
The Honourable Miss. By L. T. Meade. 

Second Edition, 
There was once a Prince. By Mrs. M. £. 

Mann. 
When Arnold comes Home. By Mrs. M. E. 

Mann. 



Act4. 

The Adybnturbs of Captain Pamphilb. 

Amaury. 

Thb Bird of Fatb. 

The Black Tulip. 

The Castle of Eppstbin. 

Catherine Blum. 

Cbcile. 

The Cheyalibr D'Harmental. Double 

volume. 
Chicot the Jester. Being the first part of 

The Ladyof Monsoreau. 
Conscience. 
Thb Convict's Son. 
The Corsican Brothers ; and Otho the 

Archer. 
Crop'Earbd Jacquot. 
Thb Fencing Master. 
Fernandb. 
Gabriel Lambert. 
Georges. 
Thb Great M assacr b. Being the first par t of 

Queen Margot. 
Hbnri db Navarre. Being the second part 

of Queen Margot. 



The Novels of Alexandre Dumas 

Price 6d, Double Volumes^ ts. 

H^L^NE DB Chavbrny. Being the first part 



of the Regent's Daughter. 
LouisB DB LA Valli^rb. Being the first 

part of The Vicomte db Braoblonne. 

Double Volume. 
MAtTRE Adam. 
Thb Man in the Iron Mask. Being 

the second part of Thb Vicomtb db 

Bragblonnb. Double volume. 
Thb Mouth of Hell. 
Nanon. Double volume. 
Pauline ; Pascal Bruno ; and Bontbkoe. 
PftRE La Ruine. 
Thb Prince of Thieves. 
The Reminiscences of Antony. 
Robin Hood. 

The Snowball and Stn.TANETTA. 
Sylvamdirb. 

Tales of the Supernatural. 
Thb Three Musketeers. With a long 

Introduction by Andrew Lang. Double 

volume. 
Twenty Years After. Double volume. 
The Wild Duck Shooter. 
Thb Wolf-Leader. 



LOVE AND LOUISA. 
PRIDE AND PRE 



AllMnesl(B.M.X 
Auston Qtaul). 

JUDICE. 
BBMt (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY. 
BaRoar (Andrew). BY STROKE OF 

SWORD. 
Barinr-Qotdd(S.). FURZE BLOOM. 
CHEAP TACK ZITA. 
KITTY ALONE. 
URITH. 

THE BROOM SQUIRE. 
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 
NOEML 

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. Illustrated. 
LITTLE TU'PENNY. 
THE FROBISHERS. 
WINEFRED. 
Barr (Robert). JENNIE BAXTER, 

JOURNALIST. 
IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. 
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. 



Hetlmen's Slzpeimy Books 

THE MUTABLE MANY. 
Benson (B. P.). DODO. 
Bront£ (Charlotte). SHIRLEY. 
Brownell (C. L.). THE HEART OF 

JAPAN. 
Burton (J. Bloandelle). ACROSS THE 

SALT SEAS. 
Caftyn(Mr8).,('IoU'). ANNE MAULE- 

Capes (Bernard). THE LAKE OF 

K.). A FLASH 



OF 



Clifford (Mrs. W. 

SUMMER. 
MRS. KEITH'S CRIME. 
Corbett (Julian). A BUSINESS IN 

GREAT WATERS. 
Croker (Mrs. B. M.). PEGGY OF THE 

BARTONS. 
A STATE SECRET. 
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AKOtL. 

JOHANNA. 

KnlMiUI}Mt^ THE VISION OF 

DnrtoCA. ^nX ROUND THE RED 

Duoui (Sm iMBMttoX A VOYAGE 

OF CONSOLATION. 

lOSE DEUGHTFUL AMERICANS. 

•t (ClMrg«). THE MILL ON THE 

FLOSS. 
Plodlstar (JaiM HA THE GREEN 

GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE. 

" FOLLY. 



TH02 
Bitot 



QidlMi(ToaiX RICKERBY'S 1 

QMkcildVtrs.). CRANFORD. 

BfARY BARTON. 

NORTH AND SOUTH. 

0«rar« (DorathM). HOLY MATRL 

MONY. 
THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. 
MADE OF MONEY. 
OlsslntCOeorte). THE TOWN TRAVEL- 

THE CROWN OF LIFE. 

OUmvilto (BmMt). THE INCA'S 

TREASURE. 
THE KLOOF BRIDE. 
aMt<CliarlM>. BUNTER'S CRUISE. 
Grlflui (The Brotkert). GRIMM'S 

FAIRYTALES. IlhisCrated. 
Hope (Aothony). A MAN OF MARK. 
A CHANGE OF AIR. 
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 

ANTONIO. 
PHROSO. 

THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. 
Heraanff (B. W.). DEAD MEN TELL 

NO Ales. . 

iafniliaai (J. H.). THE THRONE OF 

LeQaeux(W.). THE HUNCHBACK OF 
WESTMINSTER. 

Levett- Yeats (S. Kb). THE TRAITOR'S 
WAY. 

Untoa (B. Lynn). THE TRUE HIS- 
TORY OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON. 

LyaU(B4aa). DERRICK VAUGHAN. 

Midet (Lucas). THE CARISSIMA. 

A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. 

Mann (Mrs. M. B.). MRS. PETER 
HOWARD. 

A LOST ESTATE. 

THE CEDAR STAR. 

ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS. 

Manshaiont (A. W.). MISER HOAD. 
LEY'S SECRET. 

A MOMENT'S ERROR. 

Marryat (Captain). PETER SIMPLE. 

lACOB FAITHFUL. 

Marsh (Richard). THE TWICKENHAM 
PEERAGE. 

THE GODDESS. 



THE 

A METAMORPHOSIS. 
MaMn(A.B.W.). CLEMENTINA 
Mathers (HeteB). HONEY. 
GRIFF OF GRlFFITHSCOURT. 
SAM*S SWEETHEART. 
Meade (Mrs. L. T.). DRIFT. 
Mltferd(Bertnui|)b THE SIGN OF THE 

SPIDER. 
Mmitresor(P. P.). THE ALIEN. 
Morrison (Arthur). THE HOLE IN 

THE WALL. 
NesUt(B.). THE RED HOUSE. 
Norris(W. B.). HIS GRACE. 
GILES INGILBY. 
THE CREDIT OF THE COUNTY. 
LORD LEONARD. 
MATTHEW AUSTIN. 
CLARISSA FURIOSA. 
01lphant(Mrs.). THE LADY'S WALK. 
SIR ROBERTS FORTUNE. 
THE PRODIGALS. 

(B. PhlUlps). MASTER OF 

Parker (Qllbert). THE POMP OF THE 

LAVILETTES. ' 
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. 
Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS 

OF A THROn£ 
I CROWN THEE KING. 
PhUlpotts (Bden\ THE HUMAN BOY. 
CHILDREN OF THE MIST. 
•Q.» THE WHITE WOLF. 
WgtCW. Pott). A SON OFTHE STATE, 
LOST PROPERTY. 
GEORGE AND THE GENERAL. 
Russell (W. Oark). A MARRIAGE AT 

SEA. 
ABANDONED. 

MY DANISH SWEETHEART. 
HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. 
Sergeant (Adeline) THE MASTER OF 

BEECHWOOD. 
BARBARA'S MONEY. \ 

THE YELLOW DIAMOND. ' 

THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME. 
Surteea (R. S.). HANDLEY CROSS, 

lUiiitrated. 
MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR.i 

IQusbrated. 
ASK MAMMA. Illustrated. 
Walford(Mrs. L. B.). MR. SMITH. 
COUSINS. 

THE BABY*S GRANDMOTHER. 
Wallace (General Lew). BEN-HUR. 
THE FAIR GOD. 
Watson (H. B. Marriot). THE ADVfi^T^ 

TURERS. 
Weekes (A. B.). PRISONERS OF WA.R.I 
White <PMX7)i A PASSIONATE 

PILGRIM. 
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